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EDITOR'S    PRKFACE. 


Thk  lit'.'  of  Edward  Worthy  Montagu,  related  in 
the  autobiographical  form  which  gives  bo  much  reality 
to  a  narrative,  ii  more  romantic  in  its  incidesxta — 
many  of  which  are  hist  -than  ni<»st  <>t'  the  sen* 

eational  novels  of  tin-  presenl  day.     His  father,  who 
y  a   member  <»t'  the    British   ministry, 
early  in  tin-  reign  of  George  L,  and  Ajnbaeeadof  to 
Turkey,  was  i  man  of  considerable  learning,  and  the 
lonal  friend  of  Swi  Addison,  Congreve, 

and    (iarfh.       His    mother,   Squally    distinguished    t*«>r 

and  talent,  was  elded  danghter  of  the  Duke 

gston,  and  takes  rank  i»y  her  ahil  >n> 

plishments  and   celebrity,  among  the  mosl   eminent 

women  thai  England  can  boael  of.    She  was  the  first 

in   lady  who  was  ever  allowed   to   visit    the 

*  of  the  Sublime  Porte,  in  Constantinople,  and 

the  Bquenl  i 

<d'  I  .hi.-  description.    Sla-  was  so  fas. 'mat 

that    Pope  esteemed    her  as  highly  as   lie  did    his  own 

try,  which  i-  saying  much,  and  when  she  rejected 
hie  lore,  gave  her  nam.'  an  amber  crystallisation  in 

Tin'  younger  Montagu,  eldest   child  of  these  bril- 
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liant  parents,  was  unfortunate,  from  his  earliest  in- 
fancy, in  being  disliked  and  ill-treated  by  them.  IIi> 
growth  was  one  of  neglect,  privation,  and  harshness. 
He  was  left  to  the  society  of  menials,  and  may  be  said 
to  have  picked  up,  rather  than  received,  his  education, 
though  he  was  in  Westminster  School  for  a  short  fcime. 
His  adventures,  before  he  peached  years  of  manhood, 
are  related  in  the  following  pages,  and  are  crowded 
with  vicissitudes.  Whether  he  followed  the  humble 
occupation  of  chimney-eweep,  lived  with  gypsies  in 
their  camp,  served  on  board  ship  as  cabin-hoy,  in 
Spain  was  Imprisoned  by  the  ••  Holy  Inquisition,"  his 
life  was  peculiar  and  romantic  to  a  degree. 

The  most  celebrated  men  and  women  of  England, 
during  the  reign  of  George  the  First,  are  introduced 
into  this  wOrk.  Mr.  Montagu  met  them  frequently, 
knew  them  well,  and  has  described  them  as  lie  found 
them.  There  18  no  flattery  of  the  greal  in  his  narra- 
tive; hi-  tears  the  mask  from  the  face  of  vice,  and 
(Iocs  not  even  spare  his  own  mother!  It  is  a  picture 
of  English  Bociety,  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  back — 
in  its  way,  a  moral  panorama. 

R.  SIIKLTON  MACKENZIE. 
Philadelphia,  March,  1870. 
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CH  A  P  I  I  B    1. 

My   mother  was   a  wit.     8he  wrote   poetry,  composed 

i  the  liv.-li.--t  letters,  and  scribbled  <>tl*  the 

Hade  on   all  inuiutunoea. 

Her  tongue  waa  always  tipped  with  gall  ami  hitternesej 

her  pen  was  flm  ed  prifth  v.  nom.    SeftadeJ  was  h»-r 

great  dellghl ;  bar  eye  flashed  with  glee  at  a  double  mean- 

a  loose  anecdote  of  one  of  (led  hex 

in t •  •  P  Happily  for  her,  the  enchant 

bee   female   I  was 

.in    u  it  :il  essen 

blest.     She  kept  a  diary,  in  which  she  not«-.|  down,  in 
broericel   berae,  i  or  or  freO  Ibibk 

which     ' 

r — and  theae  lant  i  ion 

of  i                             lie  best  -  «ere 

.  and  wl  -  not   in 

l»iced  ami  M                'in 

hci                  non,  so  aa  t<>  ■  Of  -tim- 

elatlng  t<>  tl  on  her  I 

ip.      II.  r  heart,    <li«l    1    say? 

true,  a  ulol.uhu   i 

ml  h-tl  I  ieed  the 

(») 
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merely  animal  functions  of  that  noble  organ,  but  resembled 
its  prototype  only  as  an  automaton  might  resemble  a  man. 
It  was  a  saddening  thing  to  look  upon  so  fair  an  outside, 
and  reflect  how  base  and  black  was  all  within.  The  asp 
lurking  under  roses,  the  gilded  chalice  filled  with  poison, 
the  whited  sepulchre  covering  rottenness — these  are  hack- 
neyed images,  or  I  would  have  likened  her  to  one  and  all. 
Yet  what  more  appropriate  picture  of  false  man  or  heart- 
less woman  than  this  last  ?  How  fine  and  smooth  and 
shining  is  that  marble  exterior !  the  carving  beautiful,  the 
devices  exquisite,  the  lines  and  curves  breathing  grace, 
elegance,  and  perfection !  the  inscription  eloquent  of  the 
angel  that  lies  beneath!  We  lift  up  the  lid.  Pah!  an 
ounce,  no,  a  ton  of  civet  to  sweeten  the  poisoned  atmo- 
sphere. And  what  are  these  I  see  creeping,  crawling, 
writhing,  horrible  in  ghastly  life,  in  and  out  the  eyes,  over 
the  mouldering  cheeks,  through  the  tangled  clotted  hair, 
that  once  glittered  like  Apollo's  golden  tresses  ?  Let  us 
replace  the  cover,  nor  scan  too  closely  that  view  of  hell 
which  is  beheld,  when  human  hearts  or  sepulchres  are 
opened.  If  the  gods  see  all  hearts  as  I  have  seen  some, 
why  then  I  doubt  if  they  can  be  happy.  I  would  not  be  a 
god  on  any  such  condition. 

Lady  Mary  was  a  duke's  daughter,  and  I  have  the  super- 
lative felicity  of  high  descent.  The  blood  that  rolls  in  my 
veins  is  of  the  noblest  quintessence.  It  is  made  of  the 
rarest  claret,  the  finest  venison,  the  richest  turtle,  the  most 
delicious  punch,  and  the  most  fragrant  grapes  and  pine- 
apples. These,  I  think,  may  be  said  to  constitute  the  heav- 
enly ichor  of  our  patricians,  and  of  this  divine  food  our 
bodies,  I  suppose,  are  made.  Where  our  souls  come  from 
is  quite  a  different  affair. 

I  remember  my  grandfather  well.  He  was  a  tall  man, 
fall  of  state  and  grandeur,  so  courtly,  so  benevolent  in 
seeming;    harder  than  granite  in  his  inner  essence.     He 
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trod  the  earth  as  if  it  were  highly  honored  by  his  foot ;  he 
looked  up  at  the  heaven  to  see  whether  the  snn,  the  moon, 
and  planets  did  not  regard  him  with  admiration.  With 
his  star  on  his  left  breast,  just  over  the  place  where  his 
heart  was  supposed  to  be.  and  in  his  ducal  dress  of  velvet 
and  gold  and  ermine,  did  he  not  look  the  impersonation  of 
all  that  was  heroic?  He  certainly  did.  That  sparkling 
star  was  a  symbol  of  the  sparkling,  shining,  glorious  heaven- 
descended  spirit  enshrined  within  that  patrician  heart, 
beaming  with  every  virtue,  and  quite  eclipsing — if  it  could 
be  seen — the  radiant  lustre  of  the  jewels  with  which  the 
star  was  studded.  But  unluckily  the  spirit  could  not  be 
seen.  It  was  too  fine  a  spirit  to  show  itself  to  vile  corporeal 
it  was  so  like  divinity  in  its  brightness,  that  mere 
ordinary  mortals  would  be  stricken  blind  or  dead,  like 
Paul  or  Semele,  if  they  did  but  behold  it  in  its  celestial 
effulgence.  The  Prime  Minister  of  the  day,  therefore,  who 
was  alone  conscious  of  its  rare  excellence,  determined  that 
some  appropriate  badge,  some  small  faiut  type  of  that  which 
was  invisible,  should  be  shown  to  the  unconscious,  vulgar 
world,  to  win  their  worship  of  the  Beautiful.  He  gave  him 
the  blue  ribband  of  the  Garter. 

His  grace,  the  Duke  of  Kingston,  was  generous  to  a 
fault.  His  bosom  overflowed  with  gratitude.  Could  there 
be  a  better  proof  of  his  virtue  1  He  was  determined  not  to 
be  outdone  bj'  the  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury.  He  at 
once  placed  at  his  disposal  some  half  dozen  boroughs  arid 
their  independent  members,  then  very  much  wanted  in  a 
House  of  Commons  more  piggish  th:m  the  Minister  thought 
right.  He  went  farther.  He  gave  him  np  his  very  I  »ul. 
From  that  day  he  became  the  most  obedient  servant  of  the 
Cabinet.  The  opposition  was  base  enough  to  call  him  a 
pliant  tool  and  sycophant.  He  voted  black  white,  and 
white  black.  He  defended  all  that  Ministers  did,  and  vili- 
fied all  that  the  out-of-place  purists  solemnly  declared  they 
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ought  to  have  done.  He  was  loud  in  their  praise  evsn 
when  I  fear  he  knew  that  they  were  villians  ;  he  was  chiv- 
alrous enough  to  take  upon  himself  a  portion  of  their  most 
criminal  responsibilities.  He  did  not  scruple  at  falsehood, 
if  falsehood  was  necessary.  He  would  not  speak  an  untruth 
for  a  diadem ;  no,  the  aristocracy  never  speak  lies  ;  they 
only  think  and  act  them;  they  don't  commit  themselves; 
but  his  whole  public  life  became  thenceforth  a  living  lie. 

The  Mussulmans  say  that  when  we  are  dead,  and  waiting 
to  be  damned,  our  vices  assume  some  hideous  form,  and 
present  themselves  before  the  astonished  ghost,  with  some 
such  words  as  these,  "  while  you  lived,  you  rode  me,  now 
it  is  my  turn  and  I  will  ride  you,"  whereupon  the  horrid 
beast  ascends  the  back  of  the  defunct,  and  rides  him  ever- 
lastingly through  the  plains  of  hell.  If  this  be  true,  and  I 
hope  it  is,  we  shall  see  some  queer  .creatures  in  the  infernal 
regions.  I  expect  to  find  my  grandfather  there  with  some 
misshapen,  gigantic  fox  or  colossal  rat  seated  on  his  ducal 
back,  spurring  him  through  perdition,  and  glaring  on  him 
with  vulpine  eyes  of  fraud,  cruelty,  cunning,  and  duplicity. 
And  both  will  probably  lacquey  after  the  Minister,  whose 
monstrous  rider  I  shall  rejoice  to  see.  I  hope  he  will  show 
him  no  more  mercy  than  the  old  Man  of  the  Mountain 
showed  Sindbad  in  the  Eastern  tale. 

My  mother  was — let  me  see,  how  old? — two-and-twenty 
when  my  grandfather  summoned  her  one  fine  morning  into 
his  awful  presence.  A  grand  match  had  been  proposed  ; 
it  was  sanctioned  by  the  Minister,  it  was  approved  by  the 
King.  It  would  unite  two  powerful  families,  whose  political 
interests  conjoined  would  make  the  opposition  tremble,  and 
flaming  patriots  see  the  folly  of  their  ways.  Fifteen  wort  hy 
and  incorruptible  boroughs  would  be  at  the  immediate 
command  of  the  distinguished  statesman  who  then  happily 
guided  the  destinies  of  England,  and  led  in  his  leash  the 
two  noble  and  high-minded  peers  who  were  to  blend  their 
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blood  in  holy  matrimony.  The  lady  who  was  to  cement 
this  sacred  triple  alliance  was  nothing  in  their  considera- 
tion ;  a  majority  in  the  Commons  on  a  beer  bill  was  the 
main  and  moving  engine.  Secure  this  and  England  was 
saved ;  lose  it,  and  the  destinies  of  uncounted  millions, 
including  the  ministry,  were  forever  destroyed.  Any  single 
woman,  a  score,  a  thousand,  a  myriad  weighed  against 
this  was  of  course  lighter  than  a  feather  or  a  flake  of  snow. 
The  bridegroom  was  sixty-five,  but  he  was  a  nobleman 
of  immense  wealth,  ancient  pedigree,  and  blue  blood,  azure 
enough  for  the  most  fastidious  Spaniard.  He  was  rotten 
with  every  disorder  that  unbridled  indulgence  in  the  court 
of  King  Charles  the  Second  of  sacred  memory  and  his 
congregated  vestals  was  sure  to  entail  upon  the  happy 
votary  of  morning,  noon,  and  midnight  pleasure;  but  he 
had  high  breeding,  was  perfectly  well-dressed,  and  owned 
two  castles,  fift}'  footmen,  not  including  his  members  of 
Parliament,  who  were  out  of  livery.  He  had  seduced  in 
bis  vigorous  days — alas!  the}-  were  now  gone  forever — 
several  scores  of  women,  and  cast  them  on  the  streets, 
with  their  and  his  offspring,  with  a  philosophy  worthy  of 
the  Spartans,  or  that  venerable  sage,  Mr.  John  James 
Rousseau ;  but  his  plate  was  superb,  his  cooks  first  rate, 
his  snuff-boxes  in  fine  taste,  and  his  smile  when  the  paint 
was  fresh  looked  sweet  and  courtly.  Among  his  private 
friends — the  cream  of  the  cream,  the  flower  and  glory  of 
the  peerage — he  sometimes  unbent,  and  even  condescended 
to  give  a  reason  for  the  unbelief  that  was  in  him.  He  had 
seen  too  many  bishops,  he  said,  to  believe  in  God;  too 
many  patriots  to  believe  in  honesty,  and  too  many  court 
virgins  to  believe  in  chastity;  so  he  lived  on,  mocking  all 
three,  and  flourished,  and  was  fawned  upon  by  all  who  loved 
good  feeding  more  than  heaven,  and  did  not  care  what  lies 
they  told,  so  that  the  paunch  was  filled  and  the  gullet 
tickled  with  gratuitous  dainties.    He  moved,  I  need  not 
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say,  in  the  most  exalted  circles  cf  rank  and  fashion ;  he 
blazed  in  the  highest  spheres  of  light — the  observed  of  all 
observers,  the  a.lored  of*  all  matrons  who  had  fair  daughters 
to  dispose  of  in  the  slave  market  of  Pall  Mall  or  Gros- 
venor  Square.  The  Minister  always  smiled  on  him,  as 
Satan  might  on  one  of  his  imps — the  courtiers,  pages,  and 
other  honorable  and  noble  lick-plates  about  the  palace, 
half  prostrated  themselves  in  the  dust  as  he  appeared,  for 
such  were  the  commands  which  Gold  Stick  issued.  The 
maids  of  honor  quarrelled  about  him,  and  almost  pulled 
caps  when  no  superior  spirit  was  nigh.  There  was  scarcely 
a  lady  in  the  land  who  would  not  have  felt  herself  dignified 
by  his  friendship,  and  would  not  have  jumped  at  an  offer 
of  his  white  and  jewelled  band,  though  it  must  be  owned 
it  trembled  more  than  was  agreeable,  and  was  a  hand  that 
had  performed  many  dirty  operations.  He  was,  in  truth, 
a  very  noble  person,  and  when  I  read  an  account  of  him 
the  other  day  in  the  Rev.  Mr.  Jacob's  Peerage,  I  was 
rather  disgusted  with  Providence  far  permitting  so  rare  a 
specimen  of  mankind  to  die  at  all.  He  should  have  been 
immortal;  he  should  at  all  events  have  lived  for  a  thousand 
years  or  two,  to  show  poor  erring,  low-bred,  shop-keeping 
human  nature  to  what  great  heights  it  may  ascend — to 
what  splendid  summits  of  virtue  poor  fallen  man  under  cir- 
cumstances like  his  may  be  raised.  But  peace  to  his  name! 
His  memory  will  at  all  events  survive  in  Jacob's  perfumed 
and  disinterested  page. 

This  noble  lord  was  filed  with  the  glorious  ambition  of 
progeniting  me.  Of  all  the  fair  maidens  who  moved  in 
the  glorious  galaxy  of  St.  James's,  the  fairest  in  his  eyes 
was  lady  Mary  Pierrepoint,  eldest  daughter  of  his  grace, 
the  Puke  of  Kingston,  afterwards  my  esteemed  mother,  the 
Cassiopeia  of  Arlington  street,  and  the  toast  of  the  kit- 
cats,  lie  came  in  a  coach  and  six;  he  saw  but  did  not 
conquer.     It  was  the  lady  who  won  the  victory,  but  it  was 
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a  triumph  for  which  she  did  not  lahor.  She  had  no  objec- 
tion to  see  lovers  in  scores,  or  even  in  hundreds,  harnessed 
to  her  chariot  wheels,  and  dying  for  a  smile,  a  glance,  or  a 
word  of  recognition,  but  then  they  must  Le  at  all  events 
men.  The  Marquis,  it  must  he  owned,  was  now  scarcely 
one.  He  had  some  trifling  defects  ;  trifling  m  the  eyes  of 
wisdom,  I  mean,  hut  great  in  the  estimation  of  a  young 
lady,  who  I  fear  knew  more  than  was  quite  correct.  Ho 
rather  tottered,  his  breath  stank,  his  teeth  were  out,  he 
had  lost  the  sight  of  one  eye,  and  the  other  was  gummy; 
he  often  drivelled,  and  became  a  disgusting  olject.  But 
Ids  grace,  the  Duke  of  Kingston,  saw  only  his  rent-roll, 
and  the  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury  considered  only  his 
boroughs.  My  Lady  Mary  cared  for  neither  just  at  that 
time;  she  had  Another  man  in  her  eye.  Scandal  and 
Mr.  Pope  declare  that  she  had  two  to  whom  she  even  wrote 
love-letters.  Yet  she  did  not  disregard  wealth  and  fame 
with  a  line  indifference.  She  was  too  sensibly  brought  up 
for  any  such  atheistical  heresy.  The  family  maxims  on 
this  point  had  been  of  the  most  orthodox  kind.  She  knew 
exactly  what  these  meant ;  she  had  thoroughly  calculated 
their  real  value;  what  they  were  worth  and  what  they 
would  bring.  No  lady  in  the  land  better  estimated  the 
solid  contentment  of  heart  and  satisfaction  with  Provi- 
dence and  its  decrees  that  springs  from  thirty  thousand  a 
year,  and  the  possession  of  a  little  parliamentary  empire, 
with  which  one  can  do  as  one  likes.  But  she  thought  if  a 
man  was  tacked  to  them,  it  would  he  on  the  whole  a  1  etfer 
bargain  than  if  she  got  them  with  a  monkey  or  an  old 
corpse,  whose  very  touch  to  a  sensitive  woman,  and  this 
she  was  then,  was  like  pollution.  Well,  I  think  she  was 
right. 

Let  me  go  back  to  that  first  morning,  when  my  mother 
was  summoned  by  her  papa.  Let  me  proceed  to  Arlington 
street,  where  my  most  noble  grandpa  is  now  waiting  for 
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liis  charming  daughter,  Methinks  I  see  l:irn  seated  ris  if 
in  royal  fashion.  The  sofa  is  of  flowered  satin,  and  his 
gold-embroidered  velvet  coat-tails  look  regal  and  flowing, 
and  terribly  sublime  on  the  brilliant  coverlet.  He  is 
periwigged  and  i  erfr.med,  like  I.onis  lc  (J  rand,  and  is 
quite  enough  to  frighten  an}-  ordinary  young  lady  disposed 
to  rel  el,  into  the  most  thorough  sense,  of  propriety  an  I 
submission.  Kneeling  to  him,  my  mother  received  his 
blessing.  AVI. at  a  comedy  for  gods  and  men  must  this 
iaveleen!  She  is  motioned  into  a  low  chair  which  has 
leen  already  placed  opposite  to  where  he  sits,  at  the  other 
side  of  the  broad,  finely  sculptured  chimney  piece,  over 
which  frowned  a  grim  family  portrait,  awful  enough  to 
scare  even  ghosts  away.  J  am  told  .she  trembled  as  if  half 
surmising  the  object  for  which  she  was  summoned,  but  if 
the  did  she  bad  spirit  enough  to  conceal  it,  and  she  masked 
her  face  like  the  eldest  politician  of  the  Court.  She  had  a 
will  of  her  own  also,  and  was  fond  of  showing  it  when  it 
was  expedient.  Indeed,  all  her  friends  were  remarkably 
self-willed  young  ladies,  and  despised  papa  and  mamma 
with  the  most  well-bred  air.  But  as  they  knew  that  papa 
and  mamma  had  legacies  to  leave,  they  did  not  mind  telling 
tl  em  so  in  public,  only  the}7  made  up  for  it  by  ridiculing 
them  in  private.  On  these  maxims  m}-  lady  rested,  and 
they  did  not  desert  her  now.  She  subsequently  became 
bolder  and  more  defiant,  and  when  she  had  learned  virtue 
from  Pope  and  Congreve,  modesty  from  Moll  Skerrett  and 
Doll  Townsend,  and  piety  from  Hoadley  and  Lord  Ilervey, 
6he  did  not  cast  down  her  eyes  half  so  Quaker-like  as  she 
now  did  in  the  illustrious  presence  of  Evelyn,  the  fifth 
Marquis  of  Dorchester,  and  Duke  of  Kingston. 

"Molly,"  says  my  grandfather,  "it  is  quite  time  that 
you  should  exhibit  to  the  world,  as  the  head  of  your  own 
establishment,  all  the  wit,  and  beauty,  and  accomplish- 
ments which  I  am   happy  to  say  you  possess   in  a  far 
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greater  degree  than  any  other  3'oung  lady  that  I  have  the 
honor  of  knowing." 

"  Your  grace  says  very  true,"  saj-s  m}*  mother,  with  a 
curtsey  and  a  shy  smile  of  self-approving  love. 

"Lady and  the  Duchess  of — — ,"  pursued  my  lord, 

"were  neither  of  them  so  old  as  3-011  when  they  married, 
and  I  believe  they  are  the  envy  of  all  the  fashionable 
world." 

"Then  the  fashionable  world,"  says  mj'  mother,  "must 
have  a  larger  superabundance  of  envy  than  I  thought  it 
had,  if  it  can  throw  any  away  upon  such  a  miserable  pair 
as  that." 

"Why?"  says  mj- grandfather,  looking  quite  innocent, 
and  as  if  unconscious  of  the  coming  answer,  though  I 
think  he  guessed  it. 

"Why?"  rejoined  my  lady ;  "because  Lord  A has 

lost  one  nose,  and  will  never  get  another,  and  the  Duke  of 

is  quite  old  enough  to  be  his  wife's  grandfather,  and, 

what  is  worse  still,  is  mean  enough  to  bo  her  duenna." 

"But,  my  dear  Molly,"   says  the  duke,  "wives  don't 

marry  for  noses,  but  estates ;  and  Lord 's  property  is 

one  of  the  very  finest  in  England." 

"Ah,"  says  my  mother,  "I  don't  find  fault  with  the 
estate,  but  with  the  live  stock  that  goes  with  it.  If  one 
could  keep  the  estate  and  bury  the  stock,  it  would  be 
pleasant  enough." 

The  reader  will  judge  from  this  that  Lady  Mary  Pierre- 
point  was  any  thing  but  a  novice.  Indeed,  she  could  not 
\ve\\  be,  for  she  had  already  had  the  benefit  of  some  lessons 
from  Bishop  Burnett,  who  translated  Epicetus  for  her,  and 
then  persuaded  her  she  had  done  it  herself.  The  Duke  of 
Kingston  thought  it  would  be  as  well  to  come  to  the  point. 

"Molly,  my  love,"  said  he,  "whatever  mistaken  notions 
you  may  entertain  on  these  matters — and  I  can  scarcely 
blame  you,  for  you  are  very  young-^-it  will  be  as  well  to 
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conceal  them;  at  nil  events,  just  at  present,  for  you 
going  to  be  married." 

My  mother  started  from  her  seat  as  if  she  had  been 
stung.  This  was  an  announcement  she  scarcely  expected 
to  hear.  She  knew  her  father's  energy,  but  had  not  reck- 
oned on  its  close  advent.  In  an  instant  she  composed 
herself,  but  there  was  a  fiery  agent  at  work  within,  of  which 
my  lord  duke  di  1  not  then  dream.  She  was  like  the  river 
ftilc,  calm  and  still  and  stately  ;  you  see  it  flowing  grandly 
before  you,  in  solemn  silence  and  unruffled — the  abode  of 
peace  and  innocence.  But  there  is  a  horrid  alligator  at  the 
bottom  of  tl  i 3  majestic  stream  that  will  swallow  3-011  up  if 
you  come  near  enough  to  molest  or  even  to  look  at  him. 
Beware  of  him,  oh,  wayfarer!  Even  now  his  eye  is  upon 
you,  and  he  waits  for  your  approach;  there  is  death  in 
this  impassive  deep.  Advance  no  further  or  you  are  un- 
done. 

u  And  who,  my  lord,"  inquired  she,  uis  the  distinguished 
Btranger  of  whom  I  am  to  be  made  the  happy,  bewildered 
tpouse?" 

44  Lord  ,"  says  my  grandfather ;  tt  Lord  ,  who 

loves  you  to  madness." 

u  I  Avonder  your  lordship  has  not  disentombed  Henry 
Till  and  ordered  me  to  marry  him,"  replied  my  mother. 
"  He  would  certainly  be  as  agreeable  to  me  as  that  loath- 
Bome  old  vampire,  of  whose  madness  indeed  I  never 
doubted." 

u  I  would  have  done  so,  if  I  could,"  answered  the  duke ; 
"but  it  could  not  well  be  managed.  However,  as  I  cannot 
make  you  Queen  of  England,  I  have  done  the  next  best 

tiling  to  it,  for  Lord is  certainly  one  of  the  most,  if 

not  the  most,  powerful  man  in  the  county-. " 

"J  am  surprised  to  hear  that,"  answered  my  mother. 
"I  should  have  thought  the  blow  of  a  lady's  fan  would 
have  prostrated  the  wretched  pigmy." 
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"A  How  from  your  fan  might,"  rejoined  the  duke,  gal- 
lantly. And  then,  as  if  meditating,  he  said,  half  to  himself, 
"  he  can't  live  a  year,  and  then  what  may  she  not  com- 
mand ?     What  rank  too  high  for  her  to  reach  ?" 

"I  trust  your  lordship  will  give  me  some  time  before  I 
give  you  a  linal  answer  to  this  unexpected  promotion — I 
mean  proposition,"  says  my  mother,  with  a  feigned  calm- 
ness. 

"Oh,  certainl}-,"  answered  the  duke;  "any  time  you 
require;  only,  as  you  are  to  he  married  on  Monday  nexr, 
}'ou  need  not  prolong  3*our  meditation  beyond  that  period." 

"Monday  next!"  almost  screamed  my  mother;  "and 
this  is  Thursday.     Is  your  lordship  really  serious  ?" 

"  I  am  so  serious,"  answered  my  lord,  "  that  the  mar- 
riage settlements  are  all  drawn — they  are  very  different 
from  that  vagabond  Montagu's  notions — and  only  wait  to 
be  signed.  Velours  has  already  got  orders  to  make  up 
your  wardrobe.  It  has  cost  me  upwards  of  four  hundred 
pounds.  Your  bridal  jewels  will  the  finest  in  the  kingdom, 
so  you  will  have  no  trouble.  My  lord  makes  an  al  solute 
settlement  on  yourself  of  ten  thousand  a  year;  and  if  you 
present  him  with  an  heir,  as  if  you  are  well  advised  you  no 
doubt  will,  he  increases  it  to  bfieen  thousand  pounds  per 
annum." 

"  An  heir!"  cried  my  mother:  "why,  he  is  sixiy-five." 

"  I'ooh,"  says  my  lord  duke;  "you  can  get  the  old  fool 
an  heir." 

And  rising  very  gracefully,  he  bowed  my  mother  out  of 
the  room,  with  the  dignified  courtesy  of  any  king  but  an 
English  one. 

My  lord  duke  now  ordered  his  coach,  and  proceeded  to 
dinner  in  Cavendish  Square  with  the  noble  lord,  his  in- 
tended son-in-law.  The  two  passed  a  very  delightful 
evening  at  the  princely  town  mansion  of  the  latter,  though 
I   blush   to    say  both   got   rather   fuddled    with  frequent 
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toasts.    The  bridegroom's  health,  the  bride's  happiness,  an 

heir  to  the   house  of  ,  the  glorious  golden   days  <  f 

Charles  Stuart  and  his  Saturn  alian  friends,  &c,  dec,  con- 
stituted the  staple  of  their  conversation,  and  lent  ambrosial 
sweetness  to  the  Champagne,  the  Burgundy,  and  claret. 
My  lord  duke  was  put  to  bed  by  his  two  servants  at  one 
o'clock  in  the  morning;  in  an  hour  or  two  afterwards  my 
mother  eloped,  and  was  married  to  Edward  Wortley  Mon- 
;.i:;i.  Esquire,  second  son  of  the  Honorable  Mr.  Sidney 
Montagu,  whose  precious  name  1  have  now  t-he  pleasure  to 
bear. 

Thus  my  mother,  for  a  whim,  lost  fifteen  thousand 
pounds  per  annum — how  nobly  and  splendidly  that  para- 
dise income  sounds — and  1  the  satisfaction  of  being   Lord 

,  with  two  castle?,  a  palace  in  London,  fifty  footmen, 

and  a  dozen  grinning  lackeys,  with  M.  P.  tacked  to  their 
names.  Such  is  Fate!  However,  I  do  believe  I  should 
Lave  Leon  happier  and  honester  as  a  chimney  sweep. 


Cn AFTER    II. 

E:nvAr.r>  TYor.Ti.EY  Montagu,  Esq.,  Mender  of  Tni 'la- 
ment. Ambassador  Extraordinary  to  the  Sublime  Porte, 
and  I  know  and  care  not  what  else,  was  of  a  descent  fully 
equal  in  heavenly  grandeur  to  that  of  my  most  patrician 
grandfather  on  the  maternal  side,  His  Grace  the  Duke  of 
Kingston.  The  Montagus,  by  the  most  undoubted  evi- 
dence of  Heralds  and  Kings-at-Arms,  traced  back  their 
1  e  li  ;ree  to  Drogo  de  Montagu  (in  Latin,  de  Monte  Acuto) 
ci"  the  county  of  Somerset,  whose  arms  were  nzure,  a  gry- 
phon segreiant  or;  though  they  afterwards  quartered  throe 
fusils  conjoined  in  fess,  and  an  eagle  displayed,  emerald 
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Leaked  and  membered.  After  intermarrying  with  the 
daughters,  or  reputed  daughter*  of  kings,  princes,  earls 
and  grandees — I  will  not  aver  that  grooms  or  footmen 
never  intervened  to  poison  the  pure  fountains  of  our  blood 
— one  of  them  became  a  duke,  (oh,  rare!)  and  another,  my 
immediate  ancestor,  an  earl,  for  having  faithfully  betrayed 
the  ftavy,  with  which  the  Commonwealth  intrusted  him, 
into  the  hands  of  His  Serene  Majesty,  King  Charles  Stuart, 
then  sojourning  in  Holland,  and  anxiously  awaiting  those 
golden  pieces  sent  from  England,  which  when  they  did 
arrive,  gave  such  sovereign  contentment  to  himself,  his 
lords  and  ladies  of  degree.  He  was  subsequently  shot,  or 
drowned,  or  stifled,  in  the  sea  fight  at  Southwold  Bay, 
fought  May  28,  1672,  His  Koyal  Highness  the  Duke  of 
York  having  had  the  pleasure  on  that  occasion  of  treating 
him  with  the  most  indecent  scorn  and  contempt — a  mark 
of  royal  favor  which  so  preyed  upon  his  sensitive  heart, 
that  it  is  supposed  he  threw  away  his  noble  existence  in 
disgust,  or  rage,  or  sorrow.  He  certainly  deserved  better 
from  one  for  whose  family  he  had  risked,  and  lost  all — 
that  is,  all  that  honorable  men  value ;  but  sic  erat  in  fatis, 
and  I  suppose  it  was  right. 

The  Round  heads  and  Republicans  called  him  a  traitor, 
and  were  base  enough  to  exult  in  his  reward,  but  this  did 
not  disturb  his  respected  shade. 

His  second  son,  Sidney  Montagu,  was  my  father's  father. 
He  was  a  large  rough-looking  man,  as  if  he  had  some 
butcher's  blood  in  him,  with  a  huge  flapped  hat,  a  coarse, 
sensual  face,  a  thick  slobbering  lip,  a  heavy  cunning  eye, 
and  a  tongue  that  perpetually  rapped  forth  oaths,  blas- 
phemy, or  ribald  filth,  the  three  brilliant  graces  which  he 
had  acquired  in  the  Court  of  his  royal  master,  whom  in 
our  pure  thanksgiving  to  God  we  truly  designate  "our 
then  most  gracious  Sovereign  Lord,  ihy  servant,  King 
Charles  the  Second." 
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Tie  married  a  great  heiress,  the  greatest,  perhaps,  in 
England  at  that  time,  for  whom  he  professed  the  most 
fervent  love,  and  by  the  will  of  her  father,  Sir  Francis 
WortlfiVj  assumed  her  name  in  addition  to  his  own.  Thus 
lie  became  Sidney  Wortley  Montagu,  Esquire,  of  Wharn- 
clifi'e  Lodge,  in  the  county  of  York,  and  of  as  many  town 
houses  as  he  could  well  like.  This  was  a  grand  prize  for 
him,  hut  I  fear  it  fared  but  sadly  with  the  other  party  to 
this  civil  contract. 

Like  most  .young  women  who  marry  rakes,  or  he'1-fire 
spirits,  she  had  the  worst  of  the  bargain.  The  partnership 
was  unprofitable  in  the  extreme.  She  was  treated  like  a 
dog,  or  a  king's  consort,  for  the  few  short  years  she  lived 
mi  ler  his  wing,  was  eventually  separated  from  her  lord, 
and  never  ceased  regretting  or  cursing  her  fatal  jump  into 
the  Etna  of  holy  matrimony.  She  had  Letter,  indeed, 
have  gone  into  Tartarus  at  once.  But  thus  it  always  is, 
and  thus  may  it  always  be,  with  such  accursed  nuptials. 
Nemesis  avenges  them  if  no  other  person  does. 

My  father,  Edward,  was  the  second  and  only  surviving 
Bon  of  this  cat  and  dog  couple — the  reformed  rake,  who 
was  dissolute  to  the  last,  the  happy  bride  who  was  forever 
miseral  le.  His  own  marriage  in  due  time  was  quite  as 
comfortable  and  auspicious  as  his  father's. 

The  way  in  which  this  last-named  nuptial  was  brought 
to  pass  was  this.  My  father  had  a  sister,  Mrs.  Anne 
Montagu,  whom  he  very  much  regarded,  for  she  bore  a 
6trong  personal  likeness  to  himself,  and  as  he  loved  the 
original  very  much,  he  could  scarcely  help  being  partial  to 
that  which  was  its  copy.  Besides,  she  flattered  him;  and 
worthless  people  arc  very  partial  to  this  species  of  luxury. 

Mrs.  Anne  had  got  acquainted  with  my  mother  in  some 
way  that  I  have  now  forgotten.  They  presented  a  curious 
contract;  almost  as  different  as  Harlequin  and  Pantaloon. 
Callust  says  that  to  think  the  same  and  wish  the  same 
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constitutes  the  basis  of  firm  friendship.  This  may  he  true 
in  politics — though,  in  politics,  I  don't  helieve  friendship 
exists,  albeit,  hatred  does;  but  it  is  certainly  not  true  in 
ordinary  life;  for  there  we  see  that  persons  whose  charac- 
ters strikingly  differ,  are  most  cf.en  knit  together  by  the 
strongest  bonds  that  love,  or  money,  or  omnipotent  and 
all-pervading  self-interest  can  fabricate. 

My  Lady  Mary  had  at  an  early  age  begun  to  cultivato 
her  talent  for  letter  writing;  that  means  she  embellished 
all  she  heard  with  a  purple  tint  of  fable,  and  penned,  it 
down  to  her  correspondents  as  veritable  truth.  This  is 
what  all  epistolizers  do,  as  the  scandalize!  world  no  doubt 
will  one  day  find  out  if  Horry  Walpole's  gilt-el jjel  bul- 
gets  of  lies  are  printed  by  some  son  of  Curll,  for  their 
edification.  Eveiy  alternate  sentence  of  that  prince  of 
cockle  shells  will  prove  to  be  either  absolutely  false,  or 
horribly  distorted  from  the  fact,  yet  so  nicely  dovetailed 
into  that  which  is  really  true,  that  only  the  wisest  will  not 
be  deceived,  and  the  general  readers  of  the  next  age  will 
form  the  most  erroneous  notions  of  trie  leaders  of  this; 
unless  indeed  some  literarj7,  madman  shall  arise,  and  devote 
the  whole  of  a  frenzied  life  to  find  out  that  remnant  of 
truth  which  will  then  be  almost  irrecoverable,  and  which 
if  recovered  will  not  be  worth  the  paper  on  which  it  is 
writ. 

She  had  run  through  Madam  de  Xoyer's  memoirs,  and 
told  her  correspondents  how  insipid  they  were,  because 
they  did  not  detail  intrigues.  She  had  seen  Nicolini  as  a 
naked  savage  strangling  a  lion,  on  which  she  wrote  to  her 
friends  rather  curiously  than  chastely.  She  romped  with 
Kelly  Willoughby,  and  entered  into  nice  particulars  of  a 
tumble  which  Miss  Hoyden  got  from  the  top  of  a  wall, 
and  when  a  fire  happened  at  a  neighbor's  house  she  was 
witty  on  the  flight  en  chemise  of  the  frightened  inmates. 
She  poked  into  the  New  Atlantis,  and  knew  all  the  secrets 
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of  that  demure  riddle  ns  well  as  old  Mother  Mauley  lier- 
m  1 ",  and  when  she  got  or  wrote  any  loose  lampoons  she 
communicated  them  freely  to  her  lady  friends  and  eorre- 
sp<  ndents.  In  a  word  she  was  a  most  delightful  living 
edition  of  Count  Graminont,  only  that  1  think  she  was  not 
half  so  guarded  in  her  speech  as  that  modest  chronicler  of 
the  loves  of  St.  James's.  Among  her  cherished  confidants 
uas  Mrs.  Anne  Wortley.  Like  all  dull  phlegmatic  peOJ  le, 
she  was  greatly  pleased  with  the  lively  anecdotes,  tie 
touches  of  scandal,  the  vivid  narrative,  the  neat  jests  and 
flippant  douhle  meanings,  tiie  graceful  epigram  in  prose, 
■which  my  mother  Hung  from  her  with  a  careless  inimitable 
air.  that  had  all  tie  fresh  bloom  of  nature  upon  it.  Oft'  e 
truth  or  falsehood  convened  she  never  cared  to  inquire, 
hut  like  all  such  human  frogs,  was  pleased  with  what  for 
the  time  enlivened  her  cold  blood,  and  reduced  others  to 
her  own  stagnant  level.  She  showed  these  light  lampoons 
to  her  brother,  who  shared  in  her  enjoyment,  and  1  egafl 
by  degrees  to  feel  a  sort  of  frog-like  attraction  to  the  fair 
letter-writer.  From  this  originated  their  first  acquaint- 
ance, r.nd  Mrs.  Anne  was  a  decorous  go-between,  who 
fetched  and  carried  messages,  and  nobody  suspected  the 
virgin  prude  to  be  as  skilful  in  intrigue  as  the  most 
finished  abigail  of  the  theatre. 

Mrs.  Anne  Wortley  was  staid,  grave,  and  I  fear  stupid; 
long-nosed,  and  lantern-jawed,  like  all  our  breed  ;  my  Lad}' 
Mary  was  arch,  lively,  bounding  like  Camilla  in  the 
JEneid,  the  embodiment  of  sprightliness  and  vivacity. 
Mrs.  Anne  had  grave  eyes,  a  solid  chin,  and  a  triangular 
face;  such  people  never  laugh.  Lady  Mary  had  an  oval 
face,  and  until  she  lost  it,  the 'prettiest  little  cock-up  of  a 
nose  that  can  he  conceived.  Her  lips  and  mouth  seemed 
made  for  joj-ousness,  her  eyes  were  bright  and  piercing, 
and  full  of  (lashing  lustre.  Mrs.  Anne  in  figure  was  like 
the  moving  sentry-box  of  leaves  which  covers  Jack-o'-the- 
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Green  on  May  day ;  she  walked  like  an  elephant.  Lady 
Mary  was  graceful  in  form  as  one  of  Diana's  nymphs — 
in  form  I  say,  for  in  nothing  else  could  she  resemble  a 
follower  of  the  huntress  queen.  Yet,  this  pair  were  really 
attached  to  each  other,  as  I  suppose  a  goose  and  a  canary- 
bird  might  be. 

Mr.  Montagu  and  Lady  Mary  Pierrepoint  accidentally 
met  in  Mrs.  Wortley's  room  one  afternoon — he  sick  of 
Addison's  conceit,  she  panting  to  enchain  a  man.  The 
rich  heir  was  at  once  fascinated  by  the  fair  lady.  She 
limed  him  with  a  glance,  and  the  bird  could  not  escape. 
In  vain  he  summoned  into  memoiy  all  the  grave  lessons 
of  caution  which  he  had  received  from  the  right  honorable 
Joseph,  himself  a  hen-pecked  husband  and  hater  of  the 
sex;  they  were  counterbalanced  by  lively  Dick  Steele's 
gay  pictures  of  wedded  bliss.  In  vain  he  brought  before 
him  all  that  Swift  had  vomited  about  those  fair  deities  of 
dirt,  who  then  constituted  the  fashionable  world,  and 
shone  like  firework  stars  around  its  galaxy ;  the  glittering 
outside  of  this  new  Calypso  served  but  as  a  foil  to  what 
he  for  the  moment  regarded  as  the  raving  folly  of  a 
woman-scorning  parson  with  a  dirty  cassock  and  a  muddy 
face.  They  talked  of  love,  money,  politics,  the  court,  and 
finally  of  Quintus  Curtius.  The  lady  declared  she  had 
never  read  him.  This  was  true,  and  was  a  clever  mode 
of  announcing  her  knowledge  of  Latin.  The  lover  was 
astonished  to  find  a  woman  who  could  even  read ;  in  those 
Saturnian  times  only  a  few  could  spell.  A  few  days 
elapsed  and  she  received  a  superb  edition  of  that  affected 
writer,  with  these  lines — for  which  the  impassioned  lover 
paid  some  Grub-street  Tasso  half-a-crown — neatly  written 
on  the  leaf  that  faced  the  title  page. 

"  Beauty  like  th's  had  vanquished  Persia  shown 
The  Mncedon  had  laid  his  empire  down, 
And  polished  Greece  obeyed  a  barbarous  throno. 
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Had  wit  so  bright  adorned  a  Grecian  darne 
The  am'rous  youth  had  lost  his  thirst  for  fame, 
Nor  distant  India  sought  through  Syria's  plain  ; 
But  to  the  Muses  stream  with  her  had  run 
And  thought  her  lover  more  than  Ammon's  son." 

The  affectation  and  silliness  of  these  love  verses  was  a 
fit  and  proper  prelude  to  the  whole  comecty  in  which  this 
noble  pair  subsequently  pla}-ed  the  hero  and  heroine.  A 
correspondence  begun  in  falsehood  could  scarcely  terminate 
in  love.  An  oyster,  indeed,  was  as  capable  of  that  ethereal 
passion  as  my  father;  my  mother  could  no  more  be  in- 
spired by  it  than  the  pearl  which  is  that  oyster's  prize 
and  canker.  The  acquaintance,  however,  ripened.  Mr. 
Montagu  was  dry  as  tinder,  and  my  Lady  Mary  as  hot 
and  fiery  as  ducal  blood  longing  to  burst  forth  upon  the 
gabbling  town  in  a  gorgeous  equipage  could  make  her. 
As  mushrooms  grow  up  in  a  night,  so  did  the  all-powerful 
desire  of  cohesion  within  the  beating  hearts  of  this  ena- 
mored pair.  The  lady  longed  for  liberty,  a  town  house, 
and  a  coach  and  six ;  the  gentleman  to  own  as  one  cf  his 
appendages,  a  slave  in  the  shape  of  a  woman  who  had 
knowledge,  wit  and  talent,  and  could  write  a  whole  page 
without  violating  grammar  and  orthography.  So  scarce 
a  bird  was  then  an  ornithological  curiosity — and  we  know 
what  an  Englishman  will  give  for  a  rarity.  They  met, 
they  glanced,  they  talked  and  corresponded;  each  knew 
as  if  instinctiveby  that  real  love  had  nothing  to  do  with 
their  commerce,  yet  they  were  attracted  to  each  other  as 
the  amber  and  the  thread,  though  every  eye  could  see  how 
widely  the  two  differed.  Mr.  Montagu,  however,  with  all 
his  love,  was  no  fool ;  he  was  as  keen  as  a  fox  to  all  that 
affected  his  own  interest.  He  was  not  so  bewitched  by 
the  lady  as  to  be  blind  to  certain  imperfections  which 
disclosed  themselves  day  by  day;  but  he  was  one  who 
hated  to  have  a  desire  which  he  could  not  gratify.  It  is, 
indeed,  a  great  hardship  for  a  fine  gentleman  with  un- 
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limited  wealth  not  to  be  able  to  do  what  he  likes ;  it  is 
one  of  the  bores  of  existence  which  Providence  ought  to 
amend — Mr.  Montagu  thought  so.  He  coolly  contem- 
plated his  condition,  his  mistress,  and  his  heart;  he  sur- 
veyed them  as  an  anatomist  the  body  which  he  is  about 
to  dissect.  lie  was  not  perfectly  satisfied  with  either, 
and  he  scarcely  knew  what  to  do.  The  lady  was  desir- 
able,  but  settlements  were  stupid,  and  restraint  rather 
reoable.  But,  then — he  wauled  a  son  to  inherit  his 
enormous  wealth;  if  it  was  to  go  anywhere,  it  were  hest 
to  one  of  his  own  begetting;  he  wanted  a  wile  to  rule  his 
house  and  servants,  who  cost  him  a  good  deal  of  trouble, 
and  to  give  him  also  a  little  persona]  distinction ;  he  could 
scarcely  get  one  better  suited  for  these  worthy  oljects 
than  the  Lady  Mary;  he  wanted  something  to  ill  1  a  void 
in  his  heart  which  sometimes  made  itself  lilt,  notwith- 
standing Addison's  parsonical  prate,  and  he  supposed  a 
wife  would  do  so.  lie  was  doomed  to  disappointment  in 
all  these  three  wishes.  IIisV.;>  was  exiled  from  his  house, 
and  was  forbidd  in  to  be  the  recipient  of  his  treasures;  he 
obtained  a  Avife  whom  he  separated  from  in  a  brief  time, 
and  kept  at  a  most  respectful  distance  all  his  life,  who 
ced  herself  and  the  name  she  1  <>:v.  and  never  gave 
him  but  one  day's  pleasure;  he  was  deprived  of  all  solid 
happiness  through  life,  lie  lived  •  .  and  died  detested. 

His  wealth  went  to  the  chill  of  a  villanoui  Scotsman 
who  scorned  him,  and  who  was  himself  the  scorn  of  man- 
kind. 

A  sort  of  coy  flirtation  went  on  for  two  or  three  years 
between  this  accomplished  pair.  At  the  end  of  that  time, 
Mrs.  Wortley,  the  sister,  died,  and  the  lady  began  to  write 
lovedetters  to  the  brother.  These  epistles  I  have  seen. 
They  breathe  in  every  line  the  insincerity  of  the  writer; 
the  affectation  of  one  who  desires  to  be  thought  that  which 
she  is  not.     She  lavishes  praise  on  herself,  with  a  pro- 
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fusion  that  exhibits  the  most  eager  desire  to  persuade  her 
correspondent  that  she  is  all  that  can  make  him  happiest 
of  mortals.  As  Midas  changed  every  thing  into  gold  on 
which  he  laid  his  finger,  so  she  has  but  to  point  attention 
to  any  one  of  her  numerous  qualifications,  and  it  straight 
stands  forth  splendent  and  beautiful.  Other  women  arc 
vain,  light,  frivolous,  deceitful;  they  love  equipages  and 
grandeur  ;  they  are  rebellious — shameful  things — against 
their  husband's  humors;  she  is  the  perfect  and  infallible 
female  destined  to  make  his  life  one  path  of  roses.  No- 
body was  ever  so  disinterested  as  she  is.  She  is  all  heart, 
feeling,  purity  and  truth.  Her  notions  are  modest  to  a 
nicety.  She  extravagant !  Heaven  fore  fend  the  thought ! 
She  can  be  content  with  love  in  the  smallest  cottage.  She 
a  lover  of  fine  clothes  and  gilt  coaches !  Oh  !  she  is  above 
all  such  nonsense.  Apartments,  table,  pin-mone}',  jewels, 
a  train  of  grinning  slaves  in  plush  are  things  that  never 
enter  into  her  head.  There  is  only  one  man  of  sense  on 
earth.  Him  she  loves,  venerates,  adores.  "Who  can  he 
be  ?  The  receiver  of  the  letter  may,  perhaps,  fainth/  guess 
— but  she  will  never  name  him — no,  she  will  perish,  sooner 
than  divulge  her  passion.  Does  he  find  fault  with  her? 
Alas !  he  is  deceived.  lie  has  entirely  mistaken  her 
character.  She  is  a  ready-made  angel.  But  if  she  has 
any  imperfections  there  is  one  man  who  can  mould  her  to 
In's  way  of  thinking,  until  she  shall  outshine  the  Seraphim. 
What  a  mocking  imp  he  must  have  been  who  sat  and 
guided  her  pen  as  she  wrote  down  all  this !  But  was  our 
ardent  lover  deceived  by  it?  I  scarceby  think  so.  lie  had 
an  immense  fund  of  common  sense,  or  rather  that  dulness 
which  the  world  calls  by  that  title-  the  society  of  wits  in 
which  he  moved,  and  from  whose  light  he  derived  a  kind 
of  borrowed  lustre,  had  opened  his  eyes  to  all  that  was 
around  him,  and  he  was  not  to  be  taken  in.  The  sim- 
plicity of  Arcadia  was  scarcely  then  prevalent  among  the 
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shepherds  and  shepherdesses  of  Saint  James's,  though  in 
theory  at  least  it  was  much  admired.  My  father  was  an 
odd  compound — such  onty  as  our  English  soil  produces. 
For  there  are  no  people  so  eccentric  as  we  are,  with  all  our 
boasted  solidity.  The  maddest  things  that  have  been 
done  have  been  perpetrated  by  Englishmen.  Need  I  men- 
tion Rochester,  or  Peterborough,  or  Wharton,  in  proof  of 
what  I  sa}7  ?  Need  I  go  over  the  scandalous  chronicles  of 
our  insanity  in  love  and  war  and  gambling  and  domestic 
polity  ?  This  odd  jumble  of  characters  it  was  which  made 
Mr.  Montagu  love  and  scorn  Lady  Mary  almost  in  the 
same  instant,  and  loathe  himself  for  not.  being  able  to 
emerge  from  her  fetters.  He  labored  hard  to  do  so,  but 
he  failed.  The  fact  is,  she  made  up  her  mind  to  fascinate 
him,  and  she  succeeded.  He  was  not  Ulysses  enough  to 
escape  her  spells,  though  he  sailed  before  her  with  all  the 
caution  of  the  Prince  of  Ithaca.  The  Siren,  however,  pre- 
vailed over  the  wise  man,  and  he  was  shipwrecked  and 
drowned. 

There  were  two  things  which  Mr.  Edward  Wortley 
Montagu  loved  with  a  devotion  that  never  slept.  The 
first  was  his  own  dear  self;  the  second  was  his  own  dar- 
ling monc}*.  These  two  idols  formed  to  him  the  whole 
universe.  The  sun  might  shine,  and  the  seasons  might 
revolve,  and  the  heavens  might  speak  in  tones  of  thunder, 
and  flash  in  ra}Ts  of  lightning  the  wonders  of  the  Supreme 
One,  but  all  such  objects  were  trivial  and  contemptible  in 
the  eyes  and  ears  and  thoughts  of  this  distinguished  man, 
as  contrasted  with  the  two  main  splendors  of  the  earth, 
himself  and  his  money,  his  money  and  himself.  He  had 
once  told  Addison,  who  wrote  him  a  kind  of  half-begging 
letter,  complaining  of  the  loss  of  his  place  and  of  his  estate, 
that  he  himself  "  had  once  lived  for  six  months  on  fifty 
pounds  as  pleasantly  as  ever  he  did  in  his  life,  and  could 
have  lived  for  less  than  half  that  sum,  entertaining  himself 
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with  the  speech  of  Ofellus  in  the  second  satire  of  the  second 
Look;" — an  observation  which  coming  from  a  man  who 
could  command  the  greatest  wealth  of  any  commoner  then 
living,  lets  a  whole  flood  of  light  in  upon  his  true  nature, 
and  was  as  cool  a  mode  of  politely  refusing  by  anticipa- 
tion, that  which  he  supposed  his  friend  needed,  as  even 
Chesterfield  himself  would  have  applauded. 

This  intense  love  of  money  in  so  young  a  man  became 
in  time  so  absorbing  that  it  swallowed  up  all  minor  pas- 
sions, and  the  richest  personage  in  England  became  the 
most  greedy,  covetous  and  mean ;  guarding  his  gold  as  if 
it  were  his  heart's  blood,  and  hating  to  think  that  any  one 
should  ever  possess  that  which  he  valued  above  all  earthly 
or  eA'en  heavenly  things.  But  why  name  heavenly,  when 
it  was  a  word  expressing  an  idea  that  he  knew  not  ?  Yet 
these  two  intense  passions  became  for  a  period  subordinate 
to  a  third,  and  that  was  a  longing  desire  for  Lady  Mary, 
which  possessed  him  night  and  day,  and  which,  although 
he  wrestled  stoutly  against  it,  conquered  him  in  the  end. 
But  his  liking  was  short-lived.  The  temporary  appetite 
disappeared  forever  like  a  dream,  and  his  true  nature  re- 
asserted dominion. 

Tope,  who  was  I  think  the  dirtiest  little  dwarf  of  a 
varlet  that  ever  hopped  upon  the  earth,  has  drawn  a  por- 
trait of  Mr.  Montagu  and  his  wife,  as  they  became  devel- 
oped in  after  years,  wdien  the  ruling  passion  of  both  was  in 
the  ascendant,  when  even  the  pretence  of  liking  would 
have  sounded  too  absurd  for  either  to  make  it,  and  all 
their  bliss  was  placed  in  cursing  me,  and  inwardly  loath- 
ing each  other  as  a  pair  of  fiends. 

41 A  vidien  or  his  wife,  no  matter  which, 
For  him  you'll  call  a  dog  and  her — 
Sell  their  presented  partridges  and  fruit9 
And  humbly  live  on  rabbits  and  on  roots. 
Ono  half-pint  bottle  serves  them  both  to  dlno, 
And  Is  at  onco  their  vinegar  and  wine, 
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Bnt  on  some  lueky  day— as  when  they  found 

A  lost  bank  bill,  or  heard  their  son  was  drowned— 

At  such  a  feast  old  vinegar  to  spare 

Is  what  two  souls  so  generous  cannot  bear  : 

Oil  though  it  stunk,  they  drop  by  drop  impart. 

But  sowse  the  cabbage  with  a  bounteous  heart." 

This  giant  avarice  when  my  father  courted  my  mother 
was  not  yet  fully  grown.  It  was  only  in  its  cradle,  but  it 
was  even  then  a  youthful  Hercules.  Accordingly  when 
the  languishing  lover  waited  on  the  Duke  of  Kingston  to 
solicit  the  fair  hand  of  Lady  Mary,  that  illustrious  peer 
put  one  or  two  inconvenient  questions  to  our  Leander 
which  disgusted  all  the  Cupid  in  his  heart.  He  was  his 
father's  sole  surviving  son;  the  immense  property  of  the 
unhappy  heiress  of  the  Wortley's,  who  had  given  herself 
and  her  dominions  up  to  the  debauched  old  ogre  with  the 
Capped  hat,  was  so  strictly  settled  on  the  issue  male,  that 
by  no  possibility  could  the  aforesaid  ogre,  though  very 
much  inclined,  dispose  of  anj'  portion  of  it  as  he  wished. 

My  lord  Marquis — he  was  not  made  a  duke  till  three  or 
four  years  afterwards — accordingly  began  to  stipulate  that 
if  the  snowy  hand — he  did  not  mention  the  icy  heart — of 
his  1  cloved  daughter  Mary,  who  would  be  a  treasure  to  a 
prince,  was  made  over  to  the  eager  suitor,  all  the  property 
of  the  YVortleys  and  Montagus  combined  should  be  settled 
on  the  heir  male  of  the  happy  union.  This  was  the  stern 
condition  alone  on  which  this  loving  parent  would  consent 
to  be  separated  from  a  beloved  child,  the  idol  of  his  heart 
and  home.  But  this  condition  by  no  means  suited  Mr. 
Edward  Wortley  Montagu.  It  seemed  hard  enough  to 
him  :  he  forgot  at  the  moment  the  splendid  prize  he  was 
soliciting.  To  part  with  his  dearly  beloved  treasure,  even 
in  thought,  was  torture  greater  than  any  that  the  Inquisi- 
tion had  devised.  Could  it  be  recompensed  by  the  posses- 
sion of  a  tow  score  pounds  of  human  flesh  and  blood,  even 
though  both  were  highly  noble  ?    The  matter  was  doubtful; 
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he  rather  thought  it  an  unfair  proposal.  He  could  not 
endure  to  dwell  on  the  fancy  that  his  gold,  the  lord  god 
of  his  whole  nature,  should  ever  pass  out  of  his  grasp, 
even  on  parchment,  much  less  could  he  bear  the  sight  of 
one,  who  though  already  not  in  being,  (I  mean  my  worthy 
self,)  would  probably  arise  at  some  future  day,  and  long 
for  his  death,  as  ardently  as  he  now  longed  for  the  disso- 
lution of  the  cruel  old  cannibal  who  had  made  his  wife's 
existence  a  living  hell  upon  earth,  and  who  hated  his  son 
and  heir  expectant  with  all  the  virulence  of  a  Montagu. 

The  lover  offered  any  reasonable  amount  of  settlement 
upon  the  lady  herself,  for  whom  he  had  a  sort  of  epicure's 
liking,  or  a  museum  maker's  desire,  but  positively  refused 
to  endow  his  future  offspring  with  a  penny. 

A  iiery  scene  occurred.  That  the  noble  grandchild  of  a 
Pierrepoint  should  be  left  to  the  caprice  of  a  Montagu, 
was  not  to  be  listened  to.  The  very  suggestion  was  an 
insult,  a  degradation,  a  blow,  and  the  father  and  future 
son-in-law  parted  with  the  most  hearty  hatred  of  each 
other,  which,  like  most  hatreds,  went  with  them  unex- 
tinguished to  the  grave  and  worms. 

iSow  came  my  lord's  turn.  lie  had  long  considered 
Lady  Mary  as  a  bore  and  spy  upon  his  actions.  He 
shunned  her  eye  and  feared  her  tongue,  and  dreaded  her 
letter  writing.  She  was  too  big  to  be  a  toy;  she  was  too 
clever  to  be  eluded  by  a  fine  gentleman  who  even  still 
followed  his  gallantries ;  she  was,  worst  of  all,  too  old  to 
be  agreeable  to  the  presence  of  a  man  who  was  as  yet  in 
his  prime,  and  had  no  particular  fancy  for  parading  him- 
self as  some  score  of  years  more  ancient  than  he  looked, 
as  the  parent  of  grown-up  children  must  ever,  it  is  to  be 
regretted,  be  forced  to  appear.  He  had,  besides,  another 
spouse  in  view  for  himself,  whom,  indeed,  he  soon  wedded 
— Lady  Belle  Bentinck,  the  youngest  daughter  of  King 
William's   Earl  of  Portland.      The  Minister,  too,  urged 
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im  to  make  a  profitable  investment  by  means  of  his 
daughter;  and  offended  pride  and  awakened  hatred  stimu- 
lated him  on  to  snatch  this  golden  apple  from  the  enrap- 
tured Mr.  Montagu. 

He  lost  no  time,  therefore,  in  patching  up  a  contract 
with  that  illustrious  peer  of  whom  I  have  already  made 
honorable  mention,  and  as  he  never  anticipated  opposition, 
his  rage  at  the  disappointment  of  his  hopes  when  my 
mother  eloped  maj'  be  more  easily  imagined  than  described. 

Which  of  the  parties  gained  on  the  whole  by  the  pro- 
ceeding would  be  a  curious  inquiry.  I  rather  think  it  was 
my  grandfather,  for  he  got  the  dukedom. 

The  disappointed  peer  did  not  complain  much ;  he  died 
soon  after,  to  the  great  joy  of  his  heir. 

Mr.  Montagu  succeeded  in  his  wish — a  wife  without  a 
settlement — but  soon  got  sick  of  his  toy,  and  panted  in 
vain  for  single-blessedness.  The  devil  gave  him  wealth, 
but  would  not  make  him  a  widower — a  very  uncivil  thing 
to  do ;  but  such  things  will  happen. 


CHAPTER    III. 

The  12th  of  August,  HI 2,  was  a  day  memorable  for 
many  things,  not  the  least  of  which  was  my  mother's  mar- 
riage. She  came  to  her  husband,  as  she  said  herself,  with 
only  "a  night-gown  and  a  petticoat,"  and  she  was  probably 
agreeable  enough  for  a  few  moments  in  these  habiliments, 
but  I  never  could  discover  that  his  passion  survived  the 
first  four-and-twenty  hours  of  their  union. 

In  a  month  or  two  he  sent  her  to  a  remote  part  of  the 
country,  while  he  himself  wandered  about  to  various  places, 
now  saying  that  he  was  electioneering,  now  engaged  in 
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visiting  friends,  who  were  to  interfere  between  the  two 
rival  and  angry  fathers-in-law,  now  amusing  himself  in 
London,  where  he  received  his  letters  at  Jacob  Tonson's, 
opposite  Catharine  street,  in  the  Strand,  now  advertising 
for  mortgages  and  young  spendthrift  heirs,  who  paid  exor- 
bitant interest  for  ready  money.  Never  did  any  man  more 
suddenly  get  cured  than  he  did.  But  what  discovery  had 
he  made  that  so  suddenly  sickened  him  of  his  fair  bride? 
What  damning  fact  transpired  that  put  his  love  to  flight 
in  the  hymeneal  hour  ?  Had  my  lady — ?  But  no  ;  these 
things  can  be  only  matter  of  guess.  Nor  is  it  for  me  to 
search  too  deeply  into  this  abstruse  inquiry.  Certain  it  is 
that  he  would  have  given  a  large  sum  to  be  free  agiin. 
lie  left  her,  and  with  ill-concealed  scorn.  She,  meanwnile, 
boxed  up  somewhere  in  the  country,  far  remote  from  civ- 
ilization, and  the  squares  in  which  she  had  so  longed  to 
glitter,  sent  him  every  day  the  most  bitter  complaints  of 
headache,  spleen,  and  want  of  sleep.  But  he  treated  all 
such  nonsense  with  contempt,  or  with  that  fine  stoicism 
which  Addison,  who  consoled  himself  over  a  bottle  for  his 
own  domestic  mishaps  with  Lady  Warwick,  had  taught 
him,  and  which  he  now  for  the  first  time  felt  that  he  could 
practise.  He  did  not  condescend  to  Avrite  even  a  single 
line,  nor  send  one  consoling  message,  though  her  peevish- 
ness increased,  her  melancholy  augmented,  and  her  letters 
grew  more  frequent.  I  was  born,  but  even  this  made  no 
change.  The  result,  as  might  have  been  expected,  waa 
this — Lady  Mary  hated  her  husband,  and  cared  very  little 
what  she  did  out  of  malice  or  revenge. 

My  father's  cousin,  Charles  Montagu,  having  some  time 
before  this  been  made  Earl  of  Halifax,  Knight  of  the 
Garter — that  sure  badge  of  virtue  and  nobleness — and  first 
Lord  of  the  Treasury,  our  family  star  was  at  its  zenith, 
and  my  father  was  made  one  of  the  Lords  Commissioners. 
On  the  Earl's  death  and  Walpole's  succession,  the  embassy 
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to  Constantinople  was  given  to  Mr.  Montagu,  as  a  special 
token  of  courtly  approbation,  or,  as  some  said,  a  courtly 
mode  of  banishment.  I  don't  know  why  he  selected  it,  if 
indeed  it  was  his  own  choice  at  all.  A  gentleman  less 
imbued  with  orientalism  never  lived.  But  like  his  mad 
marriage,  it  was  probably  one  of  his  eccentric  crotch- 
ets, and  he  resolved  to  indulge  it.  The  jewelled  East 
perhaps  had  charms  for  his  golden  thirst.  Could  he  have 
left  his  wife  behind  I  have  no  doubt  he  would ;  why  he 
did  not  I  can  scarcely  tell.  I  suppose  there  were  reasons — 
there  always  are.  I  wish  he  had,  though  I  suppose  that 
as  accidents  will  arise  in  the  best-regulated  families,  and 
with  the  best-conducted  footmen,  the  same  mishap  which 
befel  her  afterwards  in  the  royal  seraglio  would  have  hap- 
pened had  she  been  left  alone  in  England. 

We  packed  up  our  baggage  and  departed.  This  was  in 
IT  16,  when  I  was  not  three  years  old.  Of  our  adventures 
on  the  road  and  during  our  stay  in  Stamboul,  I  can,  of 
course,  personally  know  nothing,  nor  do  I  indeed  know 
very  much  more  than  all  the  readers  of  Lady  Mary's 
letters.  Whatever  will  bear  publication  appears  there ;  all 
that  will  not  bear  it  is  penned,  I  suppose,  in  another  book, 
and  will  be  read  out  in  thunders  on  the  last  day — if  such  a 
horrid  event  should  ever  happen.  It  will  be  rather  a  start- 
ling investigation  into  the  high-bred  secrets  of  high-bred 
sinners. 

My  lady  corresponded  during  the  whole  period  with 
Walpole's  mistress,  Poll  Skerrett ; — received  the  most  dis- 
graceful love-letters  from  Mr.  Pope;  sneered  at  the  ugly 
Austrian  dames  in  paint  and  whalebone  petticoats ;  had 
an  offer  made  to  her  of  his  heart  and  person  during  her 
stay  in  Vienna  by  a  young  Count  Somebody,  which  she 
protested  she  refused,  poor  Mr.  Wortley  having  been  con- 
sulted by  neither  in  this  little  arrangement,  and  finally 
visited  the  seraglio  of  the  Sultan, 
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The  Ambassador  was  recalled  in  1717,  but  out  of  sullcn- 
uess  or  fear  of  scandal  and  the  tongue  of  the  wits,  his  dear 
friends,  or  some  other  eccentric  English  crotchet,  he  did 
not  come  back  until  1718,  when  he  probably  thought  my 
lady's  folly  had  been  forgotten  in  the  five  hundred  similar 
ones  that  had  happened  in  the  interval.  They  were  imme- 
diately surrounded  by  a  gang  of  flatterers,  knaves,  authors, 
and  fine  ladies — corpses  covered  with  pearls — who  then 
constituted  the  finest  ornament  of  fashionable  society. 
Among  these  choice  and  faithful  friends,  two  in  particular 
distinguished  themselves,  Pope  and  Congreve;  the  former 
laboring  with  all  his  might  to  seduce  my  mother  by  his 
artful  tongue,  as  he  had  previously  laid  the  basis  for  it  by 
his  flattering  pen ;  and  the  latter  aiding  him  to  corrupt 
her  mind  still  more  than  it  previously  had  been  by  her 
association  with  bishops,  courtiers,  and  courtesans. 

What  fine  people  there  were  in  those  days,  and  how  my 
heart  swells  as  I  think  of  them  and  their  bj'-gone  splendors ! 
Providence,  I  suppose,  had  scarcely  ever  before  collected  a 
greater  number  of  worthless  villians,  harridans,  and  scoun- 
drels, without  hanging  or  transporting  more  than  three- 
fourths  of  them.  The  best  deserved  to  be  broken  on  the 
wheel.  Sheffield,  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  Normandy, 
commonly  called  John  of  Bucks,  was  at  their  head;  an 
atheist,  full  of  the  notions  of  Hobbes ;  a  libertine,  stuffed 
with  the  principles  of  Rochester;  a  cheat  in  every  thing 
where  money  was  concerned.  Prior,  vain,  sensual,  sordid 
in  his  intrigues,  may  be  said  to  have  brought  up  the  tail. 
Congreve,  conceited,  worthless,  and  selfish,  utterly  profli- 
gate in  his  private  life,  and  so  great  a  braggart,  that 
scarcely  any  thing  he  said  could  be  credited;  Addison,  a 
crawling  sycophant,  full  of  envy  and  spleen ;  frantic  when 
a  friend  prospered;  happy  only  when  misfortune  lighted 
on  his  associates;  a  hypocrite  who  would  take  you  by  the 
hand,  and  if  he  heard  you  utter  a  sentiment  which  in  his 
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heart  he  knew  to  he  erroneous,  would  labor  to  confirm  you 
in  it  with  all  his  zeal,  rejoicing  in  your  inexperience,  as 
Satan  might  exult  over  the  fall  of  a  j'oung  novice.  Pope, 
who  was  all  malice,  hatred,  and  uncharitableness ;  false  as 
a  Jesuit,  fickle  as  a  fool,  and  mercenary  as  a  waiting-woman. 
The  Duke  of  Wharton,  now  in  the  full  glory  of  his  profli- 
gacy, at  the  head  of  his  club  called  "  Schemers,"  who  openly 
avowed  that  the  ruin  of  women  constituted  the  sole  tie 
that  bound  them  together,  and  who  for  that  reason  alone 
were  sought  after,  caressed,  and  hunted  by  all  the  silly 
simpletons  in  town.  Garth,  whose  entire  discourse  was 
'dissolute  as  his  manners  were  profligate,  and  who  laughed 
at  all  religion  as  a  sham;  Kneller,  gross  and  vain  ;  Cooper, 
afterwards  Lord  Chancellor,  a  minister  of  the  law  and  a 
keeper  of  the  king's  conscience,  who  set  the  statutes 
against  bigamy  at  defiance,  and  was  only  liable  to  death 
for  felony  on  the  prosecution  of  any  one  who  could  bring 
home  the  well-known  charge.  Townsend,  the  brother-in- 
law  of  Walpole,  and  his  brazen  countess — immortalized  to 
infamy  by  my  cousin  Fielding,  as  Lady  Bellaston  in  Tom 
Jones — with  Sunderland,  the  knave,  and  Craggs,  the  stock- 
jobber, who  died  just  in  time  to  escape  the  universal  infamy 
which  fill  upon  all  connected  with  the  South  Sea  swindle. 
But  why  go  through  this  Newgate  Calendar,  or  enumerate 
the  twelve  tribes  of  villain  statesmen  and  loathsome  rakes, 
with  Walpole  for  their  Alpha  and  Omega,  with  whom  my 
lady  was  brought  perpetually  into  contact?  Why  follow 
her  to  t'.ie  Prince's,  where  she  sought  to  ingratiate  herself 
with  the  heir  apparent;  and  when  that  failed,  why  pursue 
her  to  the  court,  where  she  herself  became  half  domesticated 
with  Schulenberg  and  Kilmansegg,  and  Platen,  horrible 
queans,  who  would  not  have  been  endured  in  any  decent 
company,  but  for  the  protection  of  the  hideous  old  sover- 
eign ?  A  more  detestable  academy  for  a  young  wife  to 
enter  cannot  be  imagined.     It  set  the  final   seal  on  my 
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mother's  principles  and  ruined  her,  and  what  might  before 
have  been  accidental  was  now  confirmed  vice. 

I  have  drawn  a  pleasing  picture  of  aristocratic  life  in 
England  sixty  years  ago.  The  colors  are  sombre,  the  tints 
are  dark,  it  must;  be  owned ;  but  I  write  with  the  pencil 
of  historic  truth.  I  have  shown  the  inside  of  these  men 
whom  biographers,  essayists,  and  historians  will  doubtless 
paint  with  sinning  colors,  bringing  out  all  their  prominent 
virtues  with  fine  gold,  and  covering  the  gorgeous  canvas 
with  glaze  and  varnish,  and  many  a  parting  touch  of  purest 
light.  I  shall  be  called  a  misanthropist.  Well!  I  do  hate 
mankind,  but  it  is  mankind  constituted  of  rogues  and 
rascals.  I  shall  be  denounced  as  a  satirist.  There  is  no 
reproach  in  the  title.  Far  more  disgraceful,  it  seems  to 
me,  to  be  like  Burnet,  the  panegyrist  of  vice  and  corrupt 
power,  than  the  dread  anatomist  of  its  horrors. 

England,  at  the  period  of  which  I  now  write,  was  the  ape 
of  France,  and  as  almost  every  crime  which  Juvenal  enu- 
merates, or  Suetonius  describes,  or  man  imagines,  was  prac- 
tised with  open  impunity  by  the  Gauls,  so  it  came  to  pass 
that  in  our  own  country  also — ever  its  servile  imitator — 
it  was  thought  unfashionable  to  be  decent,  and  good  breed- 
ing to  be  impious.  Here  was  a  young  woman,  who  might 
even  jot  have  been  virtuous,  and  certainly  was  fascinating, 
flung  into  a  whirlpool  from  which  it  was  almost  impossible 
to  escape,  while  those — her  superiors  in  years  or  judgment — 
who  might  have  lent  her  a  helping  hand  out  of  it,  only 
sought  to  thrust  her  deeper  downwards  into  the  abyss. 
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CHAPTER    IV. 

Need  I  describe  our  grand  house  in  Cavendish  Square? 
We  had  a  drawing-room  and  a  library  and  a  billiard-room ; 
a  public  dining-room  and  a  private  dining-room,  and  a 
picture  gallery,  and  a  red  saloon,  and  a  breakfast-room, 
and  a  blue  chamber,  and  I  know  not  how  many  writing- 
closets  and  ante-rooms,  and  other  fine  places,  all  of  which, 
however,  looked  grim  and  desolate,  and  dirty  enough — 
vast  Saharas  in  the  heart  of  London.  Wherever  you 
glanced  there  were  family  portraits,  lufrd-faced  men  in 
periwigs,  and  brazen-eyed  men  in  helmets  and  shining 
breast-plates,  and  some  in  ruffs  and  scarfs  and  doublets, 
and  horrid  monsters  in  China,  and  blue  jars  like  those  that 
hid  the  band  of  robbers  in  Ali-Baba,  and  huge  fire-places 
in  which  a  fire  was  never  lighted,  and  great  sconces  in  which 
candles  were  never  lit,  and  vast  mirrors  in  which  a  smiling, 
happy  countenance  was  never  seen.  Mould  and  mustiness 
and  solitude  combined  to  make  the  home  a  horror.  For 
this  mansion  was  in  truth  the  chosen  abode  of  Misery  in 
the  august  person  of  my  honored  father,  and  if  I  were 
writing  an  allegorical  poem  like  Ovid,  I  might  describe  it 
with  many  poetical  particulars,  which,  as  I  am  neither 
a  Naso  nor  a  Spenser,  are  thus  forever  lost  to  the  world. 
The  servants  were  wretched  scarecrows,  as  tall  and  thin  as 
the  poor  apothecary  in  Romeo  and  Juliet ;  the  blinds  were 
usually  undrawn,  so  that  a  dim,  cavernous  twilight  per- 
vaded the  whole  house ;  there  was  not  even  the  song  of  a 
bird,  the  friendly  footstep  of  a  dog,  or  the  comfortable 
mew  of  a  cat  heard  in  this  great,  silent  labyrinth,  for  our 
ex-Lord  of  the  Treasury  was  too  prudent  to  invest  money 
or  to  squander  it  in  such  idle,  vain  accessories  as  these.  I 
only  wonder  that  he  did  not  scrape  the  gold  off  the  frames 
and  sell  all  the  Indian  monkeys  for  whatever  they  would 
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fetch,  for  T  know  he  hated  to  look  at  their  distorted  fea- 
tures. I  suppose  he  would  have  done  so  if  he  dared,  hut 
my  lady,  though  as  musical  as  any  nightingale  of  Parnas- 
sus, had  a  tongue — and  when  she  did  speak,  she  could  make 
its  music  ring  like  the  baying  of  a  pack  in  full  cry.  Yet 
why  should  she  not  ?  Were  not  female  tongues  formed  for 
this  purpose  ? 

How  Avell  I  can  rememher  the  feeling  with  which  I  used 
to  steal  about  the  great  staircases,  in  the  wretched  twilight, 
half  afraid  of  the  ugly,  black,  begrimed  male  savages  on 
canvas,  who  glowered  like  oo;res  of  the  olden  time  out  of 
the  dusky  corners — Calibans  and  demons  to  my  young 
imagination.  Sometimes  I  stopped  and  contemplated  the 
female  portraits,  as  if  I  could  receive  from  them  that  sweet 
music  of  sympathy  for  which  my  heart  so  ardently  longed. 
I  have  gone  up  to  them  when  I  was  unobserved,  and  kissed 
their  cold  red  lips,  and  wondered  why  they  did  not  open 
their  arms  to  me,  and  why  their  e3'es  were  still  and  lifeless, 
when  mine  flashed  with  tears,  and  my  heart  leaped  within 
me  for  a  kindred  heart.  But  there  they  were,  as  impassive 
as  death  itself.  Then  I  would  retreat  into  a  corner,  and 
cry  like  a  fool,  and  wonder  were  all  other  boys  as  unhappy 
and  lonely  and  uncared  for  as  myself,  and  were  all  other 
fathers  and  mothers  such  stocks  and  stones  as  mine  ap- 
peared to  be.  There  was  not  a  single  creature  in  the  whole 
house  with  one  human  sympathy ;  for  whom  I  cared,  or 
who  cared  for  me,  except  indeed  a  black  named  Jupiter,  who 
often  comforted  me  when  he  saw  me  weeping,  and  in  his 
own  wild  way  made  we  weep  more  still,  for  I  knew  that  he 
pitied  me,  and  this  caused  my  tears  to  flow  forth  afresh. 
During  my  whole  boyhood,  or  at  least  as  much  of  it  as  I 
passed  in  this  catacomb,  I  never  remember  to  have  heard 
an  honest,  hearty  burst  of  laughter,  or  one  merry  song  from 
the  lips  of  our  domestics.  A  cold  chain  of  depression 
seemed  to  be  thrown  over  the  spirits  of  all;  they  went 
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through  their  work  like  automata.  Perpetual  silence 
reigned.  My  father,  glum,  gloomy,  taciturn  as  a  marble 
statue,  chilled  everyone  into  torpidity;  m}-  mother  did  not 
dare  to  let  her  natural  spirits  flow  forth,  but  curbed  them 
until  she  visited  abroad,  when  they  ran  loose,  and,  I  fear, 
turbid.  And  every  night  we  had  prayers — but  here  I  must 
stop.  The  recollection  of  this  dreary  farce,  for  such  it  was, 
makes  me  perfectly  sick  at  heart. 

What  wretched  things  our  breakfasts  were !  My  father 
sat  with  a  pile  of  papers  beside  him,  over  which  he  Avas 
busily  engaged.  There  were  mortgages,  leases,  bills,  and 
bonds,  and  promissory  notes,  and  all  sorts  of  securities  for 
mone3T,  wherein  he  held  imprisoned  the  souls  of  debtors ; 
noble  lords  and  mighty  commoners.  These  he  contemplated 
with  his  pale  eyes  and  j^ellow  smile,  as  God  might  contem- 
plate a  Paradise  filled  with  beautiful,  happy  spirits.  They 
were  his  all;  his  world,  his  belief,  his  faith,  his  life,  his 
religion.  The  stout  oak  boxes  in  which  the}7  were  secured 
by  double  and  treble  locks  were  duly  opened  ;  the  rich 
securities  for  gold  that  increased  itself  twenty-fold  as  every 
year  revolved,  were  drawn  forth  and  contemplated  with  an 
ever  new  feeling  of  delight;  gorgeous  visions  of  money, 
money,  money,  arose  in  the  mind  of  the  covetous  man ; 
and  he  seemed  like  Jupiter  seated  on  Olj-mpus,  and  revel- 
ling in  the  consciousness  of  strength  and  power.  Lady 
Mary  sat  opposite,  and  served  him  with  his  chocolate, 
herself  as  silent  as  her  lord ;  dreaming,  I  suppose,  of  new 
conquests  or  new  lampoons.  Between  them  was  the  writer 
of  this,  scarcely  daring  to  lift  up  his  eyes.  To  intrude 
upon  this  awful  silence  would  be  like  the  crime  of  him  of 
old,  who  broke  in  upon  the  Sacred  Mysteries,  and  was  torn 
in  pieces  for  his  pains.  The  bleeding  features  of  Medusa 
had  not  a  more  freezing  effect  than  my  father's  presence ; 
if,  like  Midas,  all  that  he  touched  was  changed  into  gold, 
like  the  head  of  the   Gorgon,  all  that  he  looked  at  was 
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petrified  into  cold  stone.  Yet  all  this  exquisite  rapture 
about  his  money  and  its  quick  increase  was  not  without 
certain  drawbacks.  Truly  did  the  wise  Saxon  of  old  say, 
no  joy  without  alloy — a  sentiment  for  which  I  can  scarcely 
suppose  that  he  travelled  to  pagan  ftome  to  steal  it,  though 
the  sage  Lucretius  delivers  it  to  us  in  other  and  more 
poetical  language  when  he  says  that  "  even  out  of  the  midst 
of  pleasure's  fountain,  something  bitter  will  arise."  This 
you,  my  dear  sir,  have  probably  yourself  experienced,  and 
why  should  not  our  Saxon  ancestors  ?  Nor  do  I  suppose 
that  there  lives  a  single  man  at  this  moment  whose  own 
heart  has  not  taught  it  to  him  as  a  sad  truth.  I  know, 
indeed,  that  Miss  Jones  felt  it,  when  she  gave  herself,  sweet 
pretty  cherub,  and  sixty  thousand  pounds  to  Saltash  of  the 
household  troops,  and  found  in  a  little  time  that  the  fasci- 
nating young  Phoebus,  who  had  appeared  to  her  dazzled 
imagination  something  only  just  beneath  an  angel  of 
heaven,  was  a  heavy,  stupid,  sottish,  self-loving  fool,  who 
cared  for  nothing  on  earth  but  stuffing  his  own  paunch, 
and  perfuming  his  own  hair,  and  curling  his  big  whiskers, 
and  making  love  to  all  the  silly  nursery  maids  he  met. 
And  I  know  also  that  Lord  John  Apollo,  who  flew  into  the 
country,  disgusted  with  Mayfair  beauty,  and  sought  in  a 
sequestered  hamlet  in  Shropshire  for  youth,  innocence,  and 
virgin  purity,  and  found  it,  as  he  thought,  under  a  very 
plain  cottage  roof,  was  rather  amazed  in  a  few  months  to 
discover  that  his  sweet  Amanda,  who  had  appeared  the 
most  fairj'-like,  amiable,  and  artless  of  all  rustic  nymphs, 
was  as  cold,  vain,  selfish,  tricky,  and  false  hearted  as  the 
finest  fashionable  siren  on  the  town.  No  wonder,  then, 
that  the  Honorable  Edward  Wortley  Montagu  was  not 
exempt  from  trials,  and  felt,  like  Alexander  the  Great,  that 
he  was  but  a  mortal  man,  after  all. 

And  he  had  them.     Such  trials  ! — alas !  that  it  should 
be  said  of  the  owner  of  thirty  thousand  pounds  per  annum. 
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If  rich,  miserly  men  had  only  money  to  receive,  what  a 
splendid  sphere  this  earth  would  be  for  them !  But,  ah 
me !  in  this  world  we  not  onl}-  get,  hut  we  have  to  give 
money.  This  is  the  bitter  pill — the  poison  in  our  golden 
cup. 

My  father's  life  journey,  therefore,  was  by  no  means 
amid  roses — there  were  several  nasty  thorns  in  his  path, 
which  bored  him  immensely.  Had  he  been  single,  he  would 
have  been  all  right.  He  could  have  passed  all  his  days 
with  Addison  or  Congreve,  at  Wills'  or  Button's ;  and  all 
his  nights  with  Steele  at  the  theatre,  for  which  he  could 
have  got  a  free  admission.  But  he  had  a  wife,  unhappy 
man !  with  a  thousand  grasping  wants,  passions,  feelings, 
emotions,  pleasures,  that  must  be  gratified,  or  if  they  were 
not,  why  then  the  world  must  come  to  an  end,  and  where 
would  he  be  ?  For  m}r  lady  never  forgot  that  she  was  a 
duke's  daughter,  and  though  that  was  to  some  extent  a 
feather  in  his  cap,  yet  did  it  entail  further  and  greater 
expenses  than  if  she  had  been  the  child  of  a  simple  com- 
moner, a  poor  unknown  devil,  whom  the  Bev.  Mr.  Jacob 
would  despise.  As  a  bachelor,  a  pleasant  suit  of  chambers 
would  have  suited  him  admirably ;  a  slight  flirtation  with 
one  of  Cibber's  actresses,  that  would  not  have  cost  very 
much,  would  have  sufficed  when  he  was  melancholy ;  but  as 
a  husband  and  father,  an  equipage,  servants,  an  imposing 
mansion,  and  all  the  other  expensive  appendages  of  his 
position  were  absolutely  needed,  and  sorely  did  they  all 
grate  against  his  philosophy.  However,  as  he  had  com- 
mitted the  egregious  foil}'  of  marriage,  and  as  he  was 
bothered  with  these  abominable  consequences  incident  to 
it,  he  resolved  to  make  the  best  of  his  position,  and  to 
pinch,  starve,  screw,  and  save  in  every  conceivable  way,  so 
that  he  might  make  the  greatest  appearance  with  the  least 
possible  expense.  And  it  was  this  pinching,  starving, 
screwing,  and  saving  which  made  the  rich  man's  life  as 
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wretched  as  a  toad's  in  a  hole — 1103-,  probably  more  so,  for 
I  helieve  the  toad  is  content,  but  Mr.  Edward  Wortley 

Montagu,  senior,  was  not  content.  He  had  great  moments 
of  joy,  indeed,  and  those  were  when  he  received  money, 
which  he  got  in  bundles  and  bundles ;  but  to  make  up  for 
these  Elvsian  moments,  there  were  others  of  great  un  hap- 
piness, and  these  were  when  he  had  to  disburse  small 
portions  of  these  very  bundles  in  the  pa3Tment  of  his  just 
debts. 

"  Madam,"  he  would  say,  "here  is  another  milliner's  bill 
— am  I  never  to  have  done  with  paying  for  3*our  cursed 
folly  and  extravagance?  The  last  was — let  me  see — not 
two  months  ago,  and  I  had  then  to  pay  one  hundred  and 
twenty-nine  pounds  three  shillings  and  fourpence.  Here 
is  one  to-day  in  which  I  find  seventeen  pounds  charged 
for  a  ball  dress,  and  six  pounds  ten  for  one  of  those  silly 
turbans  that  make  3'ou  look  so  hideous.  Then  I  paid 
Flash,  the  Jew  crayon  painter,  fourteen  pounds  for  a  very 
ugly  likeness  of  yourself,  drawn,  I  think,  when  3*011  had 
the  jaundice  ;  and  Flimsy,  the  to3r  man,  sixt3'-seven  pounds 
for  some  frippery,  which  I  suppose  3*011  think  sets  3*ou  off 
like  a  sovereign  queen.  Then,  madam,  3*011  have  a  dentist 
— though  I  don't  know  what  for,  as  he  cannot  preserve  your 
teeth — and  a  doctor,  and  an  apothecary,  and  a  nurse,  and 
a  shoemaker,  and  a  hosier,  and  a  seamstress  who  never 
seems  to  have  done  with  mending  and  making,  and  a 
plumasier  —  though  what  you  want  with  the  peacock's 
feathers  except  to  cover  over  your  jackdaw  appearance,  I 
know  not — and  a  glover;  fifteen  pounds  four  in  one  quarter 
of  a  3'ear  for  gloves,  and  a  perfumer,  (I  don't  think  cos- 
metics become  3rou,)  and  a  couple  of  lazy  trollops  who  call 
themselves  3'our  maids  ;  and  then  3*011  have  a  stock-broker, 
and  a  corn-cutter,  and  the  devil  knows  what  besides,  so 
that  I  am  fairty  pillaged  by  the  train  of  robbers  that  you 
feed.    You  should  remember  that  when  you  came  to  me 


EDWARD  WORTLEY  MONTAGU.       45 

with  only  your  smock,  you  never  hinted  that  I  was  to  pay 
so  dearly  for  the  pleasure  of  giving  you  my  name." 

Lad}'  Mary  would  remain  silent.  She  feared  no  one  in 
the  world  but  one  man,  and  this  was  my  father.  He  had 
thoroughly  broken  in  and  cowed  her.  She  was  tamer  than 
a  cat  before  him. 

Then  he  would  resume  in  the  old  strain — 

"  Here  is  Timms,  writes  up  from  Twickenham  that  one 
of  the  cows  is  dead  ;  that  is  a  loss  of  twenty  pounds. 
What  shall  I  do  ?  I  shall  be  beggared  at  this  rate  among 
you.  And  there  is  a  new  roof  wanted  to  the  stable,  and 
one  of  the  doors  has  come  away  from  the  piggery,  and  the 
scoundrels  still  continue  poaching,  and  one  of  my  best 
dogs  was  poisoned  last  week.  But  you  haATe  no  sympathy 
for  all  this — 3Tou  have  no  more  feeling  than  a  sow.  You 
think  only  of  your  balls  and  beaux.  I  thought  you 
were  too  old  for  such  nonsense.  You  remind  me  of  the 
proverb,  madam,  '  Many  a  fool  have  I  seen,  but  an  old  fool 
like  this  never.'  And  what  the  deuce  good  is  Lord  Hervey 
to  you  ?  And  the  Duke  of  Wharton — why,  he  makes  you 
his  public  laughing-stock.  '  Old  Moll,'  he  says,  '  thinks  I 
care  for  her ;  I  should  as  soon  think  of  caring  for  old  Noll.' 
And  then  he  drinks  damnation  to  the  Protector,  and  says, 
'  The  king  shall  have  his  own  again:'  Do  you  know, 
madam,  that  I  have  not  had  a  tailor's  bill  nyself  for  the 
last  three  years,  while  you  are  dressed  up  every  week  in 
new  finely  ?  And  I  could  restock  my  farm  for  half  the 
money  that  you  spend  in  Japanese  ogres  and  four-footed 
demons  in  porcelain.  I  shall  be  beggared  by  you  in  the 
end,  I  know.  Then  there  is  this  young  scoundrel,  a  true 
imp  of  your  own  breeding.  (This,  gentle  reader,  referred 
to  me.)  I  find  he  is  perpetually  flinging  stones  and  break- 
ing windows.  I  have  had  to  pay  five  glaziers'  bills  for 
him  in  the  last  three  weeks ;  this  shows  your  careful 
training  of  him.      But  I  suppose   he  will   come   to  the 
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gallows.  He  lias  ridden  two  ponies  to  death;  he  knocked 
down  a  pedlar,  and  spoilt  his  box  of  goods,  for  which  I 
had  to  pay  three  and  tenpence  damages ;  he  has  run  up 
a  bill  at  the  baker's  for  sweet  cakes,  which  will  soon  bring 
him  under  the  clutches  of  one  of  your  blood-sucking: 
apothecaries,  and  there  will  be  a  long  account  sent  in. 
How  the  devil,  madam,  can  any  fortune  stand  up  against 
this?  Only  that  you  save  three  hundred  a  year  out  of  the 
five  hundred  which  the  Chancellor  allows  you  for  keeping 
your  lunatic  sister,  I  don't  know  where  we  should  be. 
You  look  as  if  you  thought  my  bonds  and  speculations 
produced  thousands.  Well,  thej^  certainly  do;  but  then 
they  ought  to  produce  tens  of  thousands,  and  I  don't  see 
what  benefit  I  gain,  if,  while  I  make  money  with  one  hand, 
you  and  this  imp  lavish  it  away  with  another.  Hencefor- 
ward, madam,  it  is  my  command  that  you  spend  only  a 
hundred  a  year  on  Lad}'  Mar,  and  save  all  the  rest ;  indeed, 
I  don't  see  why  you  cannot  support  her  well  for  a  guinea 
a  week,  for  as  she  lives  in  the  garret  here,  there  is  no  house- 
rent  or  servant's  wages,  and  surely  that  is  enough  to  clothe 
a  mad  woman." 

Then  the  house  steward  would  be  called,  and  addressed 
as  follows : 

"  Wilkins,  I  fear  you  are  a  regular  rogue.  I  have  been 
overhauling  some  bills,  and  I  find  I  am  cheated  right  and 
left.  There  is  coals  thirty-five  pounds  fourteen  shillings 
and  sevenpence.  Why  the  house  must  be  as  hot  as  hell 
with  all  these  fires.  What  do  you  mean,  sir,  by  letting  the 
servants  go  on  in  this  way  ?  Do  }rou  suppose  I  am  made 
of  money  ?  I  certainly  should  be  so  to  satisfy  such  gross 
extravagance.  Then  I  find  a  butcher's  bill,  one  hundred 
and  fifteen  pounds  two  shillings  and  sixpence  halfpenny. 
How  is  this?  Where,  when,  why,  how,  was  all  this  meat 
eaten  ?  It  is  enough  to  feed  a  regiment.  I  suppose  all  the 
vagabonds  in  the  neighborhood  dine  at  my  expense.     And 
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how  much  of  this  goes  into  your  own  pocket  as  percentage  ? 
You're  a  rogue,  sir,  and  you  look  like  an  extravagant  one. 
Have  I  not  told  you  over  and  over  again  that  I  will  not 
allow  the  servants  to  cram  and  stuff  at  this  rate  ?  Why, 
they  live  on  venison,  I  suppose — venison  and  claret;  noth- 
ing else  will  satisfy  their  nasty  bellies.  There  is  a  beer 
bill,  forty-seven  pounds  nine  shillings.  Is  all  this  gone  in 
beer  ?  The  servants  must  be  always  drunk  ;  and  you,  sir, 
look  as  if  you  were  drunk  at  this  moment.  No  wonder  I 
am  pillaged  this  way,  when  the  person  who  ought  to  over- 
look these  villains  is  himself  guzzling  from  morning  till 
night.  Do  you  know  what  the  chandler's  bill  comes  to  ? — 
seventy-eight  pounds  thirteen  shillings  and  elevenpence 
farthing.  Soap  and  candles.  I  would  contract  to  supply 
a  whole  barrack  with  both  for  that  sum.  Leave  the  room, 
sir,  and  go  at  once  to  every  one  of  these  ruffians  and 
deduct  five  and  twenty  per  cent,  from  their  bills  and  pay 
them,  and  bring  me  back  the  receipt. 

"  And  now,  madam  " — turning  to  Lady  Mary — "  what 
are  you  going  to  do  for  the  day  ?  Intent  on  gadding,  I 
suppose  ?  Gad  where  you  like,  but  don't  lay  out  money. 
I  will  stand  any  of  your  follies,  madam  ;  but  I  will  not 
stand  this.  You  know  your  father  will  not  give  us  a 
penny  ;  he  spends  it  on  his  mistress.  It  is  your  duty,  then, 
as  you  came  to  me  penniless,  to  make  up  for  it  in  thrift. 
But  I  maj'  as  well  preach  to  a  deaf  man  as  to  talk  to  you 
of  saving.  Have  you  considered  what  I  said  about  your 
sister  ?  She  can  live  splendidly  on  a  guinea  a  week.  Let 
her  have  a  mutton-chop  or  two  now  and  then ;  fish  is  cheap 
and  wholesome;  she  can  occasionally  have  a  pudding. 
Let  her  drink  water,  for  this  cools  the  brain.  Any  fer- 
mented liquor  will  only  kill  her.  Now,  madam,  can  you 
not  supply  her  well  with  these  articles  for  five  or  six  shil- 
lings a  week  ?  Her  clothes,  I  suppose,  will  be  ten  pounds 
a  year ;  her  washing  about  as  much.     What  more  can  she 
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want  ?  Oh,  a  servant.  Well,  have  we  not  a  horde  of  lazy 
servants?  What  can  she  require  a  servant  for?  Her 
apothecary's  bill  ought  not  to  be  more  than  a  guinea  or 
two  ;  indeed,  she  will  not  want  any  drugs  at  all,  if  3'ou  feed 
her  on  plain,  wholesome  food.  Thus,  madam,  you  might 
save  four  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  year,  which  you  could 
have  for  your  own  pleasures — I  mean  your  own  pin  money, 
without  making  these  everlasting  demands  on  me,  which  I 
am  resolved  I  will  no  longer  satisfy.  Then  why  don't  you 
win  from  Wharton?  That  is  the  least  you  may  do  to 
repay  yourself  for  his  laughter.  I  am  sure  your  skill  at 
cards  is  deep  enough ;  and  the  fool  is  spending  all  his 
money  on  worse  foibles  than  these.  What  good  is  he  to 
you,  unless  you  win  his  gold?" 

These,  the  reader  will  sajT,  were  wretched  scenes.  Indeed, 
they  were ;  yet  they  were  of  daily  occurrence.  The  lessons 
of  thrift  perpetually  dinned  into  Lady  Mary's  ears  by  a 
husband  who  almost  denied  himself  the  common  necessa- 
ries of  life,  produced  their  effect,  and  she  at  length  became 
as  miserly  and  grasping  as  her  tutor.  She  hated  to  part 
with  a  sixpence.  She  would  hoard  and  hoard  small  sums, 
and  though  constantly  dunned  for  debts  which  she  ought 
to  have  discharged  long  ago,  she  could  not  induce  her  hand 
to  open  her  purse  strings,  but  put  off  the  wretched  creditor 
until  he  was  tired  of  asking,  and  often  gave  up  the  debt  in 
despair  or  disgust,  or  forgetfulness,  if  it  were  a  small  sum. 
This,  I  believe,  is  a  trick  with  many  fine  people ;  for  trades- 
men in  a  large  way  of  business  cannot  constantly  be 
examining  their  books  for  small  balances  over  due ;  or  if 
they  can,  it  is  not  worth  their  while  to  send  half  a  dozen 
times  as  many  miles  for  these  wretched  items.  Thus  they 
are  eventually  forgotten  or  abandoned,  and  the  miser  finds 
himself  at  the  year's  end  some  four  or  five  pounds  richer, 
whereat  he  hugs  himself  with  joy,  and  resolves  to  cheat 
twenty  other   tradesmen  in  the   same  way  for   the  next 
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twelve  months  out  of  small  sums.  So  it  goes  on,  and  at 
the  end  of  twenty  or  thirty  years  he  has  gained  by  dirty 
plunder  of  this  kind  perhaps  four  or  five  hundred  pounds, 
which  is  carefully  stowed  away,  with  all  his  other  ill-got 
savings,  until  gaunt  Death  walks  in  and  bears  him  off  as 
ruthlessly  as  a  hawk  snaps  up  a  sparrow,  or  the  lordly 
gamecock  picks  a  grub  from  the  dunghill ;  and  his  heir, 
finding  this  five  hundred  among  the  rest,  gives  it  to  some 
procuress,  or  spends  it  on  a  single  cast  of  faro,  and  it 
goes  at  once  to  the  devil,  where  its  first  owner  had  preceded 
it,  and  its  new  master  will  probably  follow. 

Being  thus  perpetually  tormented  about  economy,  and 
having  dinned  daily  into  her  impatient  ears  the  necessity 
of  saving,  Lady  Mary  was  obliged  to  get  money  for  her 
pleasures  how  she  could ;  for  she  had  a  truly  duca]  set  of 
passions,  which  craved  to  be  fed,  and  were  very  indignant 
when  they  could  not  be  gratified.  She  had  already  half 
starved  poor  Lady  Mar,  and  out  of  the  five  hundred 
pounds  set  apart  for  her  support,  at  least  saved  four.  This 
was  very  well,  but  ducal  appetites  need  something  more 
than  this  paltry  food.  She  then  took  to  gambling,  and  as 
she  did  not  much  care  what  she  did,  she  won  immensely 
for  a  short  time;  until  at  last  people  began  to  suspect  that 
there  was  more  than  met  the  eye  in  this  uncommon  amount 
of  good  luck,  and  the  wise  declared  off  accordingly,  leaving 
only  the  young  fools  to  be  her  antagonists,  who  were  glad 
to  lose  their  money  to  a  wit,  a  fine  lady,  and  a  duke's 
daughter.  But  this  was,  after  all,  only  a  precarious  re- 
source, so  she  began  to  dabble  in  the  stocks,  and  here  her 
acquaintance  with  Craggs  was  of  great  advantage  to  her. 
This  fellow's  father  had  been  a  common  pander  to  the  Duke 
of  York  or  any  other  great  lord  who  would  pay  him,  and 
as  he  did  not  lack  shrewdness,  he  scraped  up  a  vast  deal 
of  money,  which  he  freely  expended  in  the  education  of  his 
only  son,  hoping  to  see  him  Prime  Minister,  perhaps ;  at 
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all  events,  high  in  the  administration  of  this  happily  gov- 
erned land.  And  he  succeeded  in  his  wish.  Young  Craggs 
was  handsome,  and  with  a  good,  porter-like  person.  Young 
women  about  the  Court  took  a  liking  to  him ;  he  had  great 
calves,  a  broad  back,  a  body  like  an  Irish  chairman,  and 
was,  moreover,  not  very  choice  about  trifles;  and  owning 
a  seat  in  Parliament,  he  absolutely  became  one  of  his  Ma- 
jesty's principal  secretaries  of  state,  to  the  wonder  of  all 
who  remembered  the  unhallowed  trade  of  his  revered  father, 
but  not  at  all  to  the  astonishment  of  those  who  were  be- 
hind the  scenes,  and  knew  the  pliancy  of  the  young  gen- 
tleman, and  his  convenient  subserviency  to  such  people 
as  Kendal  and  Kilmansegg.  This  man  my  Lady  Mary 
greatly  courted.  Alas!  do  not  blame  her.  Did  not  Pope, 
and  Swift,  and  Harley,  and  the  King,  and  two  hundred 
members  of  Parliament,  and  fifty  or  sixty  heaven-born 
children  of  the  Upper  House,  with  stars,  garters,  ribbons, 
and  long  pedigrees,  do  the  same  ?  Why,  then,  pour  all 
the  vials  of  wrath  upon  a  weak  woman?  But  I  know 
you  will  not ;  you  are  too  good-natured ;  you  yourself  de- 
spise a  lord  and  right  honorable,  but  you  have  mercy  on 
those  who  adore  and  kneel  before  them.  Lady  Mary 
courted  him,  then,  and  as  Craggs  was  always  buying  and 
selling,  and  scheming  and  speculating,  and  possessed,  as  a 
Cabinet  Minister,  means  of  knowledge  such  as  no  other 
person  had,  he  was  usually  successful  in  his  stock  exchange 
commerce,  and  they  to  whom  he  gave  hints  were  successful 
also.  Was  it  wrong  ?  Well,  I  don't  know.  The  world 
agrees  to  say  yes,  and  I  suppose  the  world  is  right ;  but  I 
shall  not  enter  into  the  question.  Suffice  it  to  say,  if  it 
was  wrong,  it  was  pleasant.  Yes,  by  Plutus !  pleasant  in 
the  extreme.  For  show  me  the  parallel  on  earth  of  that 
ecstatic  joy  which,  like  Venus  from  the  ocean,  is  born  out 
of  cent,  per  cent.;  the  rapture  with  which  I,  who  have 
invested  a  thousand  pounds,  suddenly  find  myself,  without 
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any  care,  or  thought,  or  trouble,  or  toil,  the  happy  master 
of  five  thousand  guineas,  all  bright,  golden,  shining,  beau- 
tiful as  God  himself.  Talk  of  the  wedding-day  and  suc- 
cessful love,  and  the  joy  of  an  heir,  and  the  rational  delight 
felt  and  experienced  at  your  rich  father's  sudden  death,  and 
the  triumph  of  a  successful  speech  in  Parliament,  and  the 
rapture  of  intoxication  born  out  of  ambrosial  Burgund}', 
and  the  joy  one  feels  when  his  shrew  of  a  wife  runs  away 
with  a  wealthy  simpleton  who  can  pay  three  thousand 
pounds  in  damages,  and  the  ecstatic  dreams  of  Quixotism, 
and  the  glorious  uprising  of  a  blessed  spirit  into  the  light 
of  Paradise,  and  the  white-robed  seraphs  of  the  celestial. 
All  these,  I  suppose,  are  very  fine  ;  but  is  there  one  man  on 
earth  who  would  be  donkey  enough  to  barter  these  for  the 
transporting  bliss  which  that  happy  mortal  feels  who, 
having  given  twenty  thousand  guineas  to  his  broker,  wakes 
up  next  day  and  finds  himself  owner  of  a  plum — yes,  a 
plum  value  one  hundred  thousand  solid  pounds. 

So  felt  and  thought  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu — so 
felt  and  thought  that  lively  Frenchman,  Monsieur  Achille, 
Hannibal,  Caesar,  Charlemagne  Ruremonde,  my  lady's 
dark-eyed  friend  and  lover.  For  he  was  both.  What  is 
the  good  of  denying  it  ?  Rurcmonde  was  master  of  ten 
thousand  pounds ;  when,  or  where,  or  how  acquired,  only 
Heaven  knows,  and  no  doubt  it  was  registered  above  in 
some  awful  book.  But  that  he  had  it  was  certain ;  that  he 
was  a  vain,  volatile,  conceited  fool  was  equally  matter  of 
mathematical  demonstration.  He  was  a  small,  fiery  man, 
with  a  big  nose,  ferocious,  flashing  e}res,  a  terrible  big 
moustache  ;  he  dressed  with  great  elegance,  had  a  fine  taste 
in  perfumes ;  was  ringed,  curled,  ringletted,  scented,  and 
even  washed  to  perfection.  He  fell  in  love  with  Lady 
Mary.  He  was  a  Frenchman,  and  had  but  to  whistle  after 
any  woman,  and  she  was  his,  so  he  believed — but  like  many 
another  frail  mortal,  he  was  deceived  by  his  self-love.     My 
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lady  fooled  him  to  the  top  of  his  bent;  she  turned  him 
inside-out,  like  an  old  glove.  She  had  no  serious  notion 
of  breaking  the  seventh  commandment  with  a  Frenchman. 
The  thing  was  absurd.  A  Frenchman  dare  to  lift  his  eyes 
to  her  ?     Ridiculous ! 

She  wrote  lluremonde  letters  that  drove  him  mad.  Here 
was  a  lovely  woman  dying  for  him — onty  she  couldn't  get 
away.  She  sent  him  notes  that  almost  set  Are  to  the  paper; 
they  certainty  burned  up  the  small  remnant  of  brains  which 
poor  Ruremonde  possessed,  and  lo  !  he  was  utterly  lost 
and  frenzied.  Oh,  how  she  loved  him !  How  she  adored, 
idolized,  worshipped  his  dear  image  !  But  alas  !  flight  was 
impossible — flight  with  him,  her  soul's  darling,  the  treasure 
of  her  eyes,  the  Adonis  among  mankind,  the  chevalier  sans 
peur  et  sans  reproche.  Ruremonde  was  distracted.  What 
was  to  be  done  ?  Should  he  shoot  Montagu  ?  He  meditated 
it  a  long  time.  The  fate  of  Count  Konigsmark's  friends, 
who  had  some  time  before  performed  that  kind  office  for 
Tom  Thynne,  (Tom  o'  ten  thousand,)  butchering  him  like  a 
pig  in  Pall  Mall,  rather  deterred  our  valorous  friend.  Yet  I 
think  he  would  have  risked  it,  had  he  been  quite  certain  of 
my  lady ;  but,  as  he  was  not,  why,  he  trusted  to  the  chapter 
of  accidents.  Meanwhile,  Lady  Mary  was  all  sympathy,  all 
soul,  all  anxiety  about  Ruremonde.  He  occupied  her 
thoughts  night  and  day — he  was  her  dream,  her  passion, 
<fcc.  How  could  she  serve  him  ?  Oh,  lucky  thought ! 
There  was  Mister  Craggs — her  right  honorable  acquaint- 
ance and  associate.  She  would  invest  his  money ;  she 
woidd  make  it  double,  treble,  quadruple — naj',  she  would 
make  it  reproduce  itself  twentyfold.  Was  not  Craggs 
Secretary  of  State,  and  did  he  not  know  what  was  what, 
and  did  he  not  make  the  fortune  of  Johnny  Gay  and  fifty 
others  who  confided  in  him?  Why  should  he  not  do  the 
same  for  Lady  Mary's  dearest  and  most  trusted  friend  ? 
Aye,  indeed,  why  should  he  not  ? 


: 


DWARD  WORTLEY  MONTAGU.      53 

And  the  Frenchman  absolutely  gave  my  mother  five 
thousand  pounds,  and  it  was  all  lost,  gone,  swallowed  up, 
no  one  ever  knew  what  became  of  it — gone,  though  Craggs 
had  advised  and  counselled,  and  revealed  secrets  which  by 
oath  he  ought  not  to  have  revealed.  So  Ruremonde  raved 
like  a  madman,  there  were  frightful  scenes  and  frightful 
letters,  and  he  threatened  to  show  her  sweet  billets  to  her 
husband,  and  she  threatened  to  have  his  throat  cut  by  the 
right  honorable  Lord  Stair,  and  there  was  nothing  but  fire 
and  wrath  and  fury  and  revenge  between  this  amiable  pair. 
How  it  was  settled  in  the  end  I  know  not.  My  father,  it 
was  supposed,  never  bothered  his  head  about  it.  I  believe 
my  lady  disgorged  two  thousand  pounds,  but  the  other 
three  were  lost  irretrievably,  Ruremonde,  I  fancy,  went 
mad.  At  all  events,  he  was  never  afterwards  heard  of.  I 
think  it  cured  him  of  conceit.  One  can't  make  love  to  a 
duke's  daughter  without  paying  the  piper  handsomely  for 
such  a  privilege*  The  few  who  were  in  the  secret  laughed 
at  him  for  a  dupe,  but  my  lady  dreaded  to  the  last  moment 
of  her  existence  that  he  would  some  day  turn  up  and  tell  all 
to  her  husband.  What  if  he  had  ?  Was  it  not  that  worthy 
gentleman's  own  fault  ?  Was  it  not  the  legitimate  end  of 
all  his  screwing,  scraping,  saving,  and  pinching  ?  I  sup- 
pose he  must  have  heard  something  of  it,  but  he  was 
discreetly  silent  if  he  had.  What  was  it  to  him  ?  His 
wife  had  got  three  thousand  pounds  clear  profit  out  of  this 
transaction,  and  only  lost  what  she  did  not  value,  nor  he 
regard.  Pope,  also,  who  was  now  one  of  our  dearest  friends, 
heard  some  tittle  tattle  about  it ;  but  he  was  too  well  bred 
to  mention  a  syllable  of  the  matter  to  the  profane  vulgar 
at  large.  It  was  only  in  after  years  he  alluded  to  it  in  the 
line — "Who  starves  a  sister  and  denies  a  debt."  Every 
one  then  knew  who  he  meant,  and  everybody  laughed  and 
sneered  when  ray  lady's  back  was  turned,  but  when  she 
was  present  face  to  face,  they  all  shook  hands  with  her, 
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and  smiled,  and  simpered,  and  flattered,  as  if  she  were  the 
sweetest  vestal  since  the  days  of  Rhea  Sylvia.  0 !  Eng- 
land !  England!  thou  art  the  land  of  honesty  and  truth 
and  frankness ;  yet  have  I  seen  more  humbug,  falsehood, 
and  hypocrisy  practised  in  one  day  within  thy  golden  isle, 
than  in  a  month  in  France,  Spain,  or  Italy,  or  even  in  the 
subtle  Orient  itself.  But  perhaps  I  ought  not  to  avow  this. 
It  looks  unpatriotic.  I  know  that  it  will  be  called  a  ras- 
cally lie.     Well,  so  be  it. 


CHAPTER   V. 

From  all  these  pleasing  incidents,  it  may  be  seen  that 
my  life  was  horribly  wretched.  Oh !  how  I  longed  for 
sympathy — for  one  bright  beam  of  love,  for  one  sweet, 
fond  smile  under  whose  soft  and  genial  influence  my  heart 
might  bud  in  flowers.  But  no  smile,  though  I  looked  for 
it  morning,  noon,  and  night.  I  had  a  vague  remembrance 
of  some  caresses  which  my  mother  gave  me  while  I  was  }-et 
in  petticoats.  I  could  vividly  recollect  those  bright  e3'es 
beautified  with  the  maternal  gleam  of  warm  affection.  Her 
long  and  silken  hair  fell  over  my  cheeks  and  brow,  as  she 
kissed  and  pressed  me  to  her  breast ;  her  face  assumed  the 
likeness  of  an  angel ;  her  smile  dwelt  still  within  my  soul, 
like  a  faint  dream  of  Paradise.  But  all  this  was  gone,  and 
gone,  I  feared,  never  to  return.  As  I  grew  up,  her  demon- 
strations of  love  became  fainter,  and  even  still  more  faint, 
until  at  last  they  disappeared  forever.  How  I  have  lin- 
gered near  her,  hoping  for  some  gentle  word ;  how  I  June 
looked  into  her  eyes  and  yearned  for  one  sweet  sunbeam 
of  returning  fondness  ;  how  I  have  sought  by  every  boyish 
art  to  win  her  back  once  more  to  olden  da3Ts  when  that 
long  and  dearly  cherished   kiss  was  given,  and  all   the 
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mother  sparkled  in  her  look ;  how  I  have  listened  at  her 
bed-room  door  to  hear  those  tones  that  even  still  were 
melody  to  my  ear,  dreaming  that  they  may  happily  breathe 
of  me;  how  I   have  lain  awake  at  night,  and  wept,  and 
sighed,  and  thought  how  intensely  I  could  love  her  if  she 
only  eared  for  me  in  the  least — all  these  things,  God  and 
my  own  breaking  heart  knew.     The  books  I  thought  she 
loved  most,  these  I  sought  to  master,  and  was  proud  and 
happy  when  she  found  me  poring  over  them ;  the  flowers 
she  regarded  best  I  tended  with  all  the  skill  that  I  owned, 
so  that  the}'  were  ever  free  from  dust  or  weeds  or  insects ; 
and  when  she  walked  forth  every  bright  parterre  was  fault- 
less to  the  eye.     No  rewarding  smile  or  word  or  token  of 
approval  did  I  get.     To  Congreve  she  was  all  brightness, 
life,  and   spirit;    her  silvery  laugh  sounded  like  divinest 
melody ;  but  when  I  stood  before  her,  scarcely  daring  to 
look  into  those  eyes  for  that   sacred  love  after  which  I 
pined,  she  was  cold,  severe,  and  silent.     When  Pope  was 
near,  when  Wharton  was  by  her  side,  gazing  at  her  with 
his  large  and  earnest  ej'es,  how  beautiful  she  appeared ! 
All  her  genius  shone  out  of  her  spirit-face ;  her  features 
glowed  with  animation  ;  her  tongue  spake  in  softest  accents, 
and  she  seemed  a  something  more  than  earthby.     When 
the  visitor  departed  a  magic  change  came  over  her — she 
froze,  as  it  were,  into  marble ;  she  grew  cold,  still,  selfish, 
unfeeling,  capricious,  and   exacting.      One   reads    in  old 
romances  of  a  beautiful  damsel  discovered  in  a  forest  by 
some  brave  errant  knight ;  she  weeps,  she  prays,  she  smiles, 
she  fascinates.     The  gallant  adventurer  vows  to  devote  his 
life  to  her  service;  she  leads  him  to  her  bower  or  to  some 
fairie  castle.     Something  in  her  appearance  suddenly  awa- 
kens suspicion,  and  the  noble  knight  clutches   his  good 
sword  Excalibar  within  his  mailed   hand,  and  mayhap  as 
an  additional  precaution  lifts  up  a  prayer  to  God  and  the 
Virgin.     Scarcely  has  he  done  it,  when  a  transformation  is 
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seen — a  mighty  transformation  indeed;  the  virgin  disap- 
pears, and  he  sees  only  a  venomous  serpent  looking  at  him 
with  deadly  eyes,  as  Lucifer  looked  on  Eve,  and  hissing 
forth  cold  poison.  Such  was  the  difference  between  my 
mother  before  her  visitors,  and  my  mother  with  her  son. 

Ah  me,  my  friend,  there  are  many,  many  of  these  snake- 
women  on  the  earth,  and  when  I  see  them  I  know  them  as 
if  by  instinct ;  my  blood  congeals  into  stone,  and  I  get 
away  as  quick  as  I  can,  for  they  awaken  gloomy  reminis- 
cences, and  I  feel  as  if  in  the  presence  of  something 
exceedingly  deadly,  slim}r,  and  repellant.  The  depth  of 
ice  within  their  hearts  can  no  man  fathom ;  the  force  of 
energy  in  carrying  out  their  cold  purposes  even  unto  death, 
can  no  man  exaggerate. 

You  may  note  them  by  the  firm  compressed  lip  when  the 
face  is  in  repose,  and  the  icicle-light  that  glazes  over  their 
eyes  as  if  with  a  transparent  gauze,  and  the  smile  that 
never  blushes  out  of  the  heart,  or  returns  again  into  that 
impassioned  fount,  but  is  born  of  the  external  skin,  plays 
over  it,  and  retires  back  into  it,  when  its  mechanical  work 
is  done.  All  these  women  are  poisoners  in  their  hearts.  I 
believe  that  great  numbers  of  them  in  reality  kill  their 
husbands,  or  all  who  stand  in  their  way — but  they  can 
smile  over  them  even  while  they  murder.  The  falsehood 
of  men  I  care  not  for.  I  am  prepared  for  it,  and  I  can 
baffle  it;  if  I  fail  it  is  my  own  fault.  But  the  falsehood 
and  selfishness  and  want  of  feeling  in  women  seems  so 
utterly,  so  outrageously  monstrous  and  Unnatural,  that 
when  I  find  and  experience  them,  I  feel  like  one  who  has 
trodden  unawares  on  some  pestiferous  serpent  whose  very 
breath  is  ruin.  I  start  back  aghast  and  in  despair.  My 
limbs  quiver ;  my  face  grows  pallid  ;  my  hairs  stand  erect. 
I  am  horror-stricken  and  frightened  in  my  very  inmost 
being.  For  woman  was  given  to  man  to  soothe,  to  soften, 
to  refine,  to  humanize  into  angelic  beauty  ;  and  when  she 
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perverts  this  holy  purpose  how  very  dreadful  must  her 
spirit  appear  before  her  Lord  aud  Maker ! 

I  was  not  at  this  period  able  to  fathom  the  secret  of  this 
scornful  indifference,  but  I  think  I  can  now  do  so.  In  the 
first  place  all  love  between  Lady  Mary  and  her  husband 
had  long  since  disappeared ;  with  her  love  for  him,  or 
whatever  the  feeling  originally  was,  vanished  also  her  love 
of  his  son.  In  the'  second  place  she  was  immersed  in  so 
many  plots,  pursuits,  and  occupations,  that  she  really  had 
no  time  to  give  the  softer  feelings  of  her  heart  the  least 
chance  of  vitality.  She  was  a  leader  in  that  heartless  game 
called  "fashionable  life,"  and  this  absorbs  a  great  quantity 
of  a  woman's  time ;  she  studied  very  hard  and  spent  a 
great  portion  of  every  day  among  her  books  and  papers ; 
by  no  other  means,  I  suppose,  can  a  lady  obtain  and  keep 
the  renown  of  being 

"  That  dangerous  thing,  a  female  wit." 

She  was  also  perpetually  devising  new  schemes  and  devices 
to  get  money  and  to  keep  it  when  got ;  for  my  father's 
wretched  avarice  was  so  all-absorbing  that  I  verily  believe 
if  he  could  have  fed  us  on  bran  and  littered  us  on  straw  he 
would  have  been  but  too  glad  to  do  it ;  and  as  he  was 
perpetually  railing  at  her  extravagance  she  was  absolutely 
forced  into  a  life  of  meanness,  shifts,  falsehoods,  equivoca- 
tions, and  dirty  petty  savings  in  order  to  preserve  the 
household  circle  from  being  a  perfect  hell  upon  earth. 
Finally,  she  was  so  fond  of  admiration  that  she  was  per- 
petually employed  in  inventing  new  limes  to  captivate  the 
wealthy  or  the  witty  ;  from  the  first  of  whom  she  won  their 
money  at  the  bassette  table,  and  from  the  second  their 
applause  in  the  journals  or  in  song;  so  that  she  had  really 
no  leisure  to  be  good  or  kind  or  loving ;  and  when  a 
woman's  or  a  man's  mind  has  all  these  various  vanities 
and  employments  daily  and  hourly  pressing  on  it,  probably 
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you  will  not  be  surprised  to  hear  that  the  result  is,  little 
feeling  for  any  one  except  themselves. 

If  I  dread  one  thing  more  thai)  another  in  penning  these 
papers,  it  is  that  I  may  appear  unnatural  in  my  delinea- 
tion of  the  parents  of  my  being.  Bat  after  a  long  and 
painful  meditation  I  must  hazard  this  charge  unless  I  de- 
liberately violate  the  truth.  Nothing,  of  course,  could  be 
more  easy  than  for  me  to  avoid  all  reference  to  these  miser- 
able transactions ;  to  smother  them  up  forever  in  night, 
and  to  plunge  into  the  details  of  my  own  life  without  any 
lengthened  reference  to  either  Lady  Mary  or  her  husband. 
By  doing  this  I  should  avoid  great  censure  and  spare 
my  own  heart.  But  would  it  be  honest,  just,  and  fair? 
Would  it  even  be  right  to  myself,  whose  character  has  been 
moulded,  whose  career  to  a  great  extent  has  been  fashioned 
by  the  training  which  I  had  at  home,  by  the  examples 
which  I  there  beheld,  by  the  life  which  I  saw  there  prevail  ? 
I  am  persuaded  that  it  would  not,  and  that  even  were  there 
no  higher  motive,  self-defence  would  require  from  me  this 
anatomy.  But  there  is  a  higher  motive.  Can  I  for  one 
moment  suppose  that  Lady  Mary  and  her  husband  were 
the  only  parents  who  ever  behaved  so  to  their  only  son  ? 
It  is  impossible.  On  the  contrary,  have  I  not  the  best 
reason  for  believing  that  there  are  hundreds  and  hundreds 
of  similar  fathers  and  mothers  who  look  upon  their  chil- 
dren as  nuisances  and  enemies;  freeze  out  of  them  in  their 
earliest  youth  every  flowing  sentiment  of  beauty  and  of 
love,  which  holy  Nature  implanted  in  their  souls.  Yea,  b}T 
Allah,  they  are  to  be  counted  in  thousands,  and  to  such  we 
may  attribute,  in  a  great  measure,  the  sad  discordance 
which  prevails  in  all  things;  the  exaggerated  foibles  and 
vices  and  absurdities  for  which  our  young  men  are  noted, 
and  the  general  tone  of  affectation,  selfishness,  and  infidelity 
which  pervades  every  order  of  society.  Therefore  do  I 
write  these  things  that  parents  and  guardians  may  see 
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with  their  own  eyes  a  vivid  picture  of  themselves ;  and 
may  he  startled  by  those  incidents  in  the  career  of  others 
which  they  themselves  daily  repeat,  but  on  which  their  self- 
love  has  never  let  them  cast  an  investigating  glance. 

When,  therefore,  0  friend  and  reader,  thou  censurest  me 
for  my  misanthropy,  bear  in  mind  that  all  my  finest  feel- 
ings were  frozen  at  their  source  while  I  was  yet  a  child ; 
when  thou  arraignest  me  for  waywardness  and  wilfulness, 
remember  that  from  the  first  I  never  had  a  guiding  hand, 
or  a  loving  eye  to  restrain  me  in  the  least ;  when  thou 
cavillest  at  my  life  misused,  my  talents  thrown  away,  my 
virtues  perverted  into  vices,  my  passions  let  loose  in  tem- 
pests on  myself  and  others,  pause  and  ask  thyself  what 
right  have  I  to  blame  this  man  ?  How  know  I  what  I  also 
may  not  have  grown  to  be,  had  I  been  nurtured  like  him  ? 
From  the  first  he  was  an  outcast  from  the  heart  and  centre 
of  home ;  he  was  thrown  among  servants ;  he  was  exiled 
from  all  affection,  from  all  fond  solicitude,  from  all  the 
melodious  influences  of  sympathy  and  feeling.  The  most 
vagabond  order  of  existence  seemed  to  him,  and  was,  pref- 
erable to  his  own  home.  Within  his  father's  threshold 
virtue  never  passed,  nor  meek-eyed  charity,  nor  soft  for- 
giveness; but  every  thing  he  witnessed  was  hard,  cold, 
severe,  and  despicable.  The  guests  whom  he  saw  assem- 
bled were  selfish  scoundrels  or  silly  coxcombs ;  they  who 
should  have  been  purified  by  learning,  or  genius,  or  great 
and  shining  talent,  were  merely  intellect  without  God.  His 
father  was  a  hardened  miser,  whose  whole  soul  was  in  his 
gold  and  in  his  guineas ;  his  mother  was  a  vain  woman  of 
fashion,  who  thought  wit,  gallantry,  and  scandal  the  three 
sister  graces  of  the  earth ;  his  only  sister  was  a  mere  idiot, 
who  never  soared  a  thought  above  the  existence  of  a  grub ; 
his  tutors  were  harsh,  unfeeling  wretches,  who  tortured 
him  body  and  soul ;  he  never  heard  a  noble  and  generous 
sentiment,   but,  on   the   contrary,  was    surrounded   by  a 
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motley  crew,  who  laughed  at  all  religion  and  virtue,  and 
whose  sole  object  was  to' get  on  in  the  world,  no  matter  by 
what  means  or  by  what  resources. 

Let  me  cite,  for  example,  one  of  these  fellows.  Con- 
greve,  the  colaborer  with  Pope  in  that  honorable  attempt 
on  my  mother,  which  was  followed  up  with  so  much  perti- 
nacity, and  ended  with  so  much  wretchedness.  Congreve 
was  what  many  would  call  a  handsome  man,  but  he  never 
seemed  to  be  so  in  my  eyes.  There  was  an  insufferable 
pride  in  every  puppy  feature ;  not  the  pride  of  nobleness, 
or  honor,  or  self-conscious  dignity,  but  a  low,  foppish, 
arrogant  pride,  founded  on  his  figure,  his  eyes,  his  fine 
dress,  his  reputation  as  a  wit,  his  official  place,  his  luxu- 
rious bachelorhood,  and  the  applause  of  some  score  of  silly 
women  of  high  rank,  who  were  half  crazy  after  "darling 
Will."  To  see  him  strut  about  the  theatre  was  itself  a 
sight ;  it  reminded  one  of  the  peacock,  the  basest  of  birds, 
except  for  its  plumage.  To  hear  him  lisp  fineby,  and  see 
him  look  at  }-ou  with  a  supercilious,  scornful  air,  as  if  you 
were  unworthy  to  be  his  slave,  and  note  in  every  word,  and 
look,  and  gesture,  that  himself  alone  was  the  object  of  his 
incessant  admiration,  was  one  of  the  most  trying  ordeals 
to  which  one's  temper  could  be  put.  He  would  lounge  into 
a  drawing-room,  gorgeousby  dressed,  and  before  a  dozen 
women  who  ought  to  be  virtuous,  and  who  certainly  were 
in  the  peerage  books,  exclaim — 

"  Oh !  demme,  I  don't  know  what  I  shall  do  for  all  you 
women.  You  won't  give  a  man  a  moment's  peace.  Like 
Orpheus,  I  shall  be  torn  into  five  hundred  pieces.  There 
are  fifty  contending  for  me  at  the  same  moment.  By  Gad! 
I  shall  retire  into  a  forest,  or  into  an  uninhabited  island. 
I  once  thought  the  Rape  of  the  Sabines  was  a  true  event; 
but  by  Gad  I  now  think  that  it  was  the  ladies  themselves 
who  ran  away  with,  the  Roman  vagabonds." 

After  this  abominable  scene,  he  would  retire  and  repeat 
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it  somewhere  else ;  the  ladies — clear  creatures — being  enrap- 
tured with  such  high  breeding  and  such  choice  wit. 

Congreve  was  "the  fashion,"  and  could  do  almost  any 
thing.  That  he  was  an  abandoned  and  dissolute  rake,  was 
a  matter  of  course.  To  be  so  was  one  of  the  main  accom- 
plishments of  a  fine  gentleman  of  the  period ;  and  the 
women  could  not  endure  a  man  who  lay  under  the  horrid 
suspicion  of  being  virtuous.  He  had  the  run  of  the  green- 
rooms, and  what  they  were,  and  are,  and  always  will  be, 
every  man  about  them  knows,  and  everybody  not  about  them 
may  guess.  He  raked  until  he  got  blind;  now  with  Mrs. 
Bracegirdle,  now  with  Nan  Jallett,  now  with  Madame  Ber- 
enger,  now  with  Madame  Marlborough.  His  middle  age  was 
cursed  by  the  memorials  of  his  excesses.  Never  shall  I  forget 
a  scene  which  once  took  place  at  Hampton  Court  Palace, 
when  I  was  but  a  child.  It  was  a  beautiful  day  in  August, 
and  Lad}^  Mary  took  it  into  her  head  to  conduct  me  through 
the  gardens.  We  sauntered  about  for  some  time.  Con- 
greve joined  us,  and  was  elaborate  in  his  politeness.  He 
made  use  of  all  his  wit  to  charm,  and  finally  prevailed  on 
Lady  Mary  to  leave  me  near  one  of  the  fountains  and  walk 
with  him  alone.  My  heart  still  burns  with  the  rage  I  felt 
when  I  saw  them  disappear.  Instinct  told  me,  poor  boy — 
I  was  not  more  than  eight  3rears  old,  I  think — that  he 
meditated  no  good  to  my  mother,  but  I  knew  nothing 
farther.  Every  fibre  was  alive  and  hot  with  fury.  I  ran 
in  the  direction  which  they  had  taken,  but  I  could  not  find 
them.  I  called  aloud.  Echo  repeated  my  words,  and  yet 
again  I  called,  "Mamma!  mamma!"  In  a  few  minutes 
Lady  Mary  appeared ;  she  seemed  in  haste ;  her  hair  was 
in  a  slight  disorder,  and  she  hurried  towards  me.  After 
her  followed  Congreve,  with  a  quick  step,  and  he  seemed 
apologizing,  beseeching,  deprecating.  She  hurried  on  with- 
out taking  any  notice  of  him,  and  when  she  came  up  to  me 
I  was  amazed  to  find  her  kiss  me;  her  face  was  flushed; 
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she  seemed  agitated  and  feverish.  Again  I  knew  that 
something  wrong  was  meditated,  and  I  looked  at  Congreva 
with  fury  in  my  looks.  He  saw  it,  and  gave  me  a  bunch 
of  roses  which  he  had  gathered,  and  had  already  vainly 
offered  to  Lady  Mary.  I  took  them  and  flung  them  in  his 
face ;  he  affected  to  smile,  but  there  was  rage  and  the 
venom  of  a  devil  in  his  false  smile. 

He  spoke  to  her  in  French,  a  language  which  I  knew 
not.  I  scanned  him  closely,  and  endeavored  to  penetrate 
into  his  meaning  with  my  eyes.  His  language  was  sup- 
plicating ;  his  demeanor  obsequious  in  the  extreme ;  he 
seemed  entreating  pardon  for  some  involuntary  offence. 
He  spoke  earnestly ;  she  affected  for  a  period  not  to  listen ; 
but  the  poison  gradually  stole  into  her  ears  and  won  her 
heart.  She  even  answered  him,  a  thing  'which  she  had 
first  positively  refused  to  do.  I  could  see  a  smile  of  vil- 
lanous  triumph  in  his  eyes.  Again  he  led  her  away  under 
an  avenue  of  trees,  and  I  was  left  alone.  They  had  not 
been  out  of  sight  many  moments,  when  I  felt  as  if  envel- 
oped in  horror ;  my  heart  again  swelled  with  rage ;  lava 
fire  seemed  to  thrill  through  me.  I  was  under  an  unknown 
fever.  I  was  under  the  influence  of  a  mighty  magnetic 
spell.  A  consciousness  of  evil  again  smote  me,  as  if  with 
the  wing  of  a  whirlwind,  and  I  burst  into  a  torrent  of 
tears.  How  terribly  is  all  this  graven  on  my  memory ; 
now,  after  the  lapse  of  more  than  half  a  century.  My  sobs, 
my  loud  cries  were  again  re-echoed,  and  Lady  Mary  re- 
turned as  before  ;  but  now  she  was  filled  with  anger.  Con- 
greve  again  followed,  and  I  could  see  his  face  pale  with 
rage,  or  disappointment,  or  repulse.  Lady  Mar}"  addressed 
me  harshly,  but  I  clung  to  her  robe,  and  kept  a  firm  hold 
of  her.  I  entwined  myself  among  the  folds  of  her  dress ; 
she  sought  to  loose  me,  but  I  would  not  let  her  go.  Con- 
greve  used  entreaties,  threats,  endearments,  and  finally, 
even  force,  but  I  kicked  at  him  with  all  my  strength,  and 
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beau's  silk  stockings  bore  vestiges  of  my  toes.  At 
length  a  sudden  cloud  burst  overhead,  thunder  pealed,  and 
lightning  flashed,  and  rain  fell  in  torrents,  and  Lady  Mary 
and  myself  returned  home,  without  Congreve,  whose  escort 
she  positively  declined,  and  Avho  took  his  leave  evidently 
chagrined,  if  not  enraged  at  something  that  had  crossed 
him. 

This  incident  is  slight,  but  I  never  can  forget  it.     I  have 
lived  it  over  again,  while  I   penned  the  last  few  pages  ; 
every  line  and  feature  of  it  was  reproduced  before  my 
mind's  eye.     I  can  remember  even  the  dripping  of  the  rain 
on  a  certain  stone  which  Congreve  put  aside  with  his  gold- 
headed  cane.     I  can  remember  the  green  leaves  of  a  laurel 
tree  on  which  the  drops  flashed,  and  from  which  they  re- 
bounded against  my  face.     I  can  remember  the  momentary 
shelter  which  we  took  beneath  a  clump  of  trees,  and  my 
own  feeling  of  delight  that  the  storm  had  come  on,  and  my 
ardent  hope  that  the  next  lightning  flash  would  strike  my 
enemy  dead  at  my  feet.     When  he  came  near  me  I  went  to 
the  opposite  side ;  when  he  edged  round  again  and  sought 
to  speak  to  me,  I  retreated  from  his  odious  presence,  and 
got  back  to  my  old  place.     Why  was  he  thus  courting  me 
at  this  moment? — he  who  had  never  before  condescended 
even  to  look  upon  me  ?     My  heart  asked  itself  this  ques- 
tion ;  and  though  I  can  now  guess  his  motive,  I  was  then 
only  a  child,  and  could  not  fathom  it  in  the  least.     He 
offered  me  some  apples,  but  I  flung  them  into  the  road ;  he 
presented  me  with  cakes,  but  I  trampled  them  beneath  my 
feet.     At  length  the  temper  of  the  man  prevailed,  and  I 
think  he  would  have  broken  out  with  something  savage, 
but  my  mother  or  her  presence  restrained  him.     I  saw  him 
many  times  again,  at  our  own  house  and  at  the  houses  of 
others ;  but  I  always  hated  him  from  that  day.     I  could 
not  endure  his  presence ;  I  looked  at  him  with  loathing, 
and  fled  from  him  with  aversion,  until  at  length  we  grew 
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open  foes,  nor  did  either  mask  his  hate  from  the  other. 
When  I  heard  he  was  dead  I  regretted  it  only  for  one  rea- 
son, and  that  was  that  I  had  not  driven  a  sword  into  his 
heart.  The  grim  envoy  seemed  to  me  to  have  cheated  me 
of  that  which  belonged  to  me  of  right. 


CHAPTER    VI. 

TiiouGn  the  Rt.  Hon.  Edward  Wortley  Montagu  grudged 
every  penny  that  he  expended,  and  parted  with  a  guinea 
more  sorrowfully  than  if  it  were  his  heart's  blood,  yet  was 
he  nevertheless  obliged  by  the  abominable  laws  and  cus- 
toms of  society  to  throAV  his  doors  open  occasionally  for 
the  reception  of  the  most  brilliant  members  of  rank  and 
fashion,  whom  he  entertained  accordingly,  and  whom  he 
hated  like  fiends  as  they  devoured  his  costly  dainties  and 
guzzled  his  expensive  wines.  He  could  not  help  himself. 
He  and  his  lady  wife  were  asked  to  various  parties,  dinners, 
balls,  suppers,  breakfasts  and  masquerades.  To  refuse  the 
'hospitable  givers  of  these  splendid  entertainments  would 
have  been  to  make  them  bitter  foes ;  to  accept  their  invi- 
tations entailed  the  dire  necessity  of  a  return  in  kind.  Had 
Mr.  Montagu  manfully  resolved  to  live  like  a  hermit  and 
do  nothing  but  reside  in  a  wood  and  accumulate  money, 
all  this  dreadful  folly  would  have  been  avoided.  But  un- 
happily for  himself  he  could  not  well  do  this.  He  was  a 
member  of  parliament,  and  he  did  not  like  to  give  it  up ; 
he  was  a  member  of  the  high  fashionable  world  of  wits  and 
fops,  and  fine  gentlemen,  and  he  could  not  separate  him- 
self from  such  exalted  intercourse  without  such  a  struggle 
as  he  scarcely  cared  to  endure;  he  was  an  aspirant  for 
ministerial  dignity,  and  it  Avas  only  Cincinnatus  wdio  was 
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taken  from  the  plough.  Nobody  ever  heard  of  any  hermit 
in  England  being  put  into  the  Cabinet,  nor  would  he  be  so, 
though  he  possessed  all  the  virtues  of  Jesus  Christ,  all  the 
knowledge  of  Pythagoras,  all  the  patriotism  of  Brutus,  and 
all  the  statesmanship  of  Solon  and  Lycurgus.  Therefore 
it  was  that  my  honored  father  still  lived  in  Cavendish 
Square,  still  accepted  invitations  from  lords  and  ladies, 
and  still  was  forced  in  compliance  with  cruel  custom  to 
give  these  lords  and  ladies  what  lawyers  call  a  quid  pro 
quo. 

Oh !  what  scenes  these  were !  Horace  it  is,  I  think,  or 
some  other  of  those  Roman  voluptuaries,  who  speaks  of 
certain  debauches  with  ladies  in  loose  purple  robes  and 
golden  clasps — that  were  unclasped — and  rosy  garlands, 
and  silver  goblets,  and  soft  couches,  and  I  know  not  what 
else — perhaps  it  is  well  I  do  not  know — and  he  irreverently 
calls  them  nights  and  suppers  of  the  gods.  But  these 
nights  I  suppose  of  my  father  were  nodes  csenseque  diabo- 
lorum,  for  not  only  were  all  the  noble  and  right  honorable 
company  fairly  entitled  to  that  name,  but  Mr.  Montagu 
himself  endured  such  an  agony  of  hell  during  the  whole 
entertainment  that  it  might  fairly  be  said  that  he  was  in 
Tartarus  itself,  and  enduring  all  the  torment  of  that  fabled, 
fabulous  or  storied  region,  which  ever  mime  the  truly  Chris- 
tian reader  wishes  to  give  it.  Every  fresh  bottle  that  was 
uncorked  was  a  poisoned  adder  biting  his  soul  ;  every  fresh 
pie  or  pasty  that  was  broken  into  by  fair  and  delicate 
hands  plunged  him  into  Hades;  every  fragrant  pine  that 
was  sliced  was  a  cup  of  venom  which  he  was  obliged  to 
gulp  down  with  many  a  hidden  grimace.  With  what  a 
hearty  and  sincere  hatred  he  detested  these  odious  harpies  ; 
how  he  wished  that  every  bit  and  sup  might  choke  them  as 
they  sat ;  how  he  cursed  and  swore  at  himself,  as  a  fool 
for  yielding  to  the  prevailing  fanaticism  of  society,  and 
blindly  following  in  the  wake  of  an  absurd  fashion.  This 
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he  did  while  the  Saturnalia  were  going  on.  But  next 
morning  he  was  serene  again.  He  was  now  free  for 
another  three  months.  The  thing  was  over  and  done  with. 
His  mind  was  at  ease.  He  had  performed  his  duty,  and 
no  Englishman  is  expected  to  do  more.  The  bills — well 
they  ra  ust  he  paid,  and  they  were  paid  with  many  a  pang, 
and  blasphemy,  and  deduction;  and  all  went  on  as  usual 
until  the  next  necessity  of  the  same  kind. 

Let  me  sketch  one  of  these  charming  entertainments. 
I  was  at  one,  and  only  one.  All  the  great  people  of  Lon- 
don were  summoned ;  all  the  fine  women,  all  the  battered 
rakes,  dukes,  marquisses,  earls,  viscounts,  barons,  with 
pedigrees — oh  !  how  long,  and  bodies — oh !  how  diseased, 
and  consciences — oh!  how  black  with  every  kind  of  sin. 
Did  we  descend  to  the  vulgar  tribe  of  baronets  ?  Well,  I 
believe  there  were  a  few,  but  we  asked  them  simply  because 
we  could  not  help  it ;  Walpole  was  there,  but  he  was  in- 
vited not  as  baronet,  but  as  prime  minister.  My  father, 
indeed,  despised  the  whole  crawling  crew  of  little  barons, 
and  as  a  general  rule  they  are  a  contemptible  body  of  raga- 
muffins. However,  there  were  some  asked,  and  of  course 
they  came.  You  will  always  find  a  baronet  where  there  is 
a  prime  minister.  Half  the  peerage  thronged  our  rooms  ; 
the  other  half  that  was  in  patriotic  opposition  was  not 
asked.  The  Duke  of  Wharton  came  drunk;  Lord  Berke- 
ley,  for  a  miracle,  came  sober.  Lord  and  Lady  Pomfret 
descended  like  a  radiant  vision  of  diamonds  of  the  rarest 
price.  Lady  Sundon  hid  her  cancer  by  a  fine  shawl  around 
her  throat.  Lords  and  Ladies  A,  B,  C,  D,  E,  F,  G,  H,  I, 
K,  L,  M  and  N,  appeared  in  various  costumes  of  red,  white, 
black,  blue,  grey,  brown,  orange,  scarlet,  azure,  pink,  green, 
and  crimson,  set  off  with  pearls,  rubies,  sapphires,  ame- 
thysts, opals,  emeralds,  and  gold  and  silver.  Lords  and 
Ladies  0,  P,  Q,  R,  S,  T,  U,  V,  W,  X,  Y,  Z,  flashed  and 
fluttered  in  silk,  satin,  velvet,  and  cloth   of  gold;    they 
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appeared  in  all  the  colors  of  the  rainbow,  and  a  great  many 
more  that  the  rainbow  never  had ;  their  periwigs  breathed 
the  sweetest  essences  of  perfumed  powder.  Talk  of  Araby 
the  Blest  or  Sabsean  odors — pooh !  pooh !  Their  necklaces, 
buttons,  girdles,  earrings,  rings,  stomachers  and  coronets 
glittered  with  all  the  jewels  of  the  East,  and  their  faces 
shone  with  all  the  pigments  and  figments  of  the  western 
world.  Nothing  could  be,  indeed,  more  delightful  than 
the  whole  assembly ;  though  I  should  be  very  sorry  to  sec 
and  smell  the  great  majority  of  them  just  now,  rotting  in 
their  coffins  and  half  eaten  up  by  worms.  I  meau,  of 
course,  such  of  them  as  did  not  die  in  the  odor  of  sanctity, 
and  were  not  embalmed  in  spice  and  frankincense,  as  all 
noble  and  right  honorable  persons  ought  to  be  ;  for  these 
earth  vermin  are  odious  to  think  of  by  all  who  have  aristo- 
cratic tastes  or  habits.  For  my  own  part  I  hope  to  be 
burned  on  a  pyre  like  a  phoenix,  and  so  give  the  elements 
the  benefit  of  mj^  remains — stap  my  vitals  ! 

There  they  were,  and  oh !  how  brilliant !  Talk  of  Para- 
dise, prate  of  Elysium,  brag  of  Valhalla,  expatiate  on 
Yaikoontha,  the  Hesperides,  Hybrazil,  the  Golden  Islands, 
the  heaven  of  Indra,  the  gardens  of  Shedad  or  Mohammed 
. — the  whole  thing  would  be  absurd.  Never  was  there  seen 
a  more  grand  and  gorgeous  assembly.  Lord  Somers,  the 
chancellor,  left  the  lady  with  whom  he  was  living  in  open 
defiance  of  the  seventh  commandment  and  came ;  is  it  not 
Horry  Walpole  who  calls  him  "  one  of  those  divine  men 
who,  like  a  chapel  in  a  palace,  remain  unprofaned  while  all 
the  rest  is  tyranny,  corruption  and  folly."  Well,  this 
"divine  man  "  was  there,  and  the  place  was  redolent  of  his 
purity  and  divinity.  His  great  curly  wig  flowed  over  his 
heavy  sensual  face  and  great  gloating  eyes,  and  gave  one 
any  thing  but  an  idea  of  divineness.  But  hath  not  Horry 
said  it,  and  did  not  the  king  and  parliament  and  twenty 
writers  of  that  lie  called  history,  proclaim  it  in  highways 


G8  EDWARD    WORTLEY     MONTAGU. 

and  byways,  and  who  shall  breathe  dissent  ?  Daniel  Finch, 
Earl  of  Nottingham,  was  there  ;  they  called  him  "  Dismal," 
and  a  dismal  old  frog  he  was.  Being  too  old  for  politics 
he  was  making  a  sacrifice  to  God  of  the  devil's  leavings, 
and  had  taken  to  theology.  Earl  of  Suffolk  was  there,  but 
he  I  think  was  deranged,  as  most  of  the  Howards  are ;  but 
he  did  not  bring  his  mad  work  called  "  Musarum  Delicia?, 
ideas  supposed  to  be  written  two  thousand  years  ago  by 
an  Asiatic  Poet,"  though  I  am  glad  to  say  he  quoted 
largely  from  it  to  all  whom  he  accosted,  and  thereby  added 
greatly  to  the  hilarity  of  the  evening.  In  fact  this  noble 
bard  realized  to  the  full  his  own  frenzied  description  of  a 
beau,  and  I  think  I  heard  that  profane  wag  Wharton 
pointing  him  out  to  half-a-dozen  women,  and  citing  his  own 
grotesque  verses  descriptive  of  that  wondrous  creature 
called  a  fop.  They  ran  something  in  this  way,  and  I  print 
them  that  they  may  be  preserved,  for  I  fear  none  of  his 
Lordship's  works  will  ever  reach  "  Prince  Posterity." 

Adorned  with  silks  and  a  huge  flaunting  wig, 
He  proudly  tramps  and  looks  most  vastly  big; 
Struts  like  an  actor  on  the  G-allic  stage, 
And  boasts  himself  example  of  the  age, 
Though  by  his  leave  there  should  a  difference  bo 
Betwixt  rude  fops  and  these  of  high  degree. 
A  lord  in  rich  embroidery  may  shine, 
Which  for  a  ninny  would  be  much  too  fine. 
Yet  let  the  saucy  fop  gold  laces  wear, 
On  him  they  will  but  tinsel-like  appear. 
And  as  the  learned  Erasmus  says,  an  ape 
An  ape  will  be,  though  tissue  clothe  his  shape; 
So  Hewett  for  the  beau  may  garments  frame, 
The  value  of  his  mind  is  still  the  same. 

Lord  Macclesfield  came  up  especially  from  Staffordshire 
and  figured  among  the  party.  He  had  been  found  guilty 
of  the  grossest  corruption,  fined  £30,000  and  his  name 
erased,  by  the  King  himself,  from  the  list  of  Privy  Coun- 
cillors ;  but  what  was  that  ?  It  had  been  popularly  said 
at  his  trial  before  the  House  of  Lords,  that  the  county 
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of  Stafford  had  produced  the  three  greatest  rogues  and 
scoundrels  of  the  age,  Jack  Sheppard,  Jonathan  Wilde, 
and  Lord  Macclesfield ;  hut  what  was  that  ?  A  flea  bite, 
nothing  more.  Did  it  exclude  him  from  fashionable  soci- 
ety ?  Oh,  dear  no !  There  he  was,  with  plenty  of  money, 
a  peerage,  and  I  don't  know  what ;  certainly  with  plenty 
of  people  ready  and  willing  to  flatter  him  as  another  Cato 
of  Utica,  a  Socrates  wrongfully  accused  by  Anytus,  an 
Aristides  who  was  ostracised  only  because  he  was  so  just. 
Lord  Chief  Justice  Raymond,  who  was  ready  to  hang  any 
man  at  the  bidding  of  Walpole  or  the  Bishops,  was  there 
also,  and  a  brave  and  noble  magistrate  he  was.  Any  one 
who  looked  into  his  eyes  could  see  that  they  were  intense 
with  roguery,  sneaking,  meanness,  and  servility;  but  what 
of  that?  He  was  Lord  Chief  Justice  of  the  King's  Bench, 
and  so,  good  reader,  if  that  thou  canst  read,  I  have  no  doubt 
the  wise  public  thought  he  was  infallible,  and  he  himself 
believed  he  was  an  archangel.  But  the  curse  of  God  fell 
upon  him,  as  it  usually  does  upon  gentlemen  of  his  order, 
and  after  accumulating  wealth  all  his  life  by  the  basest 
means,  and  gaining  his  title  by  the  most  degrading  arts, 
he  left  both  to  his  son,  who  dying  without  issue,  the  peer- 
age became  extinct,  and  what  remained  of  the  money  went 
to  the  dogs. 

There  was  Lord  King,  the  son  of  a  Salter  in  Exeter,  who 
even  then  exhibited  marks  of  the  pai-alysis  under  which 
he  subsequently  died,  and  who  bored  everybody  with  his 
absurd  notions,  which  were  as  shallow  as  a  rain  puddle, 
and  not  a  bit  more  agreeable ;  but  he  eat  and  drank  on 
them,  as  if  he  thought  he  could  cheat  the  devil  after  a 
life  of  chicanery,  by  a  finale  of  fanaticism; — and  there  was 
George  Granville,  Lord  Lansdowne,  who  ran  into  the  oppo- 
site extreme  and  was  said  to  have  written  a  poem  on  the 
crucifixion,  in  Hudibrastic  verses,  in  which  the  narratives 
of  Matthew,  Mark,  Luke,  and  John  were  pleasantly  traves- 
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tied  a  la  Scarron.  This  noble  lord  took  especial  delight  in 
hunting  poor  King  and  Dismal  about  like  their  shadows, 
and  disgorging  within  their  hearing  some  of  the  gay,  licen- 
tious, airy  blasphemies  which  were  so  fashionable  a  sport 
in  the  gallant  era  of  Charles  Stuart,  the  second  of  that 
name,  King  of  England,  France,  and  Ireland,  and  strenuous 
Defender  of  the  Christian  Faith.  There  was  the  Earl  of 
Peterborough,  who  made  3'ou  think  of  a  comet,  or  a  fire- 
work, or  a  quill  stuck  full  of  mercury,  so  wild,  erratic,  and 
eccentric  were  all  his  proceedings,  and  I  remember  well 
that  one  of  his  jests  on  this  occasion  was  pinning  the  wig 
of  His  Grace  the  Lord  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  to  the 
wig  of  that  right  reverend  Father  in  God,  the  Lord  Bishop 
of  London,  as  these  two  holy  men  sat  discussing  the  ques- 
tion of  a  pension  on  the  Irish  establishment,  for  one  of  the 
King's  cast-off  mistresses ;  and  when  they  rose  and  moved 
in  opposite  directions  great  was  their  dismay  at  finding 
that  they  unwigged  each  other. 

There  was  Charles  Howard,  Earl  of  Carlisle,  Governor 
and  Captain  of  Windsor  Castle,  with  the  cock-up  nose  and 
maudlin  eye  of  all  that  breed ;  and  Kitty  Sedley,  Duchess 
of  Buckinghamshire,  who  fancied  herself  the  off-shoot  of 
King  James  the  Second.  There  was  Tom  Paget,  who  was 
certainly  insane,  and  Jack  Hervcy,  whom  Pope  immortal- 
ized as  Fanny,  Sporus,  and  I  know  not  what  else.  He 
wore  his  gold  key  as  Yice  Chamberlain  to  Her  Majesty, 
and  talked  smut  to  all  the  ladies  of  rank,  so  that  I  think 
the  old  Duchess  of  Marlborough  was  not  far  from  the  mark 
when  she  called  him  "the  most  wretched  profligate  man 
that  ever  was  born,  besides  ridiculous,  a  painted  face,  and 
not  a  tooth  in  his  head  " — or  a  truth  in  his  heart,  she 
might  have  added.  There  was  the  Earl  of  Gainsborough, 
who  had  just  won  a  large  wager  by  riding  naked  on  a  cow 
through  a  village,  to  the  great  edification  of  his  tenantry 
and  acquaintances,  but  not  at  all  to  his  damage  in  high- 


EDWARD  WORTLEY  MONTAGU.       71 

horn  society,  or  with  the  fair,  fine  women  of  the  fashion ; 
and  there  was  Frances  Thynne,  Duchess  of  Somerset,  a 
short-nosed,  swarthy,  ugly  woman,  who  thought  herself  a 
poetess,  and  delighted  to  be  drawn  with  a  basket  of  flowers, 
a  shepherdess's  crook,  a  crescent  like  Diana,  or  any  thing 
else  absurd,  extravagant,  and  as  she  supposed,  romantic 
and  ideal.  There  was  the  Duke  of  Newcastle,  better  known 
as  Tom  Empty,  and  the  Earl  of  Northington,  who  spoke 
the  language  of  a  costermonger ;  and  would  no  more  use  a 
decent  word  when  he  could  find  an  indecent  one  to  express 
his  thoughts,  than  he  would  have  gone  to  prayers  on  Sun- 
day, or  abstained  from  any  of  his  usual  vices  at  the  request 
of  a  parson  who  wanted  a  living,  and  so  desired  to  appear 
sanctimonious.  There  was  the  Duke  of  St.  Albans,  one  of 
the  weakest  of  men,  and  the  Duke  of  Manchester,  one  of 
the  meanest.  That  blundering  blockhead  Lord  Falmouth  ; 
Lord  Pembroke,  who  could  scarcely  write  his  own  name, 
and  could  certainly  not  read  anybody  else's ;  and  Lady 
Archibald  Hamilton,  who  had  an  unmentionable  place 
about  the  palace,  and  filled  Carlton  House  with  so  many 
Scotch  cousins  that  whenever  Lord  Chesterfield  met  any 
one  there  whom  he  did  not  know,  he  bowed  and  said, 
"Your  humble  servant,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hamilton."  But  is 
it  necessary  to  give  a  catalogue  of  these  noble  and  illus- 
trious persons  ?  I  think  not.  I  leave  it  to  the  man  who 
makes  up  the  fashionable  column  for  the  Gentleman's  Maga- 
zine, so  called  in  irony,  because  I  believe  no  gentleman  yet 
ever  had  any  thing  to  do  with  it. 

The  conversation  of  these  high-bred  and  accomplished 
persons  of  quality  had  all  the  wit,  humor,  and  variety  which 
might  be  expected  from  their  antecedents.  The  politicians 
in  place  got  together,  and  devised  traps  for  the  opposition 
out  of  place;  the  bishops  consulted  about  their  next  fat 
dinner  and  jollification  in  mulled  claret ;  the  lawyers  con- 
sidered what  truckling  course  was  most  likely  to  advance 
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tlicm  a  step  in  the  peerage,  or  get  sinecures  for  their  sons, 
or  commissions  in  the  army  or  navy  for  their  daughters. 
The  simple  noblemen  conferred  about  getting  their  wives 
pensioned  on  the  Irish  establishment,  which  was  then  the 
general  receptacle  of  all  the  infamous  who  were  poor,  but 
had  blood. 

"  By  my  life,"  quoth  Lord  A to  the  Earl  of  B , 

"your  lordship  is  looking  young  again.  You  seem  to 
have  renewed  your  youth  like  the  eagles,  and  no  one  re- 
joices more  than  I  do  at  the  manifest  improvement  in  your 
health." 

"I  am  honored,"  replied  the  Earl,  "by  your  lordship's 
good  wishes,  and  I  certainly  am  glad  to  say  that  I  have 
not  felt  better  for  the  last  twenty  years.  I  am  pleased  also 
that  I  can  return  the  compliment,  for  your  lordship  never 
looked  more  vigorous." 

Now  the  real  thought  in  Lord  A.'s  heart  was  this,  though 
he  did  not  choose  to  express  it,  but  I  could  see  it,  for  I 
read  it  in  his  eyes." 

"  Here  is  that  loathsome  old  voluptuary  B.  How  al> 
surdty  the  fellow  is  dressed  up.  He  apes  the  fashion  of 
youth,  and  no  doubt  fancies  that  he  exhibits  all  the  graces 
of  an  Adonis,  and  is  equally  irresistible  with  the  women, 
while  he  is  in  fact  uglier  than  Silenus  himself.  I  must  tell 
the  old  booby  I  am  glad,  for  his  wines  are  excellent,  and 
his  cook  one  of  the  best." 

And  the  real  answer  that  Earl  B.  ought  to  have  made 
was  this,  for  no  man  knew  the  value  and  sincerity  of  Lord 
A.'s  friendship  better  than  he  did. 

"  This  sneaking  sponge  is  scheming  for  an  invitation  to 
one  of  u\y  little  suppers,  and  I  suppose  I  must  ask  him, 
though  he  has  grown  so  silly  and  decrepid  of  late  that  I 
half  fancy  he  will  go  off  in  a  fit  at  one.  Faith  I  hope  he 
may ;  it  would  be  a  funny  sight  to  see  him  kick  his  last. 
He  makes  me  think  of  the  skeleton  at  the  Egyptian  feast, 
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and  if  he  changes  into  one  at  our  next  meeting,  I  shall 
laugh  heartily." 

"Ah!  my  dear  Tom,"  says  Lord  C.  to  the  Marquis  of 
D.,  "  how  delighted  I  am  to  see  you.  What  news  ? — what 
news  ?     How  is  the  little  Laura  ?" 

"Faith!"  says  the  Marquis,  "she  was  never  better. 
She,  and  I,  and  Jack  Bellamy,  and  Fanny  Flirtaway  had 
a  glorious  night  of  it  last  Wednesday.  We  all  got  drunk 
as  owls.  You  should  have  seen  how  Jack  tossed  and 
tumbled  like  a  posture  master,  till  I  thought  the  women 
would  have  fallen  into  fits.  For  my  own  part  I  laughed 
myself  into  convulsions." 

"And  what  became  of  the  harlequin?" 

"  Why  after  going  through  ten  thousand  evolutions,  the 
last  more  absurd  than  the  one  preceding  it,  the  wine  got 
so  completely  the  upper  hand  of  him  that  he  tumbled  dead 
drunk  under  the  table;  we  emptied  all  the  heel  taps  over 
him,  and  having  baptized  the  fellow  in  choice  Burgundy, 
left  him  there." 

"Exquisite — exquisite.  The  spectacle  must  have  been 
one  for  gods.  And  how  goes  the  affair  with  the  For- 
narina?" 

"  Why  the  unconscionable  little  Papist  asks  five  thou- 
sand pounds  down,  an  annuity  for  her  parents,  a  present 
to  the  father  confessor,  and  a  commission  in  the  Guards 
for  her  youngest  brother." 

"  Oh  !  outrageous  !    Was  ever  heard  of  such  insolence  ?" 

"  Certainly  not,  and  that  is  the  chief  reason  why  I  like 
her  so  well.  I  have  consented  to  all  her  terms  except  the 
last," 

"  But  if  she  persists  on  that  point  ?" 

"  Pooh — pooh  !  she  can't  persist.  By-the-by,  have  yon 
seen  that  ugly  rat  Rutland  here  to-night  ?  If  there  is  any 
man  I  hate  it  is  that  fellow." 
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"I  have  not  seen  him.  I  suppose  he  is  your  rival  with 
the  Fornarina  ?" 

"  Why,  yes — yes;  the  ungainly  coxcomb  is  vain  enough 
to  aspire  to  her ;  but  she  laughs  at  him  in  the  drollest  way, 
and  throws  me  almost  into  hysterics  by  her  mimicry  of 
his  absurd  grimaces.  Only  •fancy,  the  fellow  vows  that 
he  will  leave  his  lawful  wife  and  go  abroad  with  the  For- 
narina, offering  her  a  cottage  and  himself  by  the  Lake  of 
Corno.  She  is  willing  enough  to  take  the  first,  but  the 
last  is  worse  than  a  bolus,  and  so  Rutland  is  in  despair." 

"And  what  does  his  wife  say?" 

"  Why,  like  a  sensible  woman,  she  consoles  herself  with 
Lord  Strut,  and  lets  her  liege  lord  blazon  his  folly  as 
widely  as  he  likes." 

Here  the  object  of  this  amicable  conference,  Rutland  him- 
self, suddenly  appeared — a  tall,  ugly,  thin  man,  resplendent 
with  the  blue  ribbon  of  the  most  noble  order  of  the  garter. 
As  he  approached  our  witty  acquaintances  the  faces  of 
both  brightened  with  the  most  loving  expression  of  refined 
friendship,  and  the  honorable  marquis,  who  had  just  called 
him  "  a  rat,"  and  so  cordially  avowed  his  hatred,  ran  up 
to  him,  and  shaking  him  by  the  hand  cried  out — 

"  My  dear  duke,  I  am  enchanted  to  see  you  here.  How 
is  the  charming  duchess  ?  I  cannot  tell  you  how  dis- 
appointed I  was  at  not  meeting  you  t'other  day  at  Court." 


CHAPTER    VII. 

But  I  grow  tired  of  this  high  life.  True,  it  was  the 
Elysian  Garden  of  Lady  Mary,  as  it  is  of  all  such  people. 
Her  husband  used  her  as  he  used  his  parties,  simply  to 
advance  his  own  interests;  but  what  became  of  either  her 
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x>dy  or  soul  did  not  enter  much  into  his  greedy  thoughts. 
He  knew  well  the  kind  of  people  with  whom  he  was  living; 
she  knew  them  also,  but  she  went  into  this  den  of  serpents 
without  the  slightest  heed  or  care  as  to  what  she  was 
doing ;  and  he  let  her  do  so  without  the  least  compunction 
in  his  heart  whether  she  conquered  or  was  crushed  in  the 
detestable  battle  that  was  waged  between  good  and  evil. 
They  met  perhaps  once  a  quarter.  As  a  general  rule  my 
lather  lived  wholly  in  town,  and  my  lady  was  banished  to 
Twickenham  to  do  as  she  liked;  but  when  the  era  of  balls, 
dinners  and  parties  was  on,  she  was  then  brought  to 
Cavendish  Square,  to  preside  over  his  table,  and  play  the 
amiable  hostess  ;  after  which  she  was  again  scornfully  dis- 
missed to  the  banks  of  the  Thames ;  living  there  on  a 
stated  allowance  ;  saving  out  of  her  sister's  annuity ;  and 
doing  the  duty  of  an  obedient  drudge ;  for  resistance  or 
rebellion  against  Mr.  Montagu  never  once  seems  to  have 
entered  into  her  thoughts.  Not  that  she  wanted  the  will. 
No,  by  the  gods  !  that  woman  dared  not.  He  held  her  by 
some  invisible  iron  chain.  He  was  the  master  of  her  soul, 
the  despot  of  her  destiny;  and  though  she  absolutely 
loathed  him,  she  trembled  at  his  very  name.  He  himself 
vegetated  in  London  on  fifty  or  sixty  pounds  a  year,  and 
never  wrote  to  her,  or  seemed  even  to  think  that  such  a 
person  existed,  except  when  quarter  day  came,  and  then 
lie  was  painfully  reminded  of  her  vitality.  I  often  wonder 
whether  he  hated  or  despised  her  most ;  but  I  think  the 
latter  was  his  predominant  feeling. 

Figure  to  yourself,  this  clever,  handsome,  passionate 
woman,  whom  all  other  mortals  of  the  male  sex  courted, 
and  all  other  goddesses  of  the  female  sex  envied,  thus  flung 
carelessly  upon  the-world  ;  and  if  you  can  fancy  the  boiling 
pit  of  Tartarus,  with  ten  million  conflicting  damned  souls, 
you  can  then  form  some  idea  of  the  seething  cauldron  of 
her  heart.     I  don't  say  it  was  right  in  my  father  to  treat 
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his  wife  so,  but  he  had  his  own  reasons,  and  he  was  no 
fool.  I  have  no  doubt  he  acted  on  the  firmest  conviction 
that  he  was  behaving  properly ;  and  he  was  one  of  those 
snake-blooded  people  who  do  not  make  up  their  minds  to 
an  energetic  course  until  after  a  long  series  of  dubitations, 
but  who  when  they  are  resolved  are  as  inflexible  as  cold 
steel. 

These  meetings  were  like  the  clash  of  two  ice-bergs ; 
they  parted  without,  on  his  side,  even  the  decency  of  a 
farewell ;  though  my  lady  alwa}rs  kept  up  appearances,  and 
smiled  and  shook  hands  with  apparent  fervor,  which  did 
not  deceive  her  lord,  though  I  suppose  she  vainly  hoped 
it  would.  lie  never  even  affected  to  look  her  in  the  face, 
but  shunned  her  gaze  as  if  it  were  something  odious  and 
repulsive.  Yet  she  complained  not.  She  did  not  venture 
even  to  remonstrate.  In  my  own  opinion  he  would  have 
acted  much  more  mercifully  if  he  had  racked  or  bowstrung 
her  at  once,  according  to  approved  Eastern  fashion  ;  but 
our  rascalty  laws  prevent  this  course — and  why  ?  Why, 
that  we  ma}r  torment  our  women  to  death,  and  make  their 
entire  lives  a  hell  upon  earth,  instead  of  disposing  of  them 
quickly,  which  is  the  benevolent  Turkish  mode.  Such 
favorites  are  women  with  the  laws  of  England ;  such  cruel 
powers  are  given  to  their  husbands  in  that  favored  land. 

I  have  described  one  scene  with  Congreve,  the  nature  of 
which  the  wise  may  conjecture.  We  saw  little  of  him  after 
that.  lie  got  tired  of  what  appeared  to  be  a  vain  pursuit, 
and  took  up  with  the  mad  Duchess  of  Marlborough,  who 
had  her  father's  hot  blood,  without  one  particle  of  the  cool 
judgment  which  guided  or  restrained  it.  To  her  he  left 
his  fortune,  while  his  near  relations  starved  in  Stafford- 
shire. Let  me  now  paint  another,  and  the  last  of  these 
meetings  which  I  mean  to  describe.  It  was  with  Pope,  who 
still  persisted  in  his  folly,  notwithstanding  the  repulse  of 
his  dear  friend.     The  world   has   often   asked   itself  the 
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cause  of  these  terrible  feuds  which  afterwards  raged  so 
violently  between  Lady  Mary  and  the  moral  bard  1  Many 
suspected,  many  invented,  none  knew.  But  it  shall  be  no 
longer  ignorant.  I  was  an  accidental  witness  of  the  thing, 
and  here  it  is  developed  and  detailed. 

Suppose  yourself  at  Twickenham,  0  reader  of  a  future 
century,  in  the  golden  autumn  of  It 24.  We  inhabit  a 
pretty  villa  by  the  river  side  ;  the  swans  are  sailing  up  and 
down;  the  silver  clouds  float  lazily  over  the  bine  arch;  the 
sun  is  bright  with  eastern  splendor;  the  air  is  balmy  with 
the  breath  of  flowers.  My  father  is,  as  usual,  in  London  ; 
he  has  not  seen  my  mother  for  I  know  not  how  many  days, 
or  weeks,  or  perhaps  months,  though  she  has  incessantly 
sought  him  in  Cavendish  Square.  Pope  has  written  her  an 
enraptured  letter,  and  has  promised  us  the  distinguished 
honor  of  a  visit.  My  lady  is  in  her  best  brocade,  awaiting 
him  in  the  garden,  and  I  am  playing  with  some  china 
monsters  in  a  room  that  overlooks  the  sparkling  river. 
Suddenly  I  see  a  small,  distorted  man,  with  a  lean,  haggard, 
monkey  face,  blearing  eyes,  scarcely  any  hair,  a  thin, 
straight  nose,  and  coarse  mouth,  striding  with  a  long  and 
splay  foot  up  the  walk ;  his  back  is  bent,  his  body  crooked, 
his  lingers  long  and  like  a  vulture's  claws,  his  smile  satiri- 
cal, hollow,  and  sardonic,  and  his  whole  appearance  that  of 
an  obscene  bird  of  ill  omen.  He  is  dressed  in  a  black  velvet 
suit,  and  leans  on  a  gold-headed  cane.  This  is  Alexander- 
Pope,  the  great  laureate  of  the  fashionable  world,  the 
Horace  of  the  eighteenth  century,  the  ape-Apollo  of  the 
fair  and  frivolous. 

My  lady  went  to  meet  him,  and  received  him  with  an 
easy  grace.  He  bowed  with  all  the  air  of  a  polished  cour- 
tier of  the  highest  fashion  ;  his  hat  was  in  his  hand,  his 
head  bent,  and  his  eyes  expressed  respect  and  deference. 
A  faint  smile  passed  over  his  pale  features,  and  after  a  brief 
parley  they  approached  the  room  where   I  was    playing. 
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Suddenly,  by  some  mischance,  I  tumbled  over  one  of  my 
lady's  most  beloved  monsters  ;  the  image  fell,  and  the  head 
was  knocked  off.  I  almost  heard  the  footsteps  at  the  door. 
Dreading  a  scene  such  as  I  had  more  than  once  witnessed, 
and  a  well-boxed  pair  of  ears,  such  as  1  had  more  than  once 
felt,  I  picked  up  the  broken  china,  and,  with  a  heart  beat- 
ing quickly,  took  refuge  behind  a  painted  screen,  which 
masked  one  of  my  lady's  favorite  corners.  Scarcely  had  I 
ensconced  myself  than  the  door  opened,  and  Lady  Mary, 
accompanied  by  the  cringing,  flattering  dwarf,  whom  all 
England  delighted  to  honor,  made  her  appearance.  He 
had  evidently  squeezed  her  hand,  or  made  some  other 
overture,  for  I  could  see  her  face  was  more  suffused  than 
usual.  He  led  her  to  a  sofa,  and  seated  himself  beside  her. 
He  was  silent  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  began  as  fol- 
lows, in  a  low  and  deep  voice,  which  bore  at  least  the  sound 
of  earnestness.  I  could  see  and  hear  from  my  nook ;  the 
scene  impressed  itself  indelibly  on  my  mind.  Even  then 
I  began  to  look  with  hatred  on  the  sickening  little  troll, 
with  all  his  rhyming  art. 

"  Not  written,  or  sent,  or  visited,"  says  the  gentleman. 
"  What  can  possibly  detain  him  ?  Why  is  he  blind  to  the 
brightest  sun  ?" 

"I  suppose  he  is  no  worse  than  all  3'our  statesmen  and 
politicians,"  answered  my  lady.  "  I  scarcely  ever  yet  knew 
one  of  them  that  was  not  an  owl.  They  are  so  wrapped  up 
in  their  own  little  dark  plots  that  they  can  see  nothing  else 
in  the  world." 

"  Then  it  is  37oiir  ladyship's  opinion  that  love  has  taken 
refuge  with  poets  alone?"  said  Pope,  after  a  brief  pause. 

"I  have  scarcely  any  opinion,"  answered  she,  "about 
what  does  not  exist." 

"What,"  cries  the  other,  "do  I  live  to  hear  the  most 
beautiful  woman  in  England  negative  the  existence  of  the 
universal  passion  ?" 
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"  I  have  found  it  a  universal  fable,"  answered  she ;  "  I 
have  heard  much  of  the  thing-,  but  have  never  seen  it  in 
actual  life.  I  have  read  of  it,  I  have  been  told  of  it — nay, 
why  should  I  deny  that  it  has  even  been  professed  to  my- 
self, with  many  an  ardent  oath;  but  I  know  that  they  who 
were  most  loud  in  their  declarations  sought  simply  their 
own  amusement,  or  to  indulge  their  vanity.  I  could  read 
selfishness  in  their  eyes,  and  see  the  hollowness  of  their 
false  hearts,  though  they  thought  I  could  not." 

"  Your  ladyship  should  not  judge  of  all  mankind,"  says 
Pope,  "by  such  specimens  of  it  as  you  saw  at  Pari-  or 
Vienna.  There  are  men  who  truly  love,  and  who  would 
devote  the  whole  of  their  existence  to  her  whom  they 
adore." 

The  lying  pigmy]  Sow  came  he  to  know  this?  Cer- 
tainly not  from  within. 

"Are  there '/"said  my  lady.  "What  a  pity  it  is  that 
they  are  not  exhibited!  The  whole  female  world  would 
flock  to  see  that  wonder  of  wonders — a  faithful  lover." 

A  faint  blush  passed  over  the  siekly  features  of  the  poet. 
He  then  resumed.  I  could  see  my  lady  play  with  him  as 
a  cat  plays  with  a  mouse. 

"I  know  a  man,"  said  he,  "who  loves,  and  loves  devot- 
edly. The  woman  he  worships  is  the  pride  and  glory  of 
her  sex.  She  is  more  beautiful  than  this  splendid  seen-'  of 
stream  and  wood  on  which  we  now  gaze;  she  is  more 
bright  than  the  sky  lit  with  sunshine.  Her  wit  is  like  the 
diamond;  her  manners  enchant;  her  smile,  her  thoughts, 
her  words  are  music.  Unfortunately  for  him,  another  owns 
her,  who  prizes  her  not  at  all,  and  she  has  never  yet  given 
her  admirer  more  than  soft  words, and,  perhaps, at  times  a 
look  on  which  he  lives.  Yet  this  man — will  you  tell  me 
that  he  does  not  love?" 

My  lady  looked  at  the  absurd  dwarf.  She  knew  well 
whom  and  what  he  meant,  but  she  remembered   that   she 
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was  a  duke's  daughter,  and  that  it  was  a  linen-draper's 
son  who  ventured  to  talk  in  this  mad  way.  She  had 
amused  herself  with  his  foil}-,  and  pla3Ted  with  hirn — poor 
wriggling  trout — until  he  was  fairly  hooked,  and  thought 
himself  secure  of  the  gilded  fly.  It  was  a  fine  tiling,  a 
polite  thing — and  this  woman  was  a  subtle  deviser — to  have 
Alexander  Pope  celebrating  her  in  prose  and  poetry,  dan- 
gling in  her  train,  and  telling  the  world  how  beautiful,  and 
great,  and  wise  she  was.  It  was  convenient  to  use  him  as 
her  flying  newsman,  to  extend  her  praises,  and  make  her 
loving  friends  grow  pale  with  envy.  But  this  was  all  my 
lady  ever  contemplated  from  him.  Had  he  been  a  handsome 
lord  !  Well !  She  never  dreamed  the  poet  was  so  selfish 
as  to  demand  a  quid  pro  quo  for  all  this  fine  sentiment. 
She  now  looked  at  him  with  the  air  of  a  vestal,  as  if  she 
was  unable  to  comprehend  how  any  man  could  love  a  mar- 
ried woman ;  as  if  she  had  not  that  very  day  penned  to 
Lady  Pomfret  a  letter  all  profligacy  and  scandal ;  but  her 
air  did  not  deceive  her  companion,  who  was  as  quick  and 
keen  as  a  weasel  or  a  ferret,  and,  indeed,  at  this  moment 
he  gave  me  a  vivid  idea  of  one  or  both.  For  I  began  to 
hate  him,  with  a  child's  passion.  I  could  feel  my  blood 
boil,  and  my  veins  throb.  I  longed  to  rush  out  and  brain 
him  with  the  broken  monster,  which,  by  the  way,  seemed 
much  handsomer  than  this  enamored  minstrel. 

"  How  can  this  wretch,"  I  thought,  "dare  to  talk  in  this 
way  in  my  presence?     Am  I  not  her  son — her  guardian  ?" 

I  forgot  that  I  was  an  infant,  and  unseen. 

"And  who,"  inquired  my  lady,  "may  this  wonderful 
man  be  f" 

"You  see  him  before  you,"  answered  the  poet,  in  a  low, 
deep  tone,  and  with  an  earnest  look,  that  had  all  the  ap- 
pearance of  reality — the  devil  under  an  angel's  sem- 
blance. 

"Lor!  bless  me!"  she  answered,  "I  never  should  have 
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thought  it.  I  supposed  that  Swift  and  Fernior,  your  grotto 
and  the  muses,  were  all  }~ou  cared  for." 

"Ah,"  said  he,  "you  do  not  know  my  heart.  Would 
that  you  did !" 

But  Lady  Mary  knew  it  well.  She  had  seen  into  the 
little  dirty  nook ;  she  had  probed  its  inmost  depths  ;  she 
saw  vanity,  falsehood,  scorn,  and  selfishness  in  that  deep, 
hollow  cavern,  which  the  poet  now  pretended  was  all  her 
own  ;  she  knew  that  all  he  was  telling  or  had  told  her  was 
a  lie,  gotten  by  heart,  and  repeated  to  half  a  score  of  silly, 
pretty  women  by  this  Devil  on  Two  Sticks  of  a  bard. 

"  You  talk,"  said  he,  "of  Swift,  as  if  there  could  be  any 
real  sympathy  between  that  misanthropist  and  m}Tself. 
You  speak  of  Fermor,  but  she  thinks  only  of  Lord  Petre, 
who  is  but  half  a  man;  of  the  muses,  but  I  care  not  for 
them ;  of  my  grotto,  but  I  find  no  pleasure  in  it. 

"Ah,  friend  !  'tis  true,  this  truth  you  lovers  know, 
In  vain  my  structures  rise,  my  gardens  grow, 
In  vnin  fair  Thames  reflects  the  double  scenes, 
Of  hnnging  mountains  and  of  sloping  greens; 
Joy  lives  not  here  ;  to  happier  seats  it  flies, 
And  only  dwells  where  Wortley  casts  her  eyes." 

The  hateful  little  hatter  murmured  this  in  a  way  irre- 
sistibly comical.  I  have  no  doubt  he  thought  it  would  be 
pathetic  in  the  extreme;  but  Lucretia  was  not  more  insen- 
sible to  the  name  of  Tarquin  than  Lady  Mary  was  to  the 
raptures  of  her  misshapen  admirer.  She  affected  to  listen 
with  surprise,  and  still  to  wonder  who  he  meant.  The 
laid  took  hope.  He  had  ventured  thus  far,  and  had  not 
been  brained  with  her  ladyship's  fan,  or  given  over  to  the 
kicks  of  John  Footman. 

"  Charming  Lady  Mary,"  he  cried,  "  can  you,  indeed,  be 
ignorant  of  her  who  is  the  bright  morning  star  of  my  heart 
and  love;  on  whom  my  thoughts  and  feelings  have  dwelled 
for  years ;  who  came  before  me  like  a  radiant  vision  of 
youth  in  the  dark  Hades  of  London  life,  and  filled  me  with 
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her  presence  like  a-  splendor?  Oh  !  how  I  have  loved  yon, 
and  longed  to  tell  3*011  so — dreamed  of  yon  when  yon  were 
afar  off;  lived  upon  j-our  image  ;  panted  to  behold  yon  once 
again,  and  to  ponr  forth  the  passion  of  my  life.  Your  por- 
trait by  Kneller,  which  I  have  hung  up  opposite  to  where  I 
always  sit,  is  but  a  poor  substitute  for  her  whom  I  adore. 
(Jive  me  but  }rour  heart,  and  believe  me  to  be  wholly 
yours." 

And  the  writhing  imp  absolutely  fell  on  his  knees  before 
her. 

But  here  an  event  happened,  the  most  unromantic  pos- 
sible. The  little  man  was  never  vigorous;  he  was  at  this 
time  weak  in  health  and  feeble  about  the  knees,  though  he 
professed  love  like  Hercules  himself.  As  he  slipped  grace- 
fully to  the  fair  feet  of  his  princess,  he  fell  on  the  floor  and 
sprawled  before  her  in  the  most  undignified  manner.  He 
even  rolled.  It  Avas  as  if  Nemesis  had  knocked  the  lying 
little  baboon  on  the  head  in  pure  spite.  This  was  too 
much  for  Lady  Mary.  That  keen  sense  of  the  ludicrous, 
which  no  woman  ever  possessed  in  greater  perfection,  was 
immediately  called  into  phi}-.  The  contrast  between  the 
impassioned  poet  and  the  sprawling,  rolling  manikin  on 
the  carpet,  who  looked  all  confusion  and  mortification, 
appeared  so  striking,  that  she  burst  into  a  loud  fit  of  un- 
feeling laughter,  which  sounded  in  Alexander's  ear  like  his 
death-knell.  The  woman  who  could  thus  sport  with  his 
deformity  he  knew  at  once  never  could  be  his.  The  blood 
rushed  to  his  very  eyes — not  red,  but  black,  envenomed, 
yellow,  snaky  blood.  He  raged  and  writhed  like  a  mad- 
man. He  sought  to  scramble  to  his  legs,  in  some  imp-like 
fashion,  but  failed,  and  his  appealing  glance  to  my  lady 
for  assistance  was  answered  onhy  by  another  burst  of  ring- 
ing laughter.  The  bell  sounded,  a  servant  entered,  and 
with  ill-concealed  mockery — perhaps  he  had  been  listening 
. — lifted  up  the  nightingale  of  Twickenham.     No  word  did 
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lie  speak — I  suppose  lie  could  not.  He  did  not  bow  or 
look  farewell ;  but  hastened  out  of  the  room  with  a  fury 
gnawing  his  heart.  My  lady's  clear  and  silvery  laugh 
accompanied  his  flight,  and  goaded  him  like  a  poisoned 
arrow.  Never  was  a  love  scene  ended  so  ridiculously.  As 
he  hobbled  down  the  garden,  he  could  hear  her  singing, 

"Cease,  fond  shepherd,  cease  desiring 

What  you  never  can  enjoy ; 
She  derides  your  vain  aspiring, 

She  to  all  your  sex  is  coy. 
Cunning-  Damon  once  pursued  her, 

Yet  she  never  would  incline; 
Strephon,  too,  as  vainly  wooed  her, 

Though  his  flocks  are  more  than  thine." 

And  here  her  silvery  scornful  laughter  rang  again. 

Pope  turned  round ;  there  was  a  grinning  devil  in  his  face. 

"Woman!"  he  cried  out,  "vile,  heartless,  deceitful! 
You  shall  rue  this  to  the  end  of  time.  I  will  cover  your 
name  with  ignominy  ;  I  will  unmask  your  profligacy  before 
the  world.  What !  you,  the  woman  of  the  seraglio,  the 
jest  of  Wharton,  the  deceiver  of  your  husband,  the  plun- 
derer of  Ruremonde,  the  gambler  on  the  Exchange,  with 
every  foul  conceit  abiding  in  your  heart,  vicious  as  a 
Roman  empress,  corrupt  in  every  thought  that  passes 
through  your  brain — think  3-011  that  I  did  not  know  you 
as  3-011  are  1  Yea,  I  did,  indeed ;  and  so  shall  the  world 
see."  And,  shaking  his  fist,  he  turned  round,  while  Lady 
Mary  still  laughed ;  but  her  mirth  now  seemed  hollow  and 
feigned. 

And  now  all  was  over  between  this  amiable  pair.  They 
never  again  met  as  friends,  but  always  as  deadly  enemies, 
each  bent  as  if  on  the  ruin  of  the  other.  The  poet  lam- 
pooned the  lady;  the  angry  fair  one  libelled  the  poet. 
Pope  invented  lies  and  gave  them  circulation.  My  mother 
was  equally  fertile  in  calumny  and  cunning.  Both  parties 
were  to  blame;  he,  for  laboring  as  lie  had,  to  withdraw  a 
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wedded  dame  from  her  loyalty ;  she  for  even  appearing  to 
encourage  his  base  pursuits.  An  accident  had  foiled  him, 
and  perhaps  preserved  her,  for  the  momeut,  at  least,  from 
him.  The  labors  of  years  had  vanished  in  a  trice.  For 
any  one  who  has  read  his  letters  to  Lady  Mary,  written 
while  she  was  abroad,  and  after  her  return  home,  can  have 
but  one  feeling,  and  that  must  be  of  mingled  scorn  and 
disgust  for  this  puling  hunch-back,  who  omitted  no  art  of 
flattery  or  insinuation  to  debauch  her  heart  and  poison  her 
mind,  and  make  her  an  easj'  prey  to  his  advances.  I  have 
read  them  over  and  over  again,  as  they  have  been  copied 
into  one  of  her  note-books ;  and  at  each  perusal  my  heart 
was  lire.  Had  I  been  able  at  this  moment,  pitiless  for  his 
discomfiture,  I  could  have  torn  him  in  pieces.  But  I  was 
so  thunderstruck  at  the  scene  that  I  was  speechless.  I 
suppose  I  made  some  noise,  for  all  that  I  recollect  next  was 
seeing  my  mother  stand  before  me,  with  rage  in  her  eyes, 
and  flame  flashing  out  of  every  feature.  I  was  covered 
with  confusion.  I  pointed  to  the  broken  monster,  but  she 
evidently  believed  that  I  had  deliberately  concealed  myself. 
From  that  moment  till  her  death  she  detested  me.  She 
did  not  speak,  she  did  not  pause  to  think,  but  with  one 
blow  felled  me  to  the  floor. 


CHAPTER    VIII. 

My  father's  house  Avas  now  no  more  a  home  for  me.  I 
was  sent  to  school,  oh  !  terrible  reminiscence.  Now  began 
my  days  and  nights  of  miseiT.  For  the  silvery  river,  the 
green  leasowe,  the  garden,  wood,  or  bower,  1  was  immersed 
in  a  horrid  dungeon,  flogged  by  a  detestable  wretch,  whose 
name  was  Casey,  and  who  as  he  laid  the  lash  over  my  back, 
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grinned  with  a  fiend's  delight,  till  the  fire  leaped  out  of  his 
dark  eyes.  Every  morning  regularly  I  was  stripped  to  ray 
shirt,  hoisted  on  the  hack  of  a  boy,  and  belabored  with  a 
cane,  till  my  shrieks  re-echoed  through  the  long  room,  and 
I  writhed  in  bloody  agony.  When  I  complained  to  my 
mother,  I  got  no  sympathy,  but  a  cool  assurance  that  if  I 
were  not  so  great  a  rascal,  dunce  and  liar,  I  should  fare 
better.  I  was  not  alone,  indeed,  in  my  misery.  Our  school 
was  a  field  of  blood.  We  suffered  like  galley-slaves  under 
the  whip,  and  were  fiends  and  tyrants  to  one  another.  It 
was  horrible  to  hear  our  cries  and  screams  when  the  hour 
of  torture  came;  but  we  might  as  well  have  attempted  to 
melt  the  marble  sphynx  of  Egypt  into  sj'mpathy  as  this 
hardened  cannibal,  Casey,  whose  name  I  thus  preserve  in 
pickle  as  an  example  to  future  pedagogues. 

One  day,  as  I  suppose,  I  had  been  more  indolent  than 
usual,  and  the  master  was  determined  to  make  an  example 
of  me.  The  fact  was  I  was  sick  of  my  life,  and  I  scarcely 
cared  to  learn  a  lesson.  When  I  knew,  it  well,  I  got  no 
praise;  Avhen  I  knew  it  indifferently,  I  was  mercilessly 
flogged.  It  was  a  lesson  in  English  Grammar,  wholly  un- 
interesting to  the  mind  of  a  bo}r.  And  I  had  now  fed  my 
fancy  on  works  of  imagination — "The  Seven  Champions 
of  Christendom,"  "The  History  of  Prince  Arthur,"  and 
the  marvellous  adventures  of  "Robinson  Crusoe;"  so  that 
it  required  something  more  entertaining  than  nouns,  pro- 
nouns, or  prepositions,  their  rise,  history  and  use,  to  im- 
press any  thing  about  them  upon  my  memor}'.  Casey 
prepared  himself  for  the  task.  He  pulled  up  his  coat-cuffs, 
and  exposed  his  great  heavy  hands  and  wrists,  which  were 
not  very  clean.  He  wielded  a  large  flexible  cane,  which 
was  four  feet  long.  I  was,  as  usual,  commanded  to  strip. 
I  did  so,  for  resistance  was  useless,  and  I  was  subdued  and 
tamed  into  a  negro's  submissiveness.  I  was  then  hoisted 
on  the  back  of  the  strongest  and  biggest  boy  in  the  school. 
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The  first  lash  shot  through  my  tender  frame  as  I  have  seen 
a  mighty  wave  leap  upon  a  small  ship,  until  every  plank 
quivers  with  the  dreadful  shoek,  and  she  seems  to  have  got 
her  death-blow.  So  ran  that  thrill  through  every  muscle, 
vein  and  fibre.  I  quivered  beneath  it.  A  fierce  delight 
appeared  to  animate  and  nerve  Casey's  arm.  He  flogged 
and  flogged  apparently  forever,  until  the  boy  on  whose 
back  I  was  at  length  flung  me  down,  and  saying  he  would 
serve  no  longer,  escaped  into  a  corner.  I  fell  on  the  floor; 
Casey  still  struck  me  savagely.  I  clung  about  his  legs  and 
knees;  I  screamed,  I  implored  mercy;  I  made  a  thousand 
promises.  Frenz3r  seemed  to  seize  him.  He  would  not,  or 
he  could  not  cease.     The  whole  demon  was  upon  him. 

At  length  I  fainted  ;  I  foamed  at  the  mouth.  I  remained 
senseless  for  an  boar.  I  was  subsequently  told  that  Casey 
then  got  frightened,  and  bathed  my  head  and  limbs  with 
cold  water  and  other  restoratives,  but  in  vain.  I  was 
carried  home  on  a  litter  and  lay  in  bed  for  several  weeks, 
not  quite  sane,  as  I  have  since  heard — certainly  with  only 
a  dim  recollection  of  what  I  had  endured.  Nature  took 
compassion  on  me,  and  dipped  the  horrid  scene  in  Lethe. 
My  mother  never  came  near  me  after  the  first  day.  She 
said  it  was  only  what  a  dunce  and  a  liar  deserved,  and  I 
was  left  wholly  to  the  care  of  servants.  I  verily  believe 
she  would  have  sent  me  back  again  when  I  recovered,  but 
one  of  her  sisters,  my  Aunt  Evelyn,  interposed ;  and  I  was 
rescued,  almost  by  chance,  from  the  fangs  of  this  accursed 
wretch. 

A  brief  interval  now  passed  before  I  was  again  sentenced 
to  hell.  Alas !  that  it  should  have  been  so  brief.  I 
lingered  by  the  sunny  banks  and  watched  the  fish  disport- 
ing. I  wished  to  join  them.  They  had  no  lessons,  no 
grammar,  no  pedagogues  among  them.  I  did  not  know  or 
think  that  even  they  had  their  tormentors,  their  Caseys  in 
the  shape  of  pikes.     They  seemed  so  happy  in  the  sun  that 
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I  have  often  felt  tempted  to  leap  in  and  join  in  their  play. 
Again  I  looked  up  into  the  sky.     The  birds  sang;  every 
blooming  spray  danced,  to  their  delight ;  their  whole  hearts 
seemed  bursting  with  ecstacy.     I  went  over  my  favorite 
books  of  adventure  and  romance,  and  from  their  contrast 
with  the  jail  from  which  I  had  been  rescued,  derived  a 
novel  interest.     I  fancied  n^self  a  hero,  a  knight,  a  prince, 
an  enchanted  wanderer  in  enchanted  lands.     What  marvel- 
lous exploits  I  performed ;  what  castles  I  besieged,  what 
giants  I  slew ;  what  royal  damsels  I  delivered  from  bond- 
age.     The  whole  earth  possessed  not  such  a  hero ;    the 
whole  of  Christendom  resounded  with  my  gloiy.     I  was 
the  favorite  champion  of  all  the  feeble.     I  was  the  honored 
guest  of  kings  and  emperors  ;  magicians  trembled  at  my 
name  ;  the  most  fell  enchanters  owned  their  weakness  when 
in  my  golden   armor  I  appeared,  and  thundered  at  their 
brazen  forts  or  battlements  of  steel.     Suddenly  these  faerie 
dreams  Avere  dispelled,  and  I  was  again  informed  that  I 
must  prepare  for  school.     Horror  seized  me.     I  felt  like 
Job  when  that   Spirit  which  made  the   hair  of  his  flesh 
stand  up  passed  before  his  eyes — "  Fear  came  upon  me 
and  trembling,  which  made  all  my  bones  shake."     I  had 
five  guineas  in  my  pocket — the  wealth  of  Croesus  to  a  boy 
— with  which    I    immediately   made    a   flight   to    Oxford. 
This  was  in  1725.     I  found  myself  in  the  High  street.     It 
was  fair  time.     The  place  was  filled  with  booths,  puppet 
shows  and  menageries,  and  seemed  to  offer  an  inexhaus- 
tible source  of  joy.     As  I  was  gazing  on  these  wonders,  a 
tall  youth,  with  a  merry  eye  and  lip,  a  long  nose,  and  an 
arch  smile,  came  up  and  said,  "  Hallo !  Wortley,  what  are 
you  doing  here  ?" — dragged  me  away  into  one  of  the  pup- 
pet shows.      It  was  m\r  cousin,   Harry   Fielding,   then  a 
youth,  only  a  little  older  than  myself,  who  had  made  a 
nearly  similar  escape  from  Eton,  but  with  not  so  well  filled 
a  purse.     We  both  recounted  our  adventures  to  each  other, 
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and  laughed  heartily  at  the  fancied  dismay  of  our  parents. 
We  went  from  show  to  show,  devouring  ginger-bread,  nuts 
and  apples,  until  we  were  entirely  gorged;  Fielding  draw- 
ing on  me  as  if  I  were  old  Drummond  the  goldsmith,  and 
Bcattering  about  our  silver  among  the  columbines  and 
clowns — the  former  of  whom  he  kissed  and  cuddled  to  the 
immense  delight  of  the  populace,  while  he  joked  with  the 
latter  in  the  broadest  style;  which  produced  peals  of 
laughter  from  the  chawbacons  and  their  sweethearts.  I 
think  we  passed  the  night  in  a  round  house,  but  we  both 
drank  so  much  wine  that  I  can  scarcely  say  with  certainty. 
The  debauch,  however,  was  unlucky,  for  the  constables 
having  discovered  who  we  were,  communicated  the  fact  to 
some  of  the  dons,  and  we  were  both  next  day  packed  back 
to  our  respective  houses,  under  the  guardianship  of  one  of 
the  preservers  of  the  peace,  who  gave  us  many  a  sage  ad- 
monition on  the  road,  to  which  I  fear  we  paid  no  attention. 
My  Lady  Mary  received  me  with  her  usual  demonstration 
of  love — a  hearty  flogging — I  was  now  eleven  years  old — 
and  confined  me  to  my  room  on  bread  and  water  for  three 
,  when  I  was  removed  in  custody,  only  not  handcuffed 
or  chained,  to  another  physician  of  the  mind. 

new  master  was  one  Porter;  he  was  LL.D.  of  some 
university,  but  I  think  it  was  Satan  conferred  on  him  his 
degree.  He  was  tall,  thin,  and  slightly  gray -haired.  His 
eye  was  like  a  piece  of  stone;  there  was  a  frigid  light  in 
the  lower  part  of  it  which  made  one  shudder.  His  mouth 
was  hard  and  firm;  his  forehead  showed  self-conceit;  his 
bearing  was  quick,  despotic,  and  unfeeling.  He  was  an 
accomplished  man,  but  a  most  hardened  scoundrel.  II is 
torture  was  refined;  it  was  wholly  different  from  Ca 
The  latter  was  a  vulgar  brute,  who  merely  tormented  the 
body;  but  Porter  was  a  subtle  inquisitor';  he  spared  your 
flesh,  but  made  your  heart  and  spirit  writhe.  He  tilled  you 
with  self-contempt,  self-loathing;  he  looked  at  you  as  if 
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you  were  some  misshapen  beast;  he  grinned,  he  sneered, 
he  curled  his  lip  in  scorn,  until  you  felt  disposed  to  fall  on 
your  knees,  and  ask  the  rod  in  mercy.  Never  was  any 
wretchedness  greater  than  that  which  we  endured  under 
this  miscreant.  We  hated  him,  we  detested  ourselves  ;  the 
whole  world  seemed  one  vast  theatre  of  horror.  This 
mental  slavery  was  perfect  in  its  way.  I  have  read  of  a 
man  who  was  put  into  a  hollow  pillar,  which  was  gradually 
heated  to  a  white  glow,  and  the  wretch  expired  piecemeal.  In 
such  a  pillar  I  seemed  to  move  and  abide  under  this  odious 
villain,  until  I  quivered  with  affright  when  I  heard  his  foot 
ascend  the  stairs,  or  listened  to  his  harsh  voice  echo  through 
the  house.  It  gave  me  the  notion  of  the  links  of  a  chain 
used  only  to  fetter  criminals,  and  lead  them  to  execution. 
This  was  our  classical  teacher ;  in  mathematics  Ave  were 
under  the  tuition  of  a  fellow  named  Douglas,  a  vulpine 
colored  knave.  I  hated  him  the  moment  I  saw  him.  You 
will  ask  me  why  ?  It  was  not  merely  from  a  boy's  impul- 
sive instinct,  but  his  breath  stunk  horribly ;  it  was  some- 
thing rank,  putrid,  most  offensive.  My  nerves  and  organs 
were  finely  constituted  ;  this  defect  disgusted  their  delicacy, 
and  I  never  could  bear  to  go  near  him.  Yet  near  him  I 
was  forced  to  go,  and  this  also  constituted  a  new  and  most 
dreadful  punishment.  Mathematics  I  hated  ;  Euclid,  alge- 
bra, arithmetic — all  the  horrid  jargon  of  science  were  odious 
to  me.  I  failed  and  failed,  and  utterly  failed,  until  Douglas 
gave  me  up ;  he  treated  me  with  contempt,  and  telling  me 
"  I  should  never  set  the  Thames  on  fire,"  he  gave  his  worst 
mark,  with  a  satirical  and  contumelious  grin  that  entered 
into  my  soul.  Why  did  he  not  honestly  tell  me  that  I 
could  not  learn  the  rubbish  ?  Because  he  revelled  so 
heartily  in  the  suffering  of  others,  and  took  such  a  dislike 
to  me,  from  the  antipathy  of  our  two  natures,  that  he  could 
not  bear  to  relinquish  the  power  of  punishment  which  his 
tutelage  over  me  gave ;  and  he  took  vengeance  on  me  be- 
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cause  he  saw  me  turn  away  my  face  every  time  he  came 
near  and  breathed  balefully  upon  me.  I  would  rather  have 
borne  the  hardest  blow  at  any  time  than  have  inhaled  this 
serpent's  odor.  I  shrank  from  it.  He  saw  this.  If  he 
knew  why  I  did  so,  I  suppose  he  hated  me  the  more ;  a 
personal  defect  discovered  inflicts  pain  on  the  possessor  of 
it,  which  he  repays  with  an  undying  thirst  of  vengeance. 

Five  days  in  eveiy  week  we  were  subjected  to  these 
dreadful  ordeals.  On  the  sixth  clay  (Saturday)  was  our 
day  of  judgment;  the  marks  of  the  whole  week  were  then 
added  up.  We  had  what  were  called  judgment  book*,  in 
which  all  our  shortcomings  for  all  the  preceding  days  were 
noted  under  separate  heads.  These  were  computed,  and 
according  to  our  approach  to  or  retrocession  from  a  fixed 
number,  which  was  the  perfect  one — I  think  it  was  thirty 
— was  our  corporeal  chastisement.  For  fancy  not,  0  won- 
dering reader,  that  bodily  correction  was  banished  from 
this  academic  grove.  By  no  means,  but  it  was  in  a  different 
department.  A  man  named  Hamblin,  who  was  Porter's 
partner  in  the  establishment,  was  the  executioner.  Porter 
and  Douglas,  having  wasted  all  their  spite,  and  tormented 
your  mind  till  it  could  endure  no  more,  then  handed  you 
over  to  the  hangman,  who  was  to  finish  you  off  and  dismiss 
you  to  the  Sabbath-day,  with  a  temper  beautifully  attuned 
for  the  Suiuhay  lesson  of  charity,  mildness,  peace,  and 
good-will  to  all  men.  We  Avere  paraded  in  a  long  line 
before  Hamblin ;  each  trembling  truant  with  his  judgment 
book  in  his  hand;  the  minister  of  punishment  at  our  head, 
with  his  long  whip.  Fach  was  examined  in  turn,  each  was 
flogged  according  to  his  book,  and  then  sent  off  with  a 
satirical  courage,mon  ami,  from  the  hangman,  which  seemed 
the  bitterest  of  all.  Vt rhy  we  did  not  drown,  or  hang,  or 
shoot  ourselves  seems  now  a  mystery  to  me;  but  it  is  won- 
derful what  an  amount  of  suffering  boys  will  endure  before 
they  finally  rchel. 
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All  my  da}rs  during  this  period  were  days  of  misery. 
Night  brought  me  no  repose.  I  slept  in  a  long  attic  all 
alone,  and  soon  discovered  from  the  servants'  talk  that  the 
house  was  haunted.  They  had  the  most  curious  tales  of 
horror.  I  listened  to  these  till  my  blood  ran  cold,  and  I 
could  feel  it  like  a  frozen  rivulet  in  my  heart.  Ilamblin's 
wife  had  a  mark  under  her  left  e3'e,  a  slight  mark,  like  a 
scar,  and  when  you  looked  at  it  but  for  a  second,  she  winced 
under  your  glance  as  if  in  dread.  I  once  asked  the  girl 
who  most  usually  attended  me  what  it  was,  and  heard  as 
follows  : 

"Alisses's  father  was,  they  say,  a  parson  somewhere  in 
the  north,  and  though  one  of  the  cloth,  was  as  bad  a  man 
as  the  country  held.  He  was  covetous,  too,  like  all  parsons, 
and  always  greedy  after  mone}'  |  so  that  some  folks  did 
say  he  was  ready  to  sell  his  soul  to  the  devil  for  pelf;  but 
for  my  part,  I  do  not  believe  that  the  devil  is  fool  enough 
to  give  money  for  any  mortal  souls,  when  he  can  get  so 
many  on  'em  for  nothing.  However  this  may  be,  there 
was  a  kitchen  garden  attached  to  his  glebe  house,  and  this 
garden,  like  a  grasping  old  liuneks  as  he  was,  he  began  to 
extend  from  time  to  time  into  the  churchyard,  which  was 
one  of  great  extent,  and  when  the  horses  were  ploughing 
it  up  they  disturbed  the  bones,  and  smashed  in  the  coffins, 
and  broke  the  skulls,  and  knocked  the  dead  about  in  the 
most  shameful  manner.  And  his  wife,  misses's  mother, 
wept  sorely,  and  did  all  she  could  to  change  the  avaricious 
old  brute ;  but  he  went  on,  heedless  of  God  or  man,  en- 
croaching more  and  more  every  }ear  on  the  place  devoted 
to  the  dead,  and  his  eldest  daughter,  Mrs.  Hamblin,  who 
was  most  like  himself,  backed  him  up,  and  abused  her 
mother,  who  died  at  last  of  vexation  and  affright.  Well, 
when  the  turnips  or  parsnips  were  brought  to  table,  they 
used  to  be  full  of  human  teeth  and  bits  of  bones,  and  they 
say  the  celery  and  cucumbers  dropped  blood ;  and  at  last 
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no  one  would  eat,  nor  would  any  neighbor  buy  any  thing 
grown  in  the  field,  and  the  parson  got  almost  mad,  and  his 
daughter  told  him  to  gather  up  all  the  bones  and  fragments, 
and  have  them  burned  or  thrown  into  the  river,  and  then 
all  would  go  well.  So  the  parson  employed  a  lot  of  men 
to  grub  'em  up,  and  they  were  cast,  without  a  sigh,  or 
prayer,  or  blessing,  into  the  river ;  and  that  very  night,  as 
the  daughter  was  lying  in  bed,  an  old  lady  rustling  all  in 
rich  silks  came  into  her  bedroom,  and  looking  proudly  and 
fiercely  at  her,  flung  something  which  hit  her  straight  under 
the  eye.  Then  the  old  lady  laughed,  and  misses  imme- 
diately jumped  up  and  screamed  out,  and  the  whole  house 
was  alarmed ;  and  she  told  them  what  had  happened,  and 
the  parson  began  to  curse  and  swear,  and  said  he  would 
send  the  old  lady  to  the  Red  Sea,  and  he  ordered  every  one 
out  of  the  bedroom.  But  from  that  night  to  the  present 
time  misses  has  lost  the  sight  of  that  very  eye,  and  they 
say  wherever  she  goes  the  spirits  follow  her,  and  don't  let 
her  sleep  in  her  bed,  but  are  alwa3Ts  worrying  her  ;  but  how 
that  may  be  no  one  but  herself  and  her  husband  knows  ; 
but  for  my  part  I  believe  that  nothing  goes  right  here  after 
midnight,  and  I  have  often  thought  of  running  away  and 
drowning  myself  at  the  things  I  hear  and  see." 

This  stoiy  set  me  half  mad.  I  remember  well  the  day 
after  the  first  night  I  heard  it.  I  ran  home  in  a  frenzy  ;  I 
rushed  into  my  mother's  presence,  I  fell  on  my  knees,  and 
pathetically  implored  her  to  take  me  home,  or  send  me  to 
another  school,  before  I  should  go  wholly  mad,  or  fling 
away  my  life  in  disgust.  My  lady  coolly  rang  for  a  ser- 
vant, and  I  was  conveyed  back  in  disgrace  and  bondage, 
where  a  hearty  thrashing  awaited  and  rewarded  me.  I  was 
then  paraded  before  the  boys,  and  crowned  with  a  large 
goat's  head  and  horns;  on  my  back  was  pinned  a  paper 
with  these  words,  "Liar!  Coward!"  and  was  stuck  upon  a 
stool  in  the  most  conspicuous  corner  of  the  school-room, 
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find  remained  the  centre-piece  of  mockery  and  laughter, 

and  I  suppose  contempt,  for  the  remainder  of  the  da}*. 
My  heart  was  almost  throbless,  but  my  brain  burned  like 
red  hot  embers,  and  a  flood  of  hatred  of  life,  mankind, 
God,  my  parents,  my  country,  and  every  conceivable  object, 
rushed  through  my  entire  being,  drenching  it  with  livid 
bitterness.  I  remember  that  day  still.  It  was  the  first  of 
disgrace  I  had  endured.  Torture  and  punishment  I  had 
hitherto  bore  without  repining;  indeed,  I  had  grown  vain 
of  my  back,  which  was  perfectly  callous  and  horny  from 
repeated  floggings,  and  half  defied  the  cane  of  Hamblin. 
But  this  stigma  now  branded  on  me  seemed  indelible,  and 
I  was  mad  with  rage  and  suffering. 

The  night  that  followed  that  day — shall  it  ever  pass  out 
of  my  mind  ?  I  was  locked  up  in  my  attic,  supperless  and 
wretched.  As  I  lay  on  my  hard  bed,  I  heard  two  deep- 
drawn  sighs  that  sounded  quite  close  to  my  pillow.  An 
electric  chill  passed  through  me ;  I  felt  as  if  a  hand  of 
death,  cold,  colder  than  ice,  was  drawn  over  my  face.  I 
covered  my  head  up  in  the  quilt,  I  trembled,  I  screamed  in 
agon}- ;  but  my  screams  were  inaudible.  I  seemed  as  if 
enveloped  in  a  cloud,  out  of  which  no  sound  could  pene- 
trate. Darkness  palpable  was  around  me,  but  I  could  see 
it  illuminated  as  if  by  pale  light.  Then  a  gaunt  shape, 
all  bones,  with  an  enormous  head,  stood  right  over  me, 
and  looked  out  of  the  threatening  e}Tes  with  all  the  force 
of  hell  and  hate.  I  swooned,  and  when  I  woke  to  con- 
sciousness, found  myself  in  the  arms  of  the  friendly  domes- 
tic, who  had  already  narrated  to  me  some  of  her  own 
experiences  of  this  loathed  mansion.  She  bathed  my  head, 
she  soothed  me  with  her  hand,  she  spoke  words  of  comfort, 
but  I  heard  them  not.  Only  a  confused  vision  of  home, 
and  grinning  ej'es,  and  bloodless  phantoms,  seemed  to  roll 
in  clouds  before  my  mind's  vision ;  but  at  last  she  lulled 
me  into  forgetful ness  by  a  low,  wild  plaintive  song ;  the 
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lament  of  a  young  girl  hanged  for  child  murder,  and  of 
which  I  only  remember  these  "words,  whose  melancholy 
music  still  haunts  me — 

"But  his  whispered  words,  and  his  soft  blue  eyes, 
And  the  drinking  of  strong  wine. 
Were  the  fatal  spells  that  did  me  betray, 
And  broke  this  heart  of  mine  ; 

Mine, 
And  broke  this  heart  of  mine." 

Next  day  I  fled  from  Porter's,  never  to  return. 

Away,  away  down  by  the  green  fields,  beside  the  spark- 
ling, open  river,  glorious,  golden  in  the  laughing  sunshine, 
inhaling  the  perfumed  winds  that  stole  their  fragrance  from 
the  flowers,  by  the  high  road  through  vales  and  villages, 
anywhere,  anywhere  so  as  not  to  school,  or  equally  detested 
home.  I  found  myself  hungry  and  exhausted  in  a  great 
city,  which  I  soon  knew  was  London.  I  was  finely  dressed, 
but  I  had  not  a  penny  in  my  pocket,  and  I  had  not  tasted 
food  all  day.  Still,  my  heart  failed  not,  for  I  fled  from 
worse  than  death,  and  threw  myself  into  the  whirlpool  of 
life,  hopeful,  confident,  brimful  of  bright  expectations.  I 
knew  not  whither  I  was  going,  or  how  I  was  to  lhre.  I 
cared  not  what  became  of  me,  until  my  escape  was  secured, 
so  I  wandered  on  and  on,  not  even  staying  to  look  into  the 
brilliant  shops,  that'  flashed  with  gold  and  silver,  and  all 
the  treasures  of  a  great  capital.  At  length  darkness  rushed 
on  me,  but  in  a  brief  space  the  streets  were  lighted  up, 
carriages  rattled  by,  preceded  by  link-boys ;  the  vivid  life 
of  the  day  seemed  still  to  extend  into  the  night,  and  all 
was  glitter,  gayety,  and  splendor.  As  I  stood  in  a  dark 
recess  and  watched  the  noisy  crowd  of  equipages  whirled 
by,  I  noted  a  chariot  bearing  the  Montagu  arms ;  and  lean- 
ing back  on  the  soft  cushions  I  saw  my  mother  superbly 
dressed,  and  looking  haughtily  on  the  humble  pedestrians. 
Beside  her  was  a  man  whom  I  afterwards  knew  to  be  Lord 
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Hervey,  but  I  did  not  then  have  the  honor  of  his  acquaint- 
ance. She  looked,  methought,  into  the  very  place  where  I 
was  hiding;  if  she  saw  me,  she  took  no  notice  of  the 
runaway,  but  laughed  and  smiled  upon  her  companion,  who 
was  blazing  with  finery,  but  had  a  languid,  effeminate  air, 
which  filled  me  with  utter  scorn  for  the  fopling.  My  tongue 
was  silent,  but  I  could  feel  as  if  my  heart  grew  ice  in  her 
presence  ;  I  did  not  curse  her,  but  I  felt  hatred.  As  to  my 
father,  I  thought  of  him  not.  He  had  never  treated  or 
even  looked  at  me  as  his  son ;  to  me  his  face  was  cold  and 
hard  ;  he  had  invariably  repelled  me  whenever  I  approached 
him.  From  the  first  moment  that  I  can  remember  we  have 
been  strangers,  perhaps  foes.  What  was  there  between 
him  and  me  that  I  should  seek  him  now  ? 

Hitherto  I  had  not  once  faltered.  I  now  grew  very  faint 
with  hunger.  I  looked  around  me  and  began  to  feel  afraid. 
I  was  alone  in  wide  London.  There  was  no  friendly  home 
to  welcome  me  ;  no  warm  hand  to  clasp  mine  and  lead  me 
to  a  shelter.  Every  one  I  saw  pass  by  seemed  to  scrutinize 
me  with  curious  gaze.  I  looked  up  to  heaven  and  saw  the 
stars,  and  wished  to  be  among  them.  "  They,"  I  thought, 
"would  be  my  friends.  They  are  so  bright,  so  glorious, 
so  beneficent,  they  would  receive  and  shelter  me.  Oh!  that 
I  could  fly  away  to  them  forever.  How  shall  I  get  food  ? 
I  have  no  money  to  buy  it — nobody  seems  to  offer  it  me  ? 
Any  one  can  see  that  I  am  hungry,  and  almost  dead,  yet  no 
one  offers  to  take  me  in.  Yet  one  thing  is  clear — I  shall 
see  no  ghost  to-night ;  I  shall  hear  no  whisper  from  hell 
murmured  into  m}r  ear;  I  shall  feel  no  hand  of  Satan  laid 
across  my  heart.  If  I  wake  in  the  morning  somewhere — ■ 
if  ever  I  do  wake,  I  shall  escape  a  flogging  and  a  fool's 
cap,  and  the  jeers  and  gibes  of  Lane  and  Bennett."  These 
were  two  wretches  in  the  school  who  had  singled  me  out 
for  persecution;  and  added  to  my  other  torments  by  per- 
petual irritation  and  petty  annoyance.     I  often  felt  as  if  I 
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could  poignard  them,  but  they  were  big,  coarse  boys,  anc 
a  blow  from  either  has  frequently  stunned  me  for  even 
minutes. 

While  I  was  thus  musing,  a  sigh  or  two,  I  suppose, 
escaped  me.  I  certainly  felt  sorrowful  enough.  A  hundred 
anxious  thoughts  ran  through  mjr  soul.  The  full  danger 
of  my  situation  now  for  the  first  time  occurred  to  me.  I 
was  accosted  by  a  short,  stout  man,  with  a  very  square, 
full  face,  a  round  chin,  deep,  dark  eyes  of  the  most  earnest 
expression,  his  own  black  hair,  a  plain  brown  suit,  and  a 
fiue  cravat,  tied  very  loosely  round  his  neck.  He  leaned 
on  a  thick  walking-stick  with  a  massive  gold  head.  His 
presence  was  assuring,  and  his  smile  had  something  of  a 
charm  in  it — the  magic  of  a  quick  benevolence.  He  looked 
at  me  for  some  time  before  he  spoke,  as  if  meditating  how 
he  should  begin,  but  he  finally  came  up  to  me,  and  with  a 
rich  Irish  accent,  that  was  not  destitute  of  soft  melody, 
thus  addressed  me : 

"  How  now,  youngster,  in  the  fine  coat — what  are  you 
doing  here  at  this  time  of  night  ?  Waiting  for  your  mis- 
tress, eh?" 

I  was  startled,  but  I  had  plenty  of  courage,  so  I  said : 
"Not  waiting  for  a  mistress,  for  here  is  no  need  to  wait, 
when  they  pass  up  and  down  in  such  numbers;  but  won- 
dering what  I  shall  do  with  myself." 

"  You  are  very  difficult  to  please,  I  suppose,  that  you 
hesitate  so  much.  But  if  you  take  my  counsel,  you  will  go 
home  to  your  mother,  and  get  your  supper,  unless,  indeed, 
you  prefer  a  rheumatism." 

"I  like  one  part  of  your  counsel,  but  not  the  other." 
"  And  pray  which  part,  young  gentleman,  may  that  be?" 
"  That  which  counsels  a  supper,  I  approve ;  that  which 
recommends  home,  I  disapprove." 

"  Upon  my  word  you  are  a  pretty  youth,  and  I  suppose 
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you  are  now  hesitating  between  Burgundy  or  Champagne, 
Will's  or  Button's  ?" 

"  I  never  heard  of  either,  old  gentleman,  but  I  feel 
hungry." 

"  Then  step  with  me  to  the  next  tavern,  and  order  what 
you  will.  I  should  like  to  sup  with  a  youngster  of  your 
spirit." 

"  And  pra}r,  sir,  who  may  you  be  that  thus  accost  me, 
and  invite  3'ourself  so  freely  ?" 

"  Well,  I  am  called  by  my  friends  Dick  Steele,  by  my 
creditors  Sir  Richard  Steele,  by  the  literary  world  Steele 
the  Scribbler.     Which  do  you  like  best  ?" 

"The  first,  certainly  ;  so  let  us  go." 

"And  now,  sir,  that  I  have  answered  your  bold  question, 
may  1  take  the  respectful  liberty'  of  asking  from  which  of 
the  planets  you  have  dropped  ?  You  don't  seem  to  know 
much  of  London,  to  be  ignorant  of  Will's  and  Button's." 

u  Sir  Richard  Steele,  that  is  a  question  I  won't  answer ; 
so  go  your  ways." 

"Well,  I  shan't  press  you;  but  coma  with  me;  you 
seem  a  rare  lad,  and  I  should  like  half-an-hour's  chat  with 
you." 

We  entered  the  first  tavern  Ave  saw.  My  host,  for  so  ho 
appsared  to  be,  ordered  a  splendid  supper,  but  asked  me 
no  more  questions,  for  he  saw  that  I  was  not  disposed  to 
be  communicative,  and  he  was  too  fine  a  gentleman  to 
press  me  for  my  secret.  He  enjoyed  the  relish  with  which 
I  evidently  discussed  the  various  delicacies,  and  entertained 
me  with  agreeable  discourse,  speaking  to  me  all  the  time 
as  if  I  were  his  equal  in  every  respect,  and  making  me 
laugh  by  his  whimsical,  deep,  yet  witty  observations  on 
all  around  us.  He  quickly  put  me  into  the  most  perfect 
good  humor  with  myself  and  all  the  world,  and  I  felt  half 
tempted  to  tell  who  I  was.  An  accident  saved  me.  Just 
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as  I 


the  point  of  opening 


heart,  one  of  the 


was 
drawers  came  up,  ana  saia : 

"  Sir  Richard,  here  is  a  note  from  Mr.  Montagu ;  he 
wishes  to  see  you  as  soon  as  possible." 

"Ah!  Ned  Montagu,"  says  Sir  Richard;  "I  wonder 
what  mare's  nest  he  has  now  found  that  he  wants  me  so 
spesdily.  But  I  shall  see  him  to-morrow.  Meanwhile, 
3Toung  gentleman,  what  ails  }'ou  ?" 

"  Nothing ;  I  was  only  thinking  where  I  should  get  a 
bed." 

"Now,  by  all  the  gods  and  goddesses  of  Olympus,  thou 
art  a  perfectly  unaccountable  and  mysterious  youth.  Why 
can  you  not  sleep  here,  if  you  won't  go  home  ?  Or  why 
can't  you  fly  back  to  Mercury,  from  which  I  suppose  you 
fell  ?" 

"Simply  because  the  inns  in  Mercury  are  closed  for  (lie 
night,  and  I  don't  possess  a  farthing  to  pay  for  one  here." 

"  Then,  my  boy,  you  shall  come  home  to  my  house,  and 
stay  with  me  as  long  as  you  please;  or  at  all  events  until 
you  go  back  to  your  mother,  or  Mercury,  or  wherever  else 
you  have  escaped  from." 

"  Then  I  fear  I  shall  remain  for  some  time,  as  I  don't 
feel  inclined  to  go  back  at  all." 

"With  all  my  heart,  with  all  my  heart;  and.  boy.  you 
shall  be  welcome  to  all  I  can  supply — welcome  as  my  own 
flesh  and  blood.     Here,  drawer,  discharge  the  reckoning." 

And  flinging  a  guinea  to  the  man,  he  rose  up.  When  he 
had  received  his  change,  we  got  into  the  street.  Two 
dogged-looking  fellows  were  lurking  outside  the  door,  and 
immediately  came  up. 

"  Sir  Richard,  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  you  are  wanted." 

"  Am  I,  indeed  ?     Tell  3rour  master  I  can't  come." 

"M3*  master  is  the  sheriff,  Sir  Richard,  and  he  will  take 
no  refusal.'' 

"  At  whose  suit  is  this  new  invitation  ?" 
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"Flounce,  3'our  tailor,  Sir  Richard.     The  debt  is — " 

"  Pooh,  never  mind."  And  he  sighed.  "  Well,  I  sup- 
pose I  must  go.  But,  young  gentleman,  as  you  can't  go 
home  with  me,  for  the  sheriff  of  Middlesex  wants  me  on 
pressing  business,  I  suppose  you  need  a  couple  of  guineas. 
Would  that  they  were  twenty." 

And  he  gave  them  to  me,  while  they  took  him  away. 

I  scarcel}"  now  remember  whether  I  then  knew  the  full 
meaning  of  all  this.  The  impression  at  the  time  on  my  mind 
was  one  of  deep  gratitude  to  this  unknown  friend,  who  had 
thus,  almost  by  miracle,  dropped  on  me  from  Heaven,  and 
saved  me  from  famishing.  Win'  was  lie  thus  compelled  to 
leave  me  ?  to  depart  in  the  compan}'  of  those  two  bold, 
shabby-looking  fellows,  who  seemed  strange  lacqueys  from 
the  sheriff  of  Middlesex.  A  couple  of  link  boys  standing 
near,  and  who  had  seen  the  occurrence,  soon  enlightened  me. 

"Ah,  there  he  goes,"  says  one,  "for  the  five  hundredth 
time  nabbed  by  the  bloodhounds — the  merriest  man  in 
England,  and  the  most  open-hearted.  His  wife  will  miss 
him  for  some  days." 

"  Aye,"  says  the  other,  "  and  I  am  sure  he  regrets  it 
more  for  her  sake  than  his  own.  He  is  a  noble  fellow. 
You  remember  Jack  Hall.  Well,  when  he  Avas  run  over  by 
that  infernal  old  rogue  Montagu,  who  has  twenty  millions 
of  gold  in  the  Bank  of  England,  Sir  Richard  never  ceased, 
night  nor  day,  till  he  made  him  give  twenty  pounds  to  his 
mother,  and  got  a  promise  from  him  that  when  the  boy  was 
well  he  would  apprentice  him  to  some  trade  where  his  hurt 
limb  would  not  interfere  with  his  calling,  for  he  could  flash 
a  link  no  more." 

"Aye,  and  that  was  not  the  only  fine  thing  he  did. 
There  was  Tom  Brown " 

But  here  they  walked  on,  and  I  heard  no  more.  I  could 
almost  cry ;  but  where  was  the  good  of  that  ?     I  returned 
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to  the  inn  and  ordered,  a  bed.    But  I  never  saw  Sir  Richard 
Steele  again.     He  died  soon  after. 

When  I  rose  in  the  morning  I  scarcely  knew  how  I 
should  act.  I  was  determined  to  seek  my  fortune,  and  go 
in  quest  of  adventures.  I  had  read  "  Gil  Bias"  in  French 
at  school,  and  thought  I  should  do  as  well  as  him.  The 
shifting  variety  of  scenes,  and  circumstances,  and  charac- 
ters ;  the  independence,  the  wild  gayety,  the  change  of 
place  and  condition,  fascinated  me.  Why  should  not  my 
life  also  be  a  romance  ?  Why  should  it  not  be  narrated  by 
some  future  Le  Sage  ?  Or  should  I  go  to  sea,  and  like 
Bobinson  Crusoe  find  myself  the  monarch  of  some  Para- 
dise Island  in  the  Southern  Ocean,  where  all  was  sunshine 
and  repose?  Any  thing  was  preferable  to  home,  and 
school,  and  the  cane,  and  the  sneers  and  sarcasms,  and  the 
phantoms.  Now  that  the}'  had  begun,  I  felt  certain  if  I 
once  got  back  again,  they  would  haunt  me  forever — perhaps 
bear  me  away  body  and  soul  into  perdition,  and  leave  no 
trace  of  me  belaud.  But  whatever  I  did,  I  must  resolve  on 
straight.  I  was  only  twenty  miles  from  my  tyrants;  I 
was  not  quite  twelve  from  my  mother  and  her  myrmidons. 
Both  would  soon,  no  doubt,  be  after  me,  and  further  and 
more  extended  flight  was  absolutely  necessary.  After 
breakfast  I  left  the  tavern,  and  proceeded  along  the  streets 
until  I  got  into  the  high  road  at  the  other  side  of  the 
Thames. 


CHAPTER    IX. 

I  now  discovered  that  I  could  do  nothing  until  I  got  rid 
of  my  fine  clothes.  I  had  a  predilection  for  a  vagrant  life, 
and  I  resolved  to  gratify  it.  A  hundred  different  projects 
crossed  my  mind.     Should  I  be  a  soldier? — for  that  I  was 
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too  young;  a  sailor? — for  that  I  was  not  big  or  strong 
enough ;  and  though  I  canvassed  the  advantages  of  being 
a  cabin  boy,  the  ills  and  necessities  to  which  it  would  sub- 
ject me  seemed  to  more  than  counterbalance  the  rollicking 
freedom  which  it  promised.  I  did  not  much  care  for  the 
toil  or  hardship,  and  I  was  charmed  by  the  quick  variety 
and  change  of  scene  into  which  it  would  lead  me;  but  I 
did  not  like  the  notion  of  cleaning  the  sailors'  shoes  or 
washing  up  their  dirt}'  dishes.  An  errand  boy  did  not 
promise  variety  enough,  nor  a  link  boy  present  securit}- ; 
for  though  I  had  half  made  up  my  mind  to  figure  in  this 
last-named  disguise,  I  luckily  recollected  in  time  that  as 
my  avocations  would  necessarily  lead  me  into  fashionable 
society,  I  should  there  run  the  most  extreme  daily  risk  of 
being  discovered  and  dragged  home  with  ignominy!  I 
never  asked  myself  why  it  was  absolutely  necessary  that  I 
should  be  any  thing  but  what  I  was  ;  but  took  it  for  granted 
that  it  was  my  kismet  or  destiny,  as  the  orientals  call  it, 
and  obeyed  unerring  instinct.  Of  one  thing  I  was  sure, 
that  as  at  home  I  was  detested  and  despised,  and  at  school 
flogged  into  fits,  any  condition  of  life  was  better  than 
cither  of  these;  and  as  I  had  too  much  of  my  father's 
practical  prosaic  spirit  to  fiing  myself  into  the  Thames,  so 
I  had  enough  of  my  mother's  errant  blood  to  drive  me  into 
odd  adventures,  which  had,  in  the  distance,  a  vague,  indis- 
tinct, shadowy  charm  for  my  wandering  imagination. 

I  once  meditated  a  good  deal  upon  the  advisability  of 
joining  some  strolling  players.  Here  would  be  a  variety 
of  adventure,  quite  enough,  I  thought,  to  gratif}^  my  ardent 
longings.  But  on  reflection  I  dismissed  the  notion.  I 
saw  no  prospect  of  the  pleasure  that  I  desired.  I  was  a 
mere  stripling,  and  could,  of  course,  be  of  histrionic  use 
only  on  the  rarest  occasions.  The  fine  gilded  dresses  and 
waving  feathers  which  appeared  so  captivating  in  the  dis- 
tance would  be  forbidden  fruit  to  me  until  I  was  some 
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3'ears  older,  and  I  should  also  be  a  dependent,  and  wholly 
devoid  of  that  wild  freedom  for  which  I  panted.  On  fall 
consideration  it  seemed  to  me  that  the  business  of  a  chim- 
ney sweep  was  that  for  which  I  was  best  suited,  and  which 
also  promised  the  most  agreeable  incidents.  I  thought 
what  a  fine  thing  it  would  be  to  go  from  house  to  house, 
and  from  room  to  room ;  to-day  in  a  nobleman's  palace, 
to-morrow  in  a  cobbler's  lodging;  this  hour  penetrating 
the  interior  of  some  old  manor  house,  full  of  quaint  pas- 
sages and  secret  recesses,  every  one  of  which  concealed  a 
romance ;  and  the  next  strolling  into  the  country,  and 
diving  through  the  ivied  walls  of  some  rustic  cot,  sur- 
rounded by  trees  and  green  fields,  or  gazing  over  the  wide 
expanse  from  the  highest  summit  of  some  lordly  castle  of 
the  feudal  time.  The  curious  in  metaphysics  may  inquire 
how  or  why  it  was  that  I,  with  all  my  patrician  blood,  had 
these  vulgar  notions  ?  I  have  never  examined  into  the 
reason  myself.  It  was  odd,  but  it  is  true.  If  I  were  dis- 
posed to  search  into  it,  vanity  would  no  doubt  come  to  my 
aid,  and  I  should  liken  myself  to  the  glorious  Caliph  Harun 
al  Raschid,  who,  though  commander  of  the  East,  and  lord 
of  all  the  beauty  and  the  splendor  of  his  imperial  post,  was 
never  more  happy  than  when,  disguised  as  a  merchant  or 
a  slave,  he  strolled  with  his  faithful  GiafTar  through  the 
streets  of  Bagdad,  and  in  its  manifold  phases  of  human 
existence  forgot  the  cares  of  empire,  the  demands  of  domes- 
tic duty,  and  the  supposed  instincts  of  royal  blood.  But 
the  truth  is  that  these  same  notions  about  royal  or  noble 
blood  are  all  arrant  nonsense.  There  is  no  instinct  after 
truly  great  or  noble  things  necessarily  among  people  of  high 
descent.  On  the  contrary,  my  observation  of  them,  and  I 
have  seen  them  all  intus  et  in  curte,  has  convinced  me  that, 
as  a  general  rule,  the  higher  we  ascend  in  the  social  scale 
the  more  base  and  ignoble  is  the  taste.  "  The  only  steps 
to  the  favor  of  the  Great,"  writes  Pope  to  Gay,  (and  the 
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little  monkey  well  knew  it,  having-  passed  through  all,) 
"aire  such  complacencies,  such  compliances,  such  distant, 
decorums,  as  delude  them  in  their  vanities,  or  engage  them 
in  their  passions,  Be  is  their  greatest  favorite  irJio  is  the 
falsest;  and  when  a  man  by  such  vile  gradations  arrives 
at  the  height  of  grandeur  and  power,  he  is  then  at  best  but 
in  a  circumstance  to  be  hated,  and  in  a  condition  to  be 
hanged  for  serving  their  ends."  So  many  a  minister  has 
found  it!  I  know  half  a  dozen  dukes  and  marquises,  who 
spend  all  their  lives  in  the  cock-pit ;  and  in  bear-baiting, 
bull-dog  fighting,  boxing,  and  rat-catching,  find  the  true 
Elysium  of  existence.  I  know  a  dozen  earls  and  lords 
who  roam  from  gaming-table  to  gaming-table,  cursing, 
drinking,  swearing,  and  talking  smut  with  infinitely  more 
gusto  than  I  ever  heard  among  the  lowest  members  of  the 
mob.  I  know  score-;  and  scores  of  viscounts,  barons,  and 
members  of  Parliament,  who  have  no  ideas  beyond  ale 
tankards  and  pipes,  and  who  spend  their  lives  in  dirty 
little  amours,  and  fancy  that  Paradise  means  this  and 
nothing  more.  All  these  people  are  of  ancient  descent. 
and  baronial  pedigree,  and  have  genealogies  and  rent-rolls, 
picture  galleries,  and  muniment  rooms,  and  are  "  gracious," 
"most  noble.*'  ••  eight  honorable,"  and  so  forth;  but  if  you 
could  see  their  souls,  you  would  only  behold  some  mean 
and  frog-like  little  abortions,  squatting  over  a  pool  of  dirt, 
and  wholly  incapable  of  one  generous  sentiment.  And  so 
it  is  with  their  lady  wives,  and  mothers,  and  daughters, 
whose  tastes  are  quite  as  low,  base,  and  despicable  (with 
all  their  grand  blood)  as  those  that  belong  to  their  noble 
lords  and  masters. 

The  picture  of  English  life  and  manners  which  I  draw 
may  appear  to  the  inexperienced  unreal,  tinctured  with 
misanthropy,  and  over-colored  by  a  satirical  spleen.  In 
truth  it  is  not  so ;  it  is  in  all  things  literally  accurate,  his- 
torically true.     Any  one  who  will  consult  the  memoirs  of 
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the  period  can  ascertain  this.     My  mother's  own  Letters 
and  Works  will  themselves  prove  all  that  I  have  written. 
Before  my  volume  be  condemned  let  those  be  studied,  and 
then  let  who  will,  throw  stones  upon  my  grave.     To  the 
ignorant  or  weak  this  memoir  may  appear  parricidal;  to 
the  base  and  time-serving,  who  know  nothing  of  the  facts, 
my  delineation  of  Lady  Mary  may  appear  to  be  that  of  a 
matricide.     In   future   days  the   partisans   of  Bute  (who 
having  married   my  sister,  is  now  revelling  in  my  father's 
ill-gotten  money)  will  halloo  against  my  name,  and  cover 
it  with   obloquy.     Let  them  read   and  understand  before 
they  do  so.     What  respect  could  I  have  for  either  father 
or  mother  when  I  knew  their  inner  lives  and  odious  asso- 
ciates ?     My  mother  herself  has  left  Memoirs  and  Diaries 
descriptive  of  them;  and  if  these  should  ever  be  seen,  what 
will   they  not  reveal  ?      But   that  Scotch  minion  of  the 
Princess  and    his  wife  will   take  care  of  that ;    they  will 
burn  them  with  zealous  care.     Though  of  high  descent, 
my  mother  there  confesses  that  she  was  on  the  most  inti- 
mate terms  with  the  infamous  Kilmanseg — one  of  the  old 
King's  mistresses;  and  with  Craggs,  who  she  tells  us  was 
"in  the  closest  engagement"  with  another,  nameh*,  Ma- 
dame Platen.     This  horrid  woman  left  her  husband,  and 
voluntarily  presented  herself  to  the  doting  old  King  to  be 
his  paramour.     Her  own  mother  had  been  mistress  to  the 
King's  father.     "  She  was  naturally  gallant,"  says  Lady 
Mary,  writing  of  Platen,  and  as  the  King  could  only  "cut 
paper"   in   his   mistress's  apartments,  she   "pursued    her 
warmer  inclinations,"  and  intrigued  with  Craggs,  who  was 
recommended  by  her  to  Majesty,  and  became  Secretary  of 
State  for  this  kingdom  of  ours.     lie  got  engaged  in  the 
South  Sea  Swindle,  by  which  he  gained  enormous  sums, 
and  was  mixed  up  with  Lady  Mary's  dabbling  in  lotteries, 
and  in  that  odious  scheme  by  which  so  many  innocent 
thousands — widows   and   orphans — were  reduced  to  ruin. 
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Craig's  father  was  originally  footman  to  the  Duchess  of 
Norfolk.  lie  was  engaged  in  the  same  honorable  employ- 
ment by  King  James  II,  and  the  Duke  of  Marlborough. 

In  this  way  Craggs,  senior,  amassed  a  large  fortune; 
got  into  Parliament,  and  was  in  the  South  Sea  robbery, 
with  his  son,  the  Secretary;  was  made  Postmaster-general 
Ivy  his  infamous  employer,  to  whom  he  continued  to  pander 
to  the  last,  and,  dying  after  his  right  honorable  son,  gave 
occasion  to  old  Le  Neve,  the  herald,  to  make  this  epitaph 
on  him — "Here  lies  the  last  who  died  before  the  first  of  his 
family."  All  this  my  mother  knew  and  has  herself  re- 
lated. 

Yet  of  this  man  Pope  had  the  ineffable  baseness  to  write 
an  epitaph,  which  still  disgraces  and  pollutes  Westminster 
Able}7,  whose  Dean  has  not  the  courage  or  decency  to 
erase  it ;  and  where  all  well-bred  people  are  compelled  to 
read  an  apotheosis  of  a  scoundrel. 

Another  of  our  intimate  friends  at  this  time  was  Methuen, 
afterwards  Sir  Paul,  who,  seeing  the  means  by  which  power 
was  to  be  obtained,  and  finding  Platen  pre-engaged,  be- 
came the  favorite  of  old  Madame  Kilmanseg.  Methuen 
was  not  ashamed  to  be  taken  into  the  protection  of  this 
hag;  by  which  debasement  he  became  a  Lord  of  the 
Treasury,  Secretary  of  State,  and  finally  Treasurer  of  the 
Household.  He  was  one  of  Pope's  virtuous  allies;  and 
notwithstanding  his  infamy,  was  a  member  of  the  highest 
circles,  as  the  lowest  wretches  are  commonly  called.  Schu- 
lcnberg,  another  of  my  mother's  friends,  finding  that  her 
own  day  had  gone  by,  and  that  the  King  no  longer  cared 
for  her,  (she  being  now  three  score,)  actually  brought  over 
her  own  niece  or  daughter  from  Hanover,  and  offered  her 
to  the  Prince  of  Wales — afterwards  George  the  Second — 
in  which  she  was  supported  by  Bernstoff,  "artful,  avari- 
cious, and  designing,  who  had  got  his  share  in  the  King's 
councils  by  bribing   his  women."     This  fellow,  intending 
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to  keep  his  master  wholly  in  his  own  unci  Schulenberg's 
hands,  dissuaded  Platen  from  coming  to  England,  telling 
her  that  the  English  would  cut  her  head  oil';  but  Platen 
was  too  cunning  to  believe  lain,  and  so  she  came. 

Nor  was  it  footmen  only  like  Craggs  and  Stephen  Fox, 
or  their  ignoble  breed,  who  rose  to  power  and  peerages  by 
the  most  ignoble  means.  The  stream  of  morals  flowing 
from  the  Court,  ran  into  Leicester  Fields  to  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  whom  my  mother  condemns  for  not  reflecting  that 
a  high  rank  carries  along  with  it  a  necessity  of  a  more 
decent  and  regular  behavior  than  is  expected  from  those 
who  are  not  set  in  so  conspicuous  a  light.  He  was  so  far 
from  being  of  that  opinion,  that  he  looked  on  all  the  men 
and  women  he  saw  as  creatures  he  might  kick  or  kiss  for 
his  diversion  ;  and  whenever  he  met  with  any  Opposition 
in  these  designs  he  thought  his  opponents  insolent  rebels 
to  the  will  of  God,  who  created  them  for  his  use,  and 
judged  of  the  merit  of  all  people  by  their  ready  submission 
to  his  orders.  lie  was  equally  well  mated,  his  Princess 
having,  according  to  the  same  authority,  "that  genius 
which  qualified  her  for  the  government  of  a  fool,  and  made 
her  despicable  in  the  e3'cs  of  men  of  sense ;  I  mean  a  low 
cunning,  which  gave  her  an  inclination  to  cheat  all  the 
people  she  conversed  with,  and  often  cheated  herself  in 
the  first  place,  by  showing  her  the  wrong  side  of  her  in- 
terest; not  having  understanding  enough  to  observe  that 
falsehoods  in  conversation,  like  the  red  on  the  face,  should 
be  used  very  sparingly,  or  they  destroy  that  interest  and 
beauty  which  they  are  designed  to  heighten.  Her  first 
thought  on  her  marriage  was  to  secure  to  herself  the  sole 
and  whole  direction  of  her  spouse ;  and  to  that  purpose 
she  counterfeited  the  most  extravagant  fondness  for  his 
person.1'  And  the  highest  people  in  the  land,  seeing  what 
prevailed  both  with  the  king  and  his  son,  shaped  their 
morals   accordingly.      Hence  every   form   of   corruption, 
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political  and  moral,  was  universal.  Of  the  whole  crew 
whom  we  were  in  the  habit  of  meeting,  there  was  only  one 
for  whom  I  really  felt  sorry;  poor  Sophia  Howe,  one  of 
the  maids  of  honor — a  laughing,  happy,  charming  girl, 
with  whom  1  went  to  Farnham  Church  when  I  was  a  little 
hoy.  I  remember  well  her  childlike  gayety,  that  seemed  to 
radiate  from  eyes,  and  face,  and  mouth  like  a  sunbeam. 
It  was  in  answer  to  this  poor  soul's  question — "  What  is 
prudery?"  that  Pope  wrote:- — 

"  What  is  prudery.'    'Tig  a  beldam 
Seen  with  wit  and  beauty  seldom ; 
'Tis  a  fear  that  starts  at  shadows ; 
'Tis,  no  'tisn't  like  Miss  Meadows, 
'Tis  a  virgin  hard  of  feature, 
Old  and  void  of  ;ill  good  nature, 
Lean  and  fretful,  would  seem  wise, 
Yet  plays  the  fool  before  she  dies ; 
'Tis  an  ugly,  envious  shrew 
That  rails  at  dear  Lepel  and  you." 

lines  that  I  feel  sure  did  our  poor  Maid  no  good. 

My  good  friend,  you  who  feel  inclined  to  censure  me, 
what  sayest  thou  to  this  picture  ?  Can  you  wonder  that  it 
changed  my  blood  to  poison,  when  I  think  that  such  was 
the  society  in  which  I  found  myself,  and  to  which  I  was 
expected  to  conform  ?  You  may  ask,  cui  bono  all  this  ex- 
posure ?  I  answer,  cut  bono  all  histoiy,  if  it  is  not  to  illu- 
minate us  with  knowledge  of  the  past,  and  of  the  real 
characters  of  those  who  are  set  before  us  as  the  great  of 
the  earth  ?  Can  any  thing  help  more  to  make  the  mind 
philosophic,  or  to  imbue  it  with  content,  if  it  should  be 
fired  by  ambition,  than  to  see  how  wealth  and  power  are 
acquired ;  and  that  a  man  to  get  the  world  or  its  goods, 
must  lose  his  own  soul  in  the  pursuit  ?  What  homily  or 
pulpit  can  give  me  a  nobler  scorn  of  vice,  by  general  dis- 
quisitions on  the  subject,  than  those  pictures  of  the  actual 
living  men  and  women  who  ruled  the  destinies  of  England 
for  a  period,  and  who,  if  they  dazzle  us  while  we  are  igno- 
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rant,  disgust  us  when  the  domino  is  removed  ?  It  may  be 
said — "But  you  should  not  do  it."  Well,  perhaps  there  is 
something  in  this.  I  can  only  answer  that  no  man  is  capa- 
ble of  forming  a  true  opinion  of  that,  unless  he  has  passed 
through  the  hells  which  I  have  passed,  and  found  himself, 
from  his  childhood,  an  object  of  hatred,  scorn  and  persecu- 
tion ;  in  his  manhood,  a  mark  of  contempt  and  poverty; 
in  his  old  age  a  wanderer  and  outcast,  while  a  hideous 
Scotchman  was  revelling  in  the  treasure  which,  Ivy  all  the 
laws  of  God  and  man,  he  only  should  possess.  And  his 
lady  mother,  spiteful  to  the  last,  bequeathed  him,  on  her 
death-bed,  a  guinea,  which  proved  to  be  real  gold — unlike 
the  emerald  ring  which  she  once  gave  as  her  passage-money 
to  a  sea  captain,  and  which  proved  to  be  glass.  Yet  think 
not  that  I  believe  that  all  are  vicious,  and  that  decency  is 
not  to  be  found  among  the  high  as  well  as  the  humble.  I 
hold  no  such  vain  opinion.  There  are  exceptions,  but 
these  exceptions  prove  the  rule;  and  if  we  examine  the 
annals  of  mankind,  from  Julius  Caesar  and  Tiberius, 
down  to  Philip  of  Orleans  and  Frederick  of  Wales,  we 
shall  find  that  persons  of  high  descent  are  generally  the 
most  mean,  and  dirty,  and  small-minded  animals,  with  low 
tastes,  and  habits,  and  notions,  seldom  rising  above  the 
meanest  trifles  or  the  grossest  filth. 

In  saying  this,  I  expose  myself,  of  course,  to  the  retort 
utu  quoque."  Well!  I  can't  help  that.  I  have  said  what 
I  believe  to  be  God's  truth,  so  let  it  remain,  despite  all 
cavil  or  censure.  If  I  wrote  to  please  I  should  pen  very 
different  things;  but  I  write  to  teach  and  exhibit,  at  all 
events,  my  own  notions,  such  as  tl.vy  are.  I  have  no 
doubt  a  great  deal  can  and  will  be  said  on  the  other  side, 
and  I  shall  hear  of  "chivalry,"  "knighthood,"  "gallantry," 
"the  Norman  blood,"  "the  line  of  Plantagenet,"  and  so 
on.  But  I  never  denied  that  these  things  exist,  and  have 
existed  among  those  who  call  themselves  the  w aristocracy," 


EDWARD     WORTLEY     MONTAGU.  109 

Heaven  forfend  that  I  should  say  that  all  were  like  those 
dukes  and  marquises  whom  I  have  seen  and  despised.  I 
only  illustrate  by  facts,  that  nobility  of  mind,  though 
usually  supposed  to  attend  nobility  of  birth,  is  by  no 
means  a  usual  concomitant  of  that  happy  accident ;  and 
I  do  not  hesitate  to  put  myself  forward  as  an  example 
of  the  doctrine  which  I  propound ;  for  all  my  tastes 
have  been  to  some  extent  what  is  called  "low."  Like 
Diogenes,  I  bate  preferred  my  tub  to  a  palace,  and  the 
presence  of  a  sunbeam  to  the  shadow  of  a  king.  I  could 
have  rolled  and  revelled  in  wealth  and  pleasure  if  I  had 
been  a  living  lie.  I  could  have  eaten  and  drunk  gold  and 
pearls,  if  1  had  worn  a  mask  on  tnty  face,  and  humored  my 
father  in  his  avarice,  and  been  an  assentator  to  my  mother 
in  her  coquetries.  But  I  was  so  low  and  vulgar  a  fallow 
that  I  could  not  do  so.  I  preferred  being  a  sweep  or  a 
gips}-,  and  I  don't  regret  the  preference.  It  is  not  the 
calling  or  the  trade  that  is  "  low,"  but  the  man  who  is  in 
it;  and  a  sweep  may  have  as  high  and  noble  a  soul,  and 
as  truly  gallant  a  spirit,  as  the  greatest  nobleman  in  the 
land.  Nay,  I  have  known  sweeps  who  were  the  truly  noble 
of  nature,  and  noblemen  who  were  far  more  vulgar  than 
sweeps. 

But  let  me  leave  all  reveries  of  this  kind  to  speculatists ; 
and  descending  from  the  sphere  of  philosophy,  let  me 
alight  again  on  sober  facts. 

A  sweep,  therefore,  I  determined  to  become — a  falling 
off  this  from  the  Embassy,  or  the  Treasury,  from  Carlton 
House  and  Cavendish  Square — nevertheless  it  was  so,  and 
I  lost  no  time  in  carrying  out  my  project.  I  went  early 
towards  the  city,  resolved  to  change  clothes  with  the  first 
sweep  I  met.  But  though  he  was  a  very  little  one,  and 
had  never  read  Lilly's  Latin  Grammar,  he  had  more 
shrewdness  than  myself;  and  he  soon  convinced  me  that 
as  my  fine  clothes  would  be  of  no  use  to  him,  and  his  rags 
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would  probably  not  fit  nie,  our  best  plan  was  to  go  to  Mon- 
mouth street,  and  equip  at  some  Jew's  shop,  who  would 
probably  give  us  a  guinea  into  the  bargain,  for  my  clothes 
were  rich  with  lace  and  fine  work,  ami  weiv  very  ftearly 
new.  I  readily  embraced  this  proposal,  and  b«  showed  me 
the  way  to  that  famous  emporium  of  old-new  garments. 
We  soon  found  a  Jew,  to  whom  I  mentioned  my  desire  to 
see  a  sweep's  dress. 

"Ach !  mein  Cott,"  he  said,  "  I  does  'ave  de  linest  sveep's 
dress  dat  ever  vas  in  Engeltree,  and  you  shall  see  it,  and 
you  shall  vear  it,  and  you  shall  be  like  von  noble  in  de 
dress.  Mein  Cott,  it  is  made  exaek  for  you,  mein  herr ; 
it  is." 

I  was  soon  disarrayed,  and  clothed  anew  in  the  honor- 
able costume  of  a  sweep  ;  indeed  it  was  only  an  old  blanket 
(worth  sixpence)  and  a  cap  value  one  penny. 

"Ach!  mein  Cott,"  exclaimed  the  Jew,  "nevare,  nevare 
did  I  see  von  so  fine  a  fit.  Mein  Cot,  you  do  look  like  von 
fine  3'oung  prince  in  dat  fine  dress.  Look  here,  Rebecca ; 
look  at  dis  young  gentleman  sveep."  And  he  called  in  his 
wife. 

Rebecca  was,  of  course,  equally  in  love  with  "dis  young 
gentleman  sveep."  In  the  meantime,  while  I  was  absorbed 
about  my  new  raiment,  the  good  woman  very  carefully  put 
aside  my  old  dress,  and  fell  into  fresh  raptures  about  my 
blanket.  At  length,  when  I  was  tired  of  being  worshipped, 
I  asked  him  what  he  was  going  to  give  me  for  my  clothes. 
The  Jew's  face  instantly  fell. 

"Ach,  mein  Cott,"  he  said,  "  vhat  do  I  hear?  vhat  do  I 
hear  from  you  ?  Mein  Rebecca,  mein  vife,  vhat  is  dis  do 
I  hear?" 

Rebecca  was  evidently  struck  dumb  with  surprise.  She 
spoke,  however : 

"  Vy,  my  pretty  gentleman,  vhat  vurdher  do  you  vhant  ? 
Is  not  you  have  de  sveep 's  dress,  and  is  not  ve  have  your 
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old  dress  ?  A  bargain  is  a  bargain,  and  dis  vas  de  bar- 
gain, my  tear." 

"Oh  dear,  no,"  I  answered,  "ray  good  lady;  there  was 
no  bargain  at  all  of  the  kind;  you  are  under  a  mistake. 
Come,  hand  me  over  the  difference." 

"De  difference?  de  difference?  Vhat  is  de  difference? 
Me  understand  not  dat  vord." 

"  Why,  seeing  that  my  clothes  are  worth  about  ten 
guineas,  I  think  you  ought  to  give  me  at  least  five  on  the 
exchange." 

"  Ach,  mein  Cott,"  cried  the  Jew,  lifting  up  his  hands 
and  eyes  to  heaven.  "  Hear  him,  hear  him ;  de  exchange. 
Ve  haA*e  exchange  ;  vhat  more  do  you  vant  ?" 

"  I  want  the  difference,  I  tell  you.  I  will  take  four 
guineas." 

"  Five  guineas,  four  guineas,  de  difference,  de  exchange, 
vhat  is  all  dis  ?  vhat  is  de  meaning  of  all  dis  ?  Ah,  my 
pretty  gentleman,  you  laugh  ;  you  mock  de  poor  Jew  man." 

I  now  began  to  get  into  a  rage.  I  could  not  believe  that 
the  fellow's  ignorance  of  my  meaning  was  sincere.  I  saw, 
indeed,  it  was  a  device  to  cheat  me. 

"I  tell  you  what,  Mister  Solomon,"  I  said,  "if  you  don't 
give  four  guineas,  I  shall  give  you  back  your  old  blanket, 
and  put  on  my  clothes,  again." 

"Oh,  mein  Cott!  mein  Cott!  here  be  one  damn  devil 
trick  of  dis  young  gentlemans.  First  of  all  you  ax  for 
de  difference,  den  you  ax  for  de  five  guineas,  den  you  ax 
for  de  four  guineas,  den  you  ax  for  de  exchange,  den 
you  ax  to  have  you  clothes  back  again,  after  you  have 
changed  dem .  vid  me  for  dat  beautiful  sveep's  dress. 
No,  no,  3roung  gentleman ;  I  am  an  old  man,  and  you 
must  not  play  tricks  vid  de  old.  Go  your  vays,  go 
your  vays."  And  he  began  to  push  me  out  of  the 
shop. 

This  was  a  catastrophe  for  which  I  was  not  quite  pre- 
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pared.  I  determined  to  resist  so  gross  an  imposition,  but 
Rebecca  now  came  to  her  husband's  assistance. 

"  All,  you  pretty  young  gentlemans,"  she  said,  "go  your 
vays  quietly  ;  go  your  vays,  and  here  is  a  ha'penny.''  And 
she  tendered  me  this  splendid  coin,  still  urging  me  towards 
the  door.  Her  husband  also  gently  impelled  me.  I  strug- 
gled, hut  what  could  I  do  ?  1  was  fairly,  or  rather  foully, 
thrust  into  the  street,  the  old  robber  still  crying  out,  "Go 
your  vays,  vagabone ;  go  your  vays,  vagabone ;  von  damn 
vagabone,  you  be ;  you  vant  to  cheat  poor  man  vid  your 
guineas,  and  your  four  and  your  five,  and  your  difference, 
and  your  exchange.  I  never  saw  so  .voung  a  rogue;  so 
deep,  so  deep  as  de  river  Thames.  Go  your  vays,  go  your 
vays;  you  must  not  stay  in  de  vay."  And  he  slapped  the 
door  in  my  face,  leaving  mc  half  frantic  with  passion. 

This  was  a  sorry  prelude  to  the  honorable  profession  on 
which  I  was  entering.  My  poor  little  sweep  companion 
seemed  thunderstruck,  but  we  both  felt  that  we  were  power- 
less. With  heavy  hearts  we  departed,  and  I  accompanied 
him  to  his  master,  who  soon  enrolled  me  as  one  of  his 
supernumeraries  without  asking  any  disagreeable  questions. 
There  were  five  of  us,  all  young  sweeps  with  dark  eyes,  like 
Spaniards,  and  white  teeth,  and  merry  features,  and  in  truth 
we  Avere  as  gamesome  as  so  many  trout  in  a  pond.  I  soon 
formed  a  friendship  for  them,  and  many  were  the  pranks 
we  played.  I  was  ten  times  happier  than  I  ever  had  been 
at  Cavendish  Square  or  Twickenham.  Aye,  I  was  happier 
than  the  Prince  of  Wales  in  Carleton  House,  or  Leicester 
Fields,  with  all  his  Dodingtons  around  him. 

I  continued  this  life  for  some  months.  Many  of  my 
adventures  were  absurd.  I  had  from  the  first  made  it  a 
rule  to  do  exactly  as  I  pleased,  and  when  I  was  sent  up 
into  one  chimney  T  very  often  descended  down  another. 
Many,  consequenth-,  were  the  discoveries  which  I  made. 
I  have  stolen  into  a  room  where  a  miser  was  counting  his 
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gold,  and  a  married  woman  was  reading  the  love  letters  of — 
not  her  husband.  I  have  seen  the  clerk  making  up  the  false 
jdgerS  which  were  to  defraud  his  master,  and  heard  the 
thief-catchers  plotting  with  the  ladies  of  Hockley-in-the- 
Hole  to  betray  this  or  that  amorous  highwayman  to  the 
gallows.  I  have  seen  the  vintner  mixing  drugs  with  his 
wines,  and  the  grocer  putting  Epsom  salts  (deprived  by 
tire  of  its  medicinal  qualities)  into  his  sugar,  to  give  it  the 
semblance  of  crystallization.  I  have  come  upon  a  gang  of 
coiners,  (but  here  I  narrowly  escaped  with  life,)  and  have 
heard  a  bevy  of  ladies'  maids  scandalizing  their  mistresses 
with  several  members  of  the  peerage. 

One  night,  or  rather  morning,  about  four  o'clock,  my 
master  sent  me  up  a  chimney  at  a  large  hotel  at  the  West 
End  of  the  town.  We  were  thus  early  because  it  was 
requisite  that  the  work  should  be  done  betimes,  to  give 
sufficient  opportunity  to  prepare  for  a  grand  wedding- 
breakfast.  When  I  had  completed  my  chimney,  I  listened, 
and  heard  oaths,  blasphemies,  and  the  sound  of  alterca- 
tions ;  ascending  an  adjacent  Hue,  I  immediately  got  into 
the  chimney  which  led  out  of  the  adjoining  room  whence 
the  sounds  proceeded,  and  was  at  once  cognizant  of  what 
was  going  on.  A  young  and  silly  goose,  who  had  just 
come  into  a  large  fortune,  had  been  decoyed  by  some  dear 
friends  into  the  hotel  for  the  purpose  of  spending  a  pleas- 
ant evening.  When  he  was  half  fuddled  with  Burgundy, 
dice  and  cards  were  introduced,  and  with  the  assistance  of 
a  few  kind  associates  he  was  plucked  to  a  terrible  extent. 
All  his  ready  money,  consisting  of  bank  notes  to  the 
amount  of  nine  or  ten  thousand  pounds,  had  been  already 
secured,  and  as  he  had  lost  about  twenty  more — I  mean  hi 
hundreds — his  companions  were  now  getting  him  to  put 
his  name  to  bills  or  bonds,  or  some  other  kind  of  devilish 
security,  such  as  my  father  would  have  understood,  for  the 
amount.  But  with  the  dawn  of  day  the  silly  coxcomb 
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seemed  to  have  grown  sober,  and  was  gravely  protesting 
that  he  had  been  cheated.  His  companions,  who  had 
swallowed  large  quantities!  of  wine  when  their  purpose  was 
accomplished,  and  who  were  infinitely  more  drunk  than 
gentlemen  of  their  profession  usually  are,  were  denouncing 
vengeance  against  themselves  from  hell  and  Satan,  if  all 
had  not  been  as  honorable  and  fair  as  it  was  possible  that 
play  could  be. 

Cried  one,  "  Do  you  suspect  our  honor  ?  May  the 
devil,"  &c. 

"  By  heaven,"  cried  another,  "  I  was  never  before  so 
insulted  as  by  our  excellent  friend  here.  Only  that  I  love 
him  as  my  own  soul,  I  would  wish  the  devil,"  &c 

kt  Xay,"  cried  a  third,  "  may  the  devil  come  and  fetch  us 
all  if  any  thing  could  be  more  strictly  honorable  than 
every  game  we  played." 

At  this  moment  a  sudden  thought  seized  me.  I  meant 
only  a  freak,  but  it  ended  differently.  I  suddenly  popped 
down  the  chimney  and  into  the  room.  Flinging  a  cloud 
of  soot  from  my  dress  and  face,  I  said : 

'■Very  well;  here  I  am,  come  to  fetch  3011  with  me  to 
hell ;  so  prepare." 

The  scene  that  I  now  beheld  was  perfectly  appalling. 
The  drunken,  cowardly  cheats,  seeing  me  but  indistinctly 
in  the  Availing  candledight,  conscious  of  their  guilt,  and 
with  nerves  highly  excited,  rushed  all  together  into  a  dis- 
tant corner,  and  huddled  into  a  mass.  One  groaned  out, 
another  cried,  "It  is  the  devil  himself,"  a  third  fell  down 
into  a  swoon,  the  others  who  were  able  made  for  the  door, 
and  burst  out  of  the  chamber  screaming  with  atarm.  See- 
ing the  coast  clear,  1  went  up  to  the  table  and  the  cheated 
sot.  I  coolly  pocketed  all  the  bank  notes,  and  tearing  into 
a  thousand  pieces  the  bills  and  promissory  notes  which  the 
deluded  ninny  had  been  asked  to  sign,  I  vanished  up  the 
chimney  as  suddenly  as  I  arrived,     And  it  was  well  I  lost 
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no  time,  for  some  of  the  gang,  having  fortified  themselves 
with  brandy,  immediately  returned ;  but  the  coast  was 
clear — the  devil  was  no  longer  visible,  neither  were  their 
notes.  I  escaped  without  difficulty ;  nor  did  I  ever  again 
return  to  my  old  master.  By  means  of  an  indorsement  on 
one  of  the  notes,  I  was  enabled  to  discover  the  wretched 
fool  who  had  well  nigh  gambled  himself  into  ruin.  I 
called  on  him  in  a  few  days,  and  restored  his  lost  property, 
1  informed  him  of  my  absurd  freak,  and  told  him  my  sus- 
picions that  he  had  been  robbed.  He  thanked  me,  and 
offered  me  a  hundred  pounds,  which  I  refused.  The  next 
night  I  was  at  home. 

How  this  came  to  pass  was  accomplished  in  the  following 
Avise :  As  I  was  leaving  the  young  gentleman's  house,  a 
greengrocer  who  was  in  the  habit  of  serving  some  of  my 
father's  servants  in  town  came  straight  up  to  me.  He 
looked  with  great  earnestness  at  me,  and  I  saw  that  I  was 
recognized.  I  ran  off*  as  fast  as  I  could,  but  he  pursued 
and  collared  me. 

"  Hallo,  young  master,"  he  said,  "  where  are  you  going  ? 
You  must  come  home  with  me." 

I  was  thunderstruck,  and  could  not  utter  a  word.  He 
called  a  hackney  coach,  into  which  he  thrust  me  almost 
before  I  knew  where  I  was.  I  kicked,  and  struggled,  and 
pushed  ;  but  I  was  brought  home  disgracefully  in  captivity, 
and  again  consigned  to  my  old  jail,  where  I  lay  for  some 
weeks.  I  was  then  sent  to  Westminster  School,  of  which 
I  entertain  any  but  pleasing  recollections.  What  a  shame 
it  is  that  in  childhood,  when  Ave  might  all  be  happy  as 
sweeps  or  link  boys,  we  should  be  consigned  over  to  those 
pedantic  old  scoundrels  who  make  that  period  of  our  lives 
as  Avretched  as  any  subsequent  portion  of  it  can  ever  be ! 


110      EDWARD  WORTLEY  MONTAGU. 


CHAPTER    X. 

How  well  do  I  remember  my  first  dreams  of  lovo  and 
beauty;  with  what  divine  sweetness  and  delight  they  re- 
vive within   my  withered   heart!     So  have   I   seen  the   rote 

tree  blooming  pot  of  the  granite,  and  the  golden  hyacinth 
raise  her  head  out  of  the  broken  fragments  of  the  oast. 
Hut  they  are  nought  but  dreams — wild  and  half-forgotten 

dreams — glimpses  of  a  Paradise  that  is  gone  forever.  I 
find  myself — old  hackneyed,  hardened  vagrant  as  J  am — 
sometimes  weeping  over  them,  weeping  as  if  I  were  a  child 
or  a  weak  woman  ;  reeling  as  a  hoy  once  more,  and  W) 
hack  into  that  summer  sunshine  which  is  in  the  heart  of 
all  when  they  revert  to  childhood.  For  I  was  only  a 
child,  indeed,  when  these  dreams  began — alas!  that  I  can- 
not he  a  child  again  and  feel  as  then.  And  thus  it  was 
that  these  emotions  had  their  birth. 

Among  the  pictures  which  my  mother  had  brought  with 
her  from  the  Easl  was  one  that  the  moment  I  began  to  per- 
ceive and  feel  moved  me  with  a  strange  fascination.  It 
was  only  a  sketch,  hut  oh,  how  lovely  was  that  sketch!  It 
was  a  profde  likeness  of  a  young  girl  of  twenty.  The 
complexion  was  delicate  and  pure  as  the  rainbow  tint  that 
is  on  an  Indian  shell;  only  that  it  was  softer,  fairer,  more 
exquisitely  bloom-like.  The  eyes  were  dark  and  bright, 
the  lashes  long,  and  like  a  silken  vail  over  those  cry.  tal 
fountains  of  thought.  The  hair  fell  in  loose  clouds  of 
shining  hrown  over  the  neck  and  bosom,  and  one  of  the 
hands  held  a  bunch  of  flowera;  hut  these  were  indistinct, 
and  had  keen  hut  half  touched  by  the  artist.  The  eye- 
brows Were  delicately  limned,  and  were  a  perfect  study  to 
contemplate.  The  mouth  was  beautiful  when  you  viewed 
it  closely,  but  when  you  scanned  the  picture  at  a  distance 
there  was  a  severe  dignity  about  it  that   impressed   you 
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with  a  sacred  awe  of  her  who  was  portrayed,  and  effectually 

checked  any  feeling  but  that  of  respectful  admiration.     It 

i  face  to  look  upon  and  love ;  but  it  enshrined  a  spirit 

that  you  might  also  worship,  nor  deem  that  you  dishonored 

Heaven  by  paying  homage  to  one  of  its  choicest  works. 

No  frivolity  was  there;  all  was  pure,  holy,  refined.     The 

_  itful  brow,  the  marble  stillness  of  the  features,  which 

yet  were  flesh  and  blood,  and  belonged  to  one  who  had  a 

thorough  woman's  heart  within  her,  and  could  die  for  him 

•  ved;  the  firm  mouth,  the  liquid  e}es  that  gave  the 

face  its  sweetest,  softest  charm — never  shall  I  forget  them ; 

and  though  it  is  sixty  years  since  first  I  saw  that  charming 

portrait,  still  it  shines  fair  over  my  memory,  and  flowers  in 

leant}'  out  of  the  ashes  of  my  soul. 

Well !  it  became  my  passion.  I  could  not  tear  myself 
awn}-  from  it.  I  was  but  six  years  old — indeed  I  do  not 
think  I  was  quite  six — but  in  feeling  I  was  six-and-twenty. 
I  stole  away  every  hour  to  look  at  it ;  to  gaze  upon  it  as 
the  Guebre  gazes  on  the  sun ;  to  worship  it ;  to  take  it 
into  my  heart  of  hearts  as  if  it  were  some  holy  spirit 
whom  I  longed  to  enshrine  within.  I  had  heard  of  the 
Guardian  Angel,  who  with  heavenly  love  accompanies 
every  human  being,  and  guards  him  from  temptation — 
this,  one  of  the  most  beautiful  of  the  Popish  legends,  is 
now  rejected  b}-  the  priests,  and  laughed  at  as  a  myth.  It 
served  them  in  the  dark  ages,  and  now  is  flung  aside  with 
scorn.  Yet  there  were  moments  when  I  half  believed  it, 
and  said  to  my  heart,  "Even  such  as  this  is  the  Guardian 
Angel  that  watches  over  me."  I  have  caught  myself  1  end- 
ing over  my  shoulder,  or  rushing  in  front  of  a  looking- 
glass  to  see  whether  I  could  not  by  chance  get  a  glimpse 
of  that  invisible  one  of  the  celestials  who  was  my  appointed 
guide  and  guardian  on  the  earth.  I  will  see  if  they  are 
alike,  I  said;  but  I  never  could  catch  the  heavenly  sprite. 
She  eluded  me — she  would  not  be  beheld.     Yet  I  had  no 
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doubt  in  beauty  she  was  the  counterpart  of  that  divine 
portrait  on  which  I  so  loved  to  look.  Morning,  noon,  and 
night  I  gazed  upon  it;  I  could  not  tear  myself  away.  I 
was  a  devotee.  My  mother  saw  it,  knew  it,  and  scolded 
me ;  but  I  did  not  care  for  this.  I  neglected  the  few  ele- 
mentary books  that  were  placed  before  me;  I  cared  for 
nothing  but  my  picture.  Thus  time  passed  until  I  was  at 
"Westminster  school,  and  sick  of  its  restraints  and  rods. 

One  day  as  I  was  sauntering  listlessly  through  one  of 
the  parks,  looking  at  the  sky,  and  wondering  what  fantastic 
form  the  clouds  would  next  assume,  I  heard  a  merry  laugh, 
which  made  every  nerve  within  me  quiver.  It  went  into 
my  veiy  soul,  and  seemed  to  meet  its  echo  there.  I  turned 
round,  and  saw  a  young  girl  with  a  middle-aged  man.  lie 
was  short,  sturdy,  common-place ;  and  evidently  belonged 
to  the  lower  classes,  as  we  who  are  so  sublimely  raised  upon 
Olympian  heights  above  them  condescend  to  call  the  work- 
ing members  of  society.  I  did  not  give  him  more  than  one 
glance ;  all  my  gaze  was  concentrated  on  the  young  girl. 
She  seemed  in  beauty  like  mjr  picture;  only  hers  was  of  a 
more  youthful  type ;  for  she  was  not  more,  I  think,  than 
sixteen  or  seventeen — probably  not  quite  so  much.  She 
was  dressed  simply,  but  simplicity  accorded  with  her  pure, 
innocent,  and  open  face ;  there  was  a  frank,  cheerful  look 
about  her,  like  a  sunshiny  day,  that  at  once  flashed  glad- 
ness on  the  soul,  and  made  you  happy,  you  knew  not  why. 
She  did  not  see  me — she  did  not  mark  those  dark  and  fiery 
eyes  that  gazed  intensely  on  her — if  she  had,  she  would 
have  burned  beneath  them.  She  continued  her  conversa- 
tion and  merry  laugh,  and  passed  on.  A  powerful  spell 
moved  me.  I  followed  her ;  I  never  once  lost  sight  of  her 
all  that  day.  I  knew  not  whither  they  went,  or  what  they 
did,  or  whether  they  sat  or  walked  ;  I  only  saw  one  bright 
form,  and  that  I  followed  mechanically.  She  entered  a 
house,  the  door  closed,  and  I  was  in  darkness.     Now  for 
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the  first  time  I  looked  about  me.  I  was  in  a  strange,  un- 
known land.  The  houses  were  old  and  wretched ;  the 
locality  exhibited  all  the  symptoms  of  poverty.  The  very 
house  into  which  the  girl  and  her  companion — instinct 
said,  "  He  is  her  father  " — had  gone,  seemed  mean  enough. 
I  was  bewildered — frightened ;  I  began  to  wonder,  for  the 
first  time,  how  I  should  get  home.  I  was  tired,  also;  I 
saw  an  old  woman  hobbling  along,  and  asked  her  what 
place  this  was.  She  looked  at  me  with  a  drunken,  fixed 
stare ;  surveying  my  fine  clothes,  as  if  she  had  a  mind  to 
strip  me;  then  seeing  one  or  two  persons  approaching,  she 
said,  "This  is  Blackwall,  1113'  pretty  dear.  What  brings 
you  so  far  from  home  ?"  I  had  no  mind  to  answer  her, 
but  calling  a  coach,  I  was  driven  back  to  Westminster,  and 
alighted  just  outside  the  school.  When  I  got  into  our 
dormitory  that  night,  I  conld  think  of  nothing  but  this 
lovely  girl.  Xow  for  the  first  time  occurred  to  me  the 
thought,  how  like  the  picture  she  appeared  !  "  This  is  but 
an  image,"  I  said;  "here  is  the  living  reality.  Oh!  that  I 
could  gaze  on  her  forever."  I  tossed  and  tumbled  about; 
sleep  was  banished  from  my  eyes.  In  the  morning  I  at- 
tempted to  get  mj'  lessons;  I  might  as  well  have  attempted 
to  fty.  The  tiling  was  impossible.  I  was  flogged,  but  my 
dreams  consoled  me.  The  next  day  I  tried,  and  again 
failed;  I  could  not  remember  a  single  word.  I  was  flogged 
again.  No  matter,  I  did  not  feel  it.  I  did  not  care  for  it. 
Again  a  third  day  came,  and  I  was  dunce  as  before.  I  was 
flogged,  sorely  flogged  on  this  occasion.  "Why  should  I 
endure  this,"  I  asked  myself,  "when  I  am  free  and  can  go 
away  if  I  like?"  That  night  I  disappeared.  I  scarcely 
know  how  I  got  to  Blackwall,  but  I  found  myself  there 
next  day.  I  had  some  difficulty  in  discovering  the  house, 
for  now  all  the  shops  were  open,  and  when  I  had  last  been 
there  they  were  all  closed.  At  length  I  found  it.  The  father 
was  behind  the  counter.     He  was  a  fishmonger.     I   had 
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taken  the  precaution  of  coming  away  in  some  old  clothes ;  I 
now  boldly  went  in  and  said  : 

"  Master,  do  you  want  a  boy  ?" 

He  looked  at  me  with  some  surprise ;  I  suppose  he  saw  I 
was  not  designed  to  be  a  fishmonger's  apprentice.  He  was 
silent  for  some  time,  as  if  he  thought  I  was  but  making 
game  of  him,  and  would  go  away  when  I  had  my  jest.  I 
repeatel,  "  Master,  do  you  want  a  bo}r  ?" 

"  Get  awa}r,  you  young  jackanapes,"  said  he,  "  and  let 
me  mind  my  business." 

"Master,"  I  answered,  "this  is  business;  if  you  want  a 
boy,  take  me ;  I  want  a  place,  and  I  will  serve  you  faith- 
fully." 

He  looked  at  me  again. 

^  What  can  you  do?"  said  he. 

"  Any  thing  you  ask  me  to  do  in  the  way  of  your  trade," 
I  replied.  "  I  will  sweep  your  shop,  sell  your  fish,  and  go 
3rour  errands.  I  have  no  home,  and  I  should  like  to  stay 
with  you." 

The  old  man  mused  again — he  was  evidently  surprised. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  "  I'll  try  you.  Who  are  you  ?  Where 
do  you  come  from  ?" 

"  My  name  is  John  Smith ;  my  parents  are  dead,  and  I 
have  j nst  come  up  to  Loudon  from  the  country  to  seek  my 
fortune." 

"  Poor  boy,"  sajTs  the  old  man,  "  if  what  you  say  be  true, 
I'm  sorry  for  you.     I  suppose  you're  hungry;  come  in." 

I  went  in  ;  he  led  me  to  a  back  parlor.  I  expected  to 
see  the  radiant  being  there  fos  whom  I  was  undergoing 
this  degradation.  There  was  only  an  elderly  female — she 
proved  to  be  the  fishmonger's  wife.  She  was  knitting  with 
great  deliberation.  The  fishmonger  introduced  me  in  a  few 
words.  They  gave  me  food,  sympathized  with  me,  and 
took  me  into  their  employ.  I  was  to  go  errands,  to  hawk 
and  cry  fish — but  they  did  not  know  that  I  was  sometimes 
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to  catch  a  glimpse  of  her  who  was  like  the  Angel  of  God 
to  my  heart.  I  lived  with  them  for  a  }*ear.  Never  man 
had  more  faithful  servant. 

Once  or  twice  a-day,  I  saw  the  fair  Elizabeth — such  was 
her  name.  These  stolen  views  of  heaven  repaid  me  for  all. 
Yet  I  was  nothing  to  her.  I  was  only  an  errand  boj* — 
crying  fish  and  cleaning  knives.  Her  thoughts  were  far 
away.  Was  she  in  love  ?  She  sometimes  gave  me  a  letter 
to  deliver,  and  the  man  to  whom  I  delivered  it  was  a  foot- 
man, finely  powdered,  gilt  and  dressed,  who  waited  for  it 
at  a  public  house  near.  With  what  tremlllng  innocence 
she  placed  it  in  my  hand !  Her  sweet  eye  seemed  conscious 
of  a  something  which  showed  that  her  heart  was  ill  at  ease. 
She  offered  no  caution  as  to  secrecy,  but  instinct  told  me 
that  I  must  not  mention  it ;  and  I  feared  that  if  I  did,  I 
should  lose  those  momentary  intercourses  with  her,  so  full 
of  rapture  to  my  soul.  She  must  have  known  that  I  loved 
her,  I  looked  at  her  with  such  an  earnest  and  enamoured 
gaze,  during  which  I  felt  ni}r  face  flush.  I  quivered  in  my 
every  nerve,  and  trembled  with  a  wild  delight,  until  I 
almost  fainted  away  before  her.  But  she  never  gave  me 
any  token  of  sympathy.  Poor  girl !  Her  whole  heart  was 
doubtless  fixed  upon  one,  and  I  was  but  an  orphan  fed  by 
her  father's  bounty,  and  condemned  to  slaver}'  all  my  life. 
There  were  moments  when  I  thought  I  should  fall  before 
her,  take  her  by  the  hand  and  confess  all — my  name,  my 
rank',  my  prospects,  declaring  my  passion  with  that  wild 
eloquence  which  flowed  from  my  lips,  when  I  found  nvyself 
alone,  and  beseeching  her  to  wait  a  little  longer  and  become 
wholly  mine.  But  I  was  only  fourteen.  She  was  some 
ypars  older,  and  was  a  woman  in  appearance  and  in  feeling. 
The  hazard  was  greater  than  I  chose  to  risk.  I  said  to 
myself,  "I  shall  be  immediately  expelled  from  her  presence 
as  an  impostor,  and  shall  never  see  her  again.     She  will  be 
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lost  to  me  forever.     Let  me  wait  yet — wait  and  work ;"  and 
so  I  did. 

There  was  a  fellow  named  Matthews — Henry  Matthews 
— who  had  been  introduced  into  our  house  as  accountant 
by  Dr.  Young,  the  author  of  the  "  Night  Thoughts."  The 
man  was  worthy  of  the  master ;  they  were  birds  of  a  feather. 
Young  was  a  sneaking,  tying,  dirty  sycophant,  who  would 
any  day  have  licked  the  mud  oft'  the  boots  of  any  noble  lord 
or  lady  who  could  get  him  a  place,  or  give  him  a  purse. 
All  sense  of  self-respect  was  extinct  within  him.  This 
Matthews  was  an  animal  of  the  same  class.  He  was  not 
destitute  of  talent ;  but  I  detested  him  for  his  falsehood, 
hollowness,  and  selfish  rascality.  This  miserable  creature 
was  brought  up  in  a  Jesuit  school.  He  was  a  tall,  awkward 
man,  of  scorbutic  habit — the  poisoned  eruptions  of  disease, 
with  a  large  hyena  eye,  a  square  forehead,  a  hideous  mouth, 
hands,  or  rather  talons,  exactly  like  a  vulture's  or  a  kite's 
claws,  and  he  had  all  the  qualities  of  those  tine  birds; 
being  secretive,  foul,  gluttonous,  sensual,  cunning,  and 
grasping.  Yet  he  was  smooth,  pliant,  smiling;  and  the 
general  mob  of  mankind,  who  are  as  blind  as  moles,  would 
think  him  any  thing  but  the  knave  he  was.  Mr.  Wortley 
Montagu  highly  regarded  him,  and  used  him  for  many 
purposes;  and  under  the  tutelage  of  this  individual  it  hap- 
pened that  I  spent  a  good  deal  of  time.  What  exact  «!,r,  v 
he  filled  in  our  house  I  can  scarcely  tell.  He  got  up  statis- 
tics, and  was  a  sort  of  secretary  and  deputy  liar  when  ttgly 
questions  had  to  be  answered  ;  kept  accounts  for  my  father, 
and  aired  my  lady's  chemises  and  combed  her  lap-dogs. 

I  was  on  one  of  my  usual  errands  for  my  master,  and 
crying  "fresh  fish!  fresh  fish!"  with  all  the  force  of  my 
lungs,  when  a  sailor  came  up  to  me,  and  saying,  "  Master, 
let  me  see  your  wares,"  detained  me  for  some  time.  1 
showed   him  my  goods  and  chattels  —  plaice,  flounders, 
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lobsters,  crabs,  and  soles,  and  had  nearly  concluded  my 
bargain,  when  he  suddenly  said — 

"  Wait,  wait  till  I  ask  this  old  gentleman  about  them;" 
and  he  pointed  to  two  persons  who  stood  close  by,  and 
whom  in  1113'  eagerness  to  sell  I  had  not  observed  before. 
I  looked  at  them.  In  the  first  I  at  once  recognized  Mat- 
thews ;  the  second  was  our  old  domestic,  Jupiter,  who  had 
carried  me  in  his  arms  when  I  was  a  baby,  and  with  whom 
I  had  always  been  a  favorite.  These  two  had  been  to 
Blackwall  on  some  business  for  Mr.  Montagu,  and  hearing 
me  cry  out  as  I  have  above  mentioned,  immediately  knew 
my  voice ;  they  saw  me  pass,  and  employed  the  sailor  to 
detain  me  in  conversation,  that  they  might  make  them- 
selves more  certain.  The  instant  I  saw  them  I  guessed 
their  object.  I  left  my  basket  and  fled  home.  But  I  had 
scarcely  got  housed,  when  they  entered;  the  name  of  my 
master  painted  on  the  basket  had  led  them  to  his  house, 
and  there  was  a  discovery  and  a  row.  The  honest  fisher- 
man was  faultless,  lie  had  behaved  with  humanity;  nay, 
with  great  generosity.  I  told  them  so;  I  narrated  all; 
but  not  the  true  cause  of  my  flight.  lie  gave  me  the  best 
of  characters,  and  I  was  again  dragged  home,  leaving  the 
whole  famity  in  tears  for  my  loss,  in  which  I  also  joined 
them  with  flowing  eyes. 

But  though  they  brought  mc  back  to  Westminster,  and 
placed  me  under  my  former  taskmasters,  with  the  most 
positive  orders  as  to  close  custody  and  strict  vigilance, 
they  forgot  that  I  also  had  a  will  of  my  own,  and  had 
already  evinced  a  resolution  to  carry  out  that  will  when 
I  pleased.  I  now  indeed  began  to  pride  myself  on  my 
numerous  flights,  as  Jack  Sheppard  did  of  the  many  jails 
he  had  escaped  from,  and  I  began  to  find  a  wild  charm  in 
this  varied  vagabond  species  of  existence,  such  as  I  cannot 
describe.  The  main  one,  I  suppose,  was  a  sense  of  thorough 
independence;  there  was  also,  perhaps,  a  hidden  delight  in 
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feeling  that  I  was  walking  the  world  under  a  species  of 
mask,  and  that  I  could  at  an}' time  change  a  position  appa- 
rently most  lowly  for  that  of  the  heir  of  the  richest  man  in 
London.  I  saw,  too,  a  most  odd  and  diversified  mode  of 
life  ;  and  learned  the  ways  and  manners  of  the  poor,  their 
thoughtless  follies,  their  improvident  luxury;  their  exist- 
ence wholly  in  the  present,  with  utter  heedlessness  of  the 
morrow,  which  are  the  three  main  sources  of  all  their  wants 
and  miseries.  The  English  character  presents  a  greater 
mixture  of  eccentricity  and  humor  than  any  other  that  I 
have  ever  examined  ;  and  I  seemed  to  nrvself  a  sort  of 
spectator  of  a  real  drama  of  life,  sometimes  comic,  some- 
times deepl}*  tragical,  but  on  all  occasions  interesting,  and 
played,  as  it  were,  on  the  breathing  stage  of  the  actual 
world  for  my  own  particular  amusement  and  instruction. 
As  to  Mr.  Montagu,  when  his  first  rage  at  my  disappear- 
ance had  exploded,  he  cared  very  little  to  make  any  further 
inquiry  whether  1  was  dead  or  alive;  and  he  thenceforward 
behaved  as  I  always  knew  instinctively  he  would,  with  the 
most  sublime  inditlerence  as  to  what  became  of  me.  From 
Matthews  I,  of  course,  received  several  lessons  in  deceit, 
which,  though  intended  apparently  for  my  benefit,  operated 
still  more  in  increasing  the  aversion  in  which  I  held  that 
smooth-tongued  schemer.  In  vain  he  suggested  to  me  that 
my  true  policy  was  to  humor  Mr.  Montagu ;  to  attend 
regularly  at  church;  to  give  into  his  ways  and  crotchets 
in  all  particulars;  and  to  be  a  dutiful  and  obedient  son. 
"  Humbug  the  old  fool,"  he  said;  "humbug,  as  the  grand 
winner  of  all  things,  and  the  great  conqueror  of  men!'' 
But  I  would  not  humbug.  What  is  the  good  of  doing  so, 
if,  when  3rou  have  won  all  things,  you  scorn  yourself? 
Matthews  could  not  understand  this.  The  glittering  pros- 
pect of  gold  and  power  which  he  held  forth  before  me  as 
the  reward  and  price  of  my  subservience,  had  no  influence 
whatever  on  my  mind.     That  there  might  be  a  payment 
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for  suc'i  degradation  was  one  of  the  main  reasons  why  I 
was  always  resolute  in  following  out  my  own  purposes. 
Had  I  been  lured  only  by  the  moral  beaut}-  of  filial  submis- 
sion to  a  father  who  had  at  least  no  active  vice,  as  against 
myself,  but  was  merely  the  basest  of  mankind  in  grubbing 
and  hoarding  gold  from  the  most  filth}''  sources,  I  might 
possibly  have  sunk  into  the  level  of  the  other  honorable 
Toms,  and  Jacks,  and  Freds  who  went  about  the  metropo- 
lis, heaping  upon  their  absent  fathers'  heads  all  the  scorn 
and* contempt  they  could  accumulate;  while  in  the  parental 
presence  and  in  their  letters  home  they  were  the  most  affec- 
tionate, dutiful,  and  obedient  of  sons  ;  a  little  gay  perhaps, 
but  wanting  in  respect  to  their  honored  sires — never,  oh, 
never. 

But  this  course  I  did  not  choose  to  take.  My  father  and 
mother  did  not  care  for  me,  nor  did  I  feel  one  atom  of  love 
for  them.  My  mother  in  truth  hated  me  virulentl}-,  and 
made  no  secret  of  that  hate  ;  but  I  almost  fancy  my  father's 
silent  scorn  was  even  still  more  biting.  Matthews  would 
not  or  could  not  understand  my  notions.  To  him  the  hope 
of  a  million  of  money  would  have  been  quite  enough  to 
make  him  devote  a  whole  life  to  every  species  of  infamy. 
In  this  view  I  do  not  say  he  was  singular,  for  there  are 
but  few  men  who  would  not  imitate  him.  But  nature  made 
me  one  of  these  few,  and  all  Jesuit  counsels  were  wasted 
on  me.  On  the  whole,  I  am  not  sorry  that  they  were.  I 
Would  rather  be  the  wanderer  I  am  than  Bute,  With  all  my 
father's  money  in  his  coffers;  unci  a  transmigration  after 
deatli  into  the  form  of  a  rat,  cockroach,  a  dog,  fish,  or 
something  equally  noisome  and  detestable. 

Three  months  longer  at  Westminster  sickened  me  of  it 
for  life.  I  resolved  to  fly  at  the  first  opportunity,  and  I 
did  so.  My  first  visit  was  to  my  old  master  at  Black  wall. 
But  he  was  a  changed  man — changed  and  altered  for  the 
worse.     The  sturdy  frame  was  bent,  the  once  keen  eye  was 
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dim  ;  the  fire  within  the  man  had  burned  out,  and  he  "was  but 
the  cinders  of  a  human  being.  A  revolution  of  twenty  years 
seemed  to  have  done  its  work  upon  him.  His  hair  was 
white,  his  voice  tremulous,  his  step — once  so  sturdy,  so 
bold,  so  freeman-like — was  transformed  into  a  slipshod 
creep.  When  he  saw  me  he  burst  into  tears ;  he  could  not 
speak,  but  led  me  in  silence  into  the  little  room  behind  the 
shop,  which  had  been  once  his  parlor.  I  asked  for  his 
good  woman.  This  question  renewed  his  grief.  I  looked 
round,  but  saw  her  not.  "She  is  dead,"  he  muttered. 
"And  Miss  Elizabeth  ?"  I  asked. 

"  Gone,  gone,"  said  the  old  man,  "  gone,  and  left  me 
desolate  and  heart-broken." 

I  was  stricken  with  horror.  Could  it  be  possible  that 
both  were  dead — both  in  so  short  a  period  ?  My  eyes, 
I  suppose,  questioned  him,  for  my  tongue  was  incapable  of 
doing  so.     lie  shook  his  head ;  his  tears  broke  out  afresh. 

"  No,"  he  said,  "  not  dead  ;  worse,  worse,  worse !" 

I  now  began  to  suspect  the  truth.  My  unlucky  letter- 
carrying  was  beginning  to  rise  up  in  judgment  against  me. 
I  learned  it  at  length  from  the  old  man. 

After  I  left,  she  had  grown  melancholy  and  silent ;  she 
was  absent  often  from  her  meals ;  she  was  not  communi- 
cative as  of  old ;  the  frank  smile  vanished ;  the  sweet, 
musical  laugh  was  unheard.  One  night  she  disappeared. 
She  left  a  letter  on  the  table,  saying  she  was  gone  to  be 
married  to  a  gentleman  with  whom  she  had  long  corre- 
sponded, and  who  loved  her.  In  a  little  time  she  would 
return,  and  all  would  be  well.  She  blessed  her  parents  for 
all  their  love  and  kindness  ;  she  would  be  their  most  dutiful 
and  affectionate  daughter  in  her  netv  state.  In  vain  they 
made  inquir}'  after  her.  No  tidings  could  they  learn.  At 
length  a  letter  came  in  a  distracted  handwriting — it  was 
their  daughter's.  She  had  been  deceived,  betrayed,  dis- 
honored.    The  person  with  whom  she  fled  proved  to  bo  a 
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married  man.  lie  was  of  high  rank,  a  senator  and  privy 
councillor,  and  when  the  discovery  was  made  he  proposed 
to  her  to  continue  as  his  mistress,  citing  high  and  royal 
example  for  the  iniquit}-.  But  this  she  spurned.  She  had 
now  abandoned  him,  but  dared  not  face  her  home.  What 
she  was  to  do  she  knew  not,  but  she  craved  forgiveness  of 
God  and  them.  They  must  forget  that  she  had  ever  lived. 
To  all  her  kindred  she  was  dead  forever.  Thus  ran  the 
wild  epistle.  The  mother  sickened  and  died ;  the  old  father 
was  dying.  But  he  wished  once  again  to  hear  that  voice 
of  melody,  and  listen  to  one  silvery  note  of  love.  And  his 
tears  again  fell  thick  and  fast  upon  his  pale  cheek. 

I  was  myself  also  in  an  agony  of  grief  and  rage.  But  I 
will  not  venture  to  describe  it.  This  incident  gave  me  a 
new  horror  of  civilized  life.  Thus,  I  said,  it  is,  the  rich 
are  ever  preying  on  the  poor;  the  powerful  are  crushing 
the  feeble.  The  coronet  of  my  lord  is  glorified  by  the 
number  of  his  victims;  the  chariot  of  the  great  rolls  over 
broken  hearts.  Let  me  fly  forever  from  these  haunts  of 
villain.  What  have  I  seen  in  all  my  life  hitherto  but 
wickedness'/  And  what  is  worst  of  all,  wickedness  tri- 
umphant! Why  ifl  this  o-ood  man — for  good  and  honest 
he  was — made  miser:; Me  in  his  old  age,  his  household 
desolated  and  disgraced,  his  wile  killed,  his  daughter  torn 
from  him  to  gratify  the  momentary  whim  of  some  gilded 
coxcomb,  who  now  probably  moves  in  courts  or  senates. 
the  observed  of  all  observers I  Let  me  abandon  such 
haunts  forever.  Let  me  seek  nature  in  the  woods,  the 
mountains,  or  on  the  ocean.  Let  me  separate  myself  from 
those  with  whom  vice  is  the  daily  business,  and  dwell  apart 
from  human  land,  or  at  all  events  seek  them  where  they 
are  uncontaminated.  Let  me  become  a  pirate  on  the  glo- 
rious sea;  a  brigand  in  the  wild  green  forest;  an  Ishmael 
among  men  ;  nay,  a  very  beggar  on  the  wayside ;  a  tramp 
under  the  splendid  arch  of  heaven,  with  the  winds  and 
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sunbeams  for  my  friends ;  rather  than  be  one  among  this 
wealthy  wicked  rabblement.  Now  know  I  what  that  Ro- 
man Kaisar  meant  when  he  wished  that  mankind  had  but 
one  neck,  that  he  might  decapitate  them  all  at  a  single 
stroke.  It  was  not  blood-thirstiness  made  him  thus  cry 
out,  but  that  "fierce  indignation,"  against  human  vice, 
which  ate  up  the  fiery  heart  of  Swift,  and  which  must  have 
appeared  to  this  sated  wearer  of  the  purple  in  its  most 
odious  and  terrible  aspect — surrounded  as  he  was  every 
moment  by  all  the  subserviency,  falsehood  and  meanness 
of  an  imperial  court.-  But  was  it  more  degraded  than  our 
own,  as  I  saw  it?  No,  no ;  a  thousand  times  no  !  With 
an  aching  heart,  I  left  the  old  man.  I  came  back  to  Lon- 
don. By  accident  I  found  myself  close  by  the  Sussex 
wagon ;  a  great  lumbering  affair,  like  a  farmhouse  on 
wheels,  and  drawn  by  four  fat  punches.  It  was  going  to 
Bredhemston,  but  where  Bredhemston  was  I  neither  knew 
nor  eared.  I  only  knew  that  I  was  about  to  abandon 
civilization  and  its  rascalities.  I  easily  bargained  with  the 
driver  for  a  seat  as  far  as  Bredhemston,  and  lost  no  time 
in  getting  into  my  berth.  Of  my  adventures  in  this  won- 
derful machine,  I  have  nothing  to  relate.  We  rode  for 
some  days,  stopping  at  queer  inns  with  great  fireplaces, 
and  public  houses  at  night.  We  took  in  and  let  out  seA'eral 
odd  characters.  As  we  got  deeper  into  Sussex,  and  near 
the  seacoast,  I  heard  a  good  deal  of  the  gypsies  who  were 
encamped  about  the  Downs  of  Brighthelmstone,  for  such  I 
afterwards  found  was  the  original  of  that  which  our  wag- 
oner had  so  curiously  abbreviated.  And  when  I  was  at 
length  shot  out  of  this  Noah's  ark  I  determined  to  seek 
my  fortune  among  those  wandering  people,  and  if  that 
failed,  to  scramble  on  in  some  way  to  Portsmouth,  and  go 
on  board  ship,  careless  whither  I  was  borne,  so  that  I  was 
wafted  from  home,  and  kindred,  and  companions,  and  the 
debasing   influence   of  wealth,   rank,  state,  and    civilized 
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societj7.  I  looked  forward  with  considerable  curiosity  to 
the  new  drama  of  events  which  I  thought  was  opening 
before  me ;  and  doubted  not  that  I  should  achieve  rare 
exploits  among  the  people  of  that  most  poetical  of  all  gyp- 
sies— glorious  John  Bunyan. 


CHAPTER    XI. 

It  was  a  lovely  afternoon  in  rosy  summer  when  I  got  to 
Portslacle,  a  little  hamlet  just  outside  of  Brighthelmstone. 
At  the  side  of  a  green  lane  I  saw  something  like  an  en- 
campment. A  thin  cloud  of  azure  smoke  rose  up  in  waving 
column  against  a  clump  of  elm  trees,  and  a  dog  barked 
quick  and  sharp  as  my  footstep  beat  against  the  short 
emerald  sward.  There  were  about  a  dozen  tents  in  all,  of 
various  colors  and  sizes.  A  crowd  of  wagons  and  a  troop 
of  horses  were  scattered  about  in  the  adjacent  open  fields. 
As  I  advanced,  a  young  girl  came  towards  me;  her  ej^es 
were  jet  black,  with  a  fixed  fiery  star  in  the  centre,  which 
gazed  upon  you  with  a  lurid  light  that  seemed  to  petrify 
the  very  heart.  She.  was  clothed  in  scarlet  and  black, 
bordered  with  Asiatic  flowers,  and  was  crowned  with  a 
vivid  red  headdress,  fringed  with  golden  ornaments,  set 
with  blue  stones ;  she  wore  a  gold  chain  in  triple  folds 
around  her  neck,  massive  as  a  king's  collar,  but  dark  and 
tawny  colored,  from  lung  exposure  to  the  air.  Her  lips 
were  thick,  but  not  coarse — such  as  I  have  since  seen  in 
^ke  mighty  Indo-Egyptian  idols  of  the  past ;  and  the  nose 
was  hooked,  like  that  of  the  Menmon  on  the  banks  of  the 
Nile.  Many  and  many  a  time  since  have  I  beheld  her  type 
in  Nubia,  and  in  the  mighty  awful  depths  of  the  Himma- 
layas.  Her  tread  was  light  and  bounding,  like  that  which 
9 
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characterizes  all  the  wandering  tribe ;  she  was  close  upon 
you,  like  some  wild  dweller  of  the  forest,  almost  as  sud- 
denly as  she  appeared,  and  ere  you  were  aware.  Seen  thus, 
she  gave  me  the  notion  of  a  leopardess,  though  at  that  time 
I  had  never  seen  one.  I  afterwards  found  I  was  not  mis- 
taken. 

As  I  had  determined,  if  possible,  to  dwell  among  these 
people,  and  make  their  tents  my  tents,  their  home  my  home 
for  the  rest  of  my  life,  I  had  before  carefully  meditated  in 
what  manner  I  should  best  make  my  entrance  among  them. 
The  only  valuable  I  possessed,  in  addition  to  my  fine 
clothes,  and  one  of  the  guineas  which  poor  Steele  had  given 
me,  and  which  I  had  never  parted  with  during  this  long 
interval,  was  a  gold  watch,  of  curious  antique  workman- 
ship, which  my  mother  had  brought  from  the  East,  and  in 
some  capricious. mood,  ere  yet  I  had  been  witness  of  her 
shame,  had  hung  around  my  neck,  from  which  it  had  never 
parted  since.  On  the  back  was  chased  the  arms  of  the 
Montagus;  the  eagle  displayed.  The  border  was  quaintly 
painted,  and  had  about  a  dozen  oriental  characters  graven 
on  it,  which  no  one  had  been  able  to  decipher;  and  on 
which  I  m}-self  set  a  strange  value,  as  if  it  were  some  won- 
drous talisman  on  which  my  fate  depended.  I  had  often, 
while  at  school,  amused  myself  with  my  fellows  by  pre- 
tending to  accomplish  various  puzzling  tricks  through  the 
operation  of  this  talisman,  and  I  had  half  persuaded  many 
of  them  that  I  was  the  only  person  living  who  understood 
and  could  explain  this  mj'stic  tablet.  The  chain  that  hung 
to  it  was  of  lion's  hair,  twisted  into  a  thick  cable  of  endur- 
ing strength,  and  there  was  a  key,  and  two  or  three  seals 
of  agate,  or  some  other  Indian  stone,  on  which  were  also 
cut  some  strange  devices  of  far-off  lands. 

I  now  resolved  to  astonish  the  gypsy — it  was  a  schoolboy 
trick,  grave  reader — and  as  she  came  close  to  me,  and  be- 
fore she  spoke,  I  pulled  out  my  watch,  and  putting  it  to 
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my  ear,  I  suddenly  cried  out,  "Ziga  zi."  The  gypsy 
started  at  the  strange,  unusual  sound.  Whether  it  really 
conveyed  any  idea  to  her  mind  I  know  not ;  but  I  could 
see  that  she  marked  the  watch  and  its  graven  border,  and 
scanned  me  with  a  curious  eye  of  fear  or  wonder.  She 
called  out  in  a  shrill  voice,  and  immediately  an  old  hag, 
wrinkled,  dwarf-like,  black,  but  fierce-eyed  as  a  panther, 
came  out  of  one  of  the  tents.  Her  hair  was  dark  as  jet, 
and  she  wore  an  ebon-colored  robe,  girdled  by  a  broad  belt, 
on  which  I  could  plainly  see,  worked  in  gold  thread,  some- 
what tarnished,  three  or  four  characters  similar  in  forma- 
tion to  those  on  my  watch  and  seals.  Her  step  was  slow, 
her  glance  fixed  and  full  of  surprise — for  I  still  held  my 
watch  to  my  ear,  and  the  seals,  glittering  in  the  sun  and 
dangling  about,  probably  made  manifest  to  both  that  the 
bauble  before  them  was  also  from  the  Lord  of  the  Sun. 
She  stood  gazing  fixedly  at  me  for,  I  think,  three  or  four 
minutes,  leaning  all  the  while  on  a  stout  staff  with  a 
quaintly  fashioned  head.  At  length  she  spake,  but  in  a 
language  which  I  could  not  understand.  I  shook  my  head 
to  her  to  intimate  that  I  did  not  know  what  she  meant — 
and  I  looked  at  my  watch,  as  if  reading  in  its  page  some 
deep  revelations  of  the  future.  She  mused  again,  and 
whispered  to  the  younger  one.  At  length  she  said : 
"  Come  you  here,  little  one,  on  business  of  Egypt  ?" 
"Aye,  indeed,"  said  I,  "mother,  on  business  of  Egypt 
do  I  come." 

There  was  something  so  weird,  mysterious  and  witch-like 
in  all  these  proceedings  that  I  resolved  on  the  instant,  as 
if  instinctively,  to  adapt  myself  to  all  they  did  and  said, 
like  an  adept  of  their  own ;  and  this  subsequently  proved 
to  be  the  most  sagacious  policy  I  could  have  devised,  for 
my  sudden  apparition,  as  it  afterwards  proved,  filled  their 
wild  brains  with  an  idea  that  I  was  somehow  mysteriously 
sent  among  them,  and  my  fearlessness  and  cool  manner 
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confirmed  tlicm  in  the  thought.  Had  they  known  from 
What  a  pair  of  accomplished  diplomatists  I  had  descended, 
the  r  Mirprise,  perhaps,  would  not  have  been  so  great. 

"  And  what  business  of  Egj'pt  came  you  upon  ?"  ashed 
the  aged  crone,  regarding  me  with  the  same  keen,  and 
searching,  and  lightning-like  glance  that  her  companion 
had  before  bestowed  upon  me. 

"Behold,"  said  J,  extending  the  watch  before  her,  "it  is 
written  here."  And  pointing  to  the  seals,  "Here  3-011,  0 
wise  queen,  can  doubtless  read  both." 

The  hag  took  the  watch  out  of  my  hand ;  her  e3'es  spar- 
hied  as  she  held  the  golden  toy ;  she  peered  closed  into 
both  it  and  the  seals,  but  she  could  evident^  make  nothing 
of  either ;  I  could  see,  however,  that  she  was  favorabl}' 
impressed  with  my  credentials,  and  somehow  began  to 
regard  me  as  one  of  themselves,  though  how  or  wherefore 
sent  was  a  puzzle  that  did  not  seem  likely  to  be  solved. 
This  was  just  what  I  desired.  I  knew  that  a  secret  was 
the  very  thing  to  serve  me  with  the  fair.  Seeing  their  per- 
plex it}-,  I  asked : 

"  Hast  thou  read  what  is  herein  written,  0  mother  ?" 

She  shook  her  head,  as  if  admitting  her  inability  to  do  so. 

"Then,"  said  I,  "I  will  do  so;"  and  taking  the  watch 
again  from  her  hand,  1  muttered  some  unintelligible  jargon, 
to  which  they  both  listened  with  perplexed  wonder;  they 
were  unable,  however,  to  comprehend  it. 

It  would  have  been  much  more  wonderful  still,  if  they 
could  have  done  so,  for  it  was  a  hash  of  Greek  and  Latin, 
mixed  up  at  the  moment,  and  which  meant  just  nothing  at 
all — something  like  our  schoolincantation,  oxus,  doxus, 
glorioxus,  <&c,  &c.  ^^"^ 

"And  what,  0  little  one  of  Egypt,  means  this  message  ?" 
again  asked  the  elder  of  the  two  women. 

"This,"  I  replied ;  and  in  a  deep,  solemn  voice  repeated, 
"  The  heir  of  the  Stars,  the  fo&ter-QhiUl  of  the  Queen  Ser- 
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pent,  the  beloved  of  the  dark  Goddess  of  the  Woods,  seels  a 
hospitable  tent  and  soft  pillow." 

They  scanned  me  again  for  some  moments  with  their 
glittering  eyes.  I  bore  their  scrutiny  without  flinching. 
T lie  crone  again  took  the  watch  out  cf  lny  hand ;  she 
breathed  over  it,  and  smelled  at  the  lion-hair  guard  chain. 
The  whole  tiling  seemed  to  her  to  be — if  I  might  judge  by 
appearance — the  most  extraordinary  incident  in  her  life. 
Then  coming  towards  me,  she  took  me  l>3'  the  hand,  and 
turned  the  palm  up,  minutely  inspecting  the  lines  and  in- 
tersections; occasionally,  also,  gazing  with  an  inquisitive 
search  into  my  eyes;  and  flashing  out  of  her  own  the  clear- 
est light,  that  seemed  full  of  a  divining  spirit.  At  length 
she  seemed  satisfied.  She  led  me  into  her  tent,  and  seated 
me  at  her  right  hand  ;  she  hung  the  watch  around  my  neek, 
and  stroked  my  hair,  and  head,  and  cheeks;  her  hand  was 
soft  as  down,  though  seventy  winters  had  revolved  since 
first  it  pressed  the  mother's  nipple.  She  set  before  me 
choice  food,  and  preserved  fruits  of  rare  delicacy;  she 
poured  out  of  an  earthen  pitcher  water,  cool,  clear,  and 
bright  as  crystal ;  and  of  so  sweet  and  paw  a  flavor  to  the 
palate,  that  it  seemed  to  taste  like  ethereal  wine. 

As  the  evening  gathered  in  and  the  violet-colored  clouds 
folded  over  the  distant  hills,  and  the  glittering  stars,  one 
by  one,  peered  out  of  the  transcendent  arch  of  heaven,  the 
men  and  women  of  the  tribe  gradually  came  in,  and  re- 
counted, with  many  a  wild  sign  and  gesture,  the  varied 
chances  of  the  day.  I  found  they  were  exiles,  or  wanderers 
from  many  lands;  the  gipsy  of  England,  the  Bohemian  of 
France,  the  Gitauo  of  Italy,  the  Zingari  of  Spain  ;  and  that 
their  trades  or  callings  were  even  more  numerous  than  the 
countries  from  which  they  came.  Some  forged  nails  and 
horse-shoes;  some  were  farriers,  tinkers,  and  braziers; 
others  musicians,  others  basket-makers ;  all  the  women 
told  fortunes,  and  exhibited  with  glee  the  silver  fruits  of 
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their  clay's  adventure.  When  they  had  supped,  but  not 
until  then,  the  old  woman,  who  appeared  to  be  a  person  in 
authority,  presented  me  and  my  watch  before  the  assembled 
group.  In  a  few  words  she  explained  the  mystery  of  my 
appearance,  my  words  of  introduction,  my  missive  from 
some  unknown  power  to  their  tents  and  households.  She 
exhibited,  with  Beaming  awe,  to  some  of  the  oldest  men,  the 
mystic  watch  and  seals,  and  I  could  sec  that  these  made  a 
powerful  impression.  After  a  long  consultation,  carried 
on  more  by  signs  than  words,  and  when  words  were 
■-at y,  in  a  language  which  1  could  not  understand,  it 
appeared  to  be  finally  agreed  that  I  was  to  be  received 
among  their  number  ;  and  the  men  shook  me  by  the  hand 
in  rotation,  beginning  with  the  oldest;  and  the  women 
|  me,  ending  with  the  youngest.  This  latter  portion 
of  the  feast  pleased  me  most. 

It  was  determined  t hat  I  should  be  solemnly  initiated 
among  the  brotherhood,  and  a  day  was  fixed  for  the  cere- 
mony, (iitanos  came  from  all  parts  of  the  country ;  the 
soft  and  sunny  Downs  were  thick  with  tents.  There  was  a 
ruined  old  ehapel  of  the  bygone  Papal  days,  close  by  the 
green  lane,  and  in  view  of  the  blue  sea;  and  though  only 
the  gray  gable  ends,  and  half  a  tower  remained,  still  it  fur- 
nished a  sort  of  rude  aeeoinmodation,  well  adapted  for  the 
Bight  that  was  to  take  place.  On  the  twelfth  day  from  my 
f  r  t  visit  to  these  strange  people,  the  mystery  began.  My 
skin  was  darkly  dyed  n  11  over  with  walnut  juice,  so  that  in 
appearance,  at  least,  I  was  a  perfect  African.  A  new  suit 
of  clothes,  half  Oriental,  half  Spanish,  was  supplied  by  the 
quick  fingers  of  the  younger  gypsies,  who  seemed  to  take 
a  wild  maternal  glee  in  arraying  me  in  this  new  finery. 
When  I  was  brought  into  the  chapel  I  was  amazed  to  see 
a  large  idol,  three-headed,  black,  and  cross-legged,  but 
whether  of  stone,  metal,  or  wood,  I  do  not  now  remember. 
A  chain  of  ivory,  carved  into  the  likeness  of  human  skulls, 
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surrounded  the  waist  and  neck  of  the  idol ;  and  in  its  hand 
it  held  a  bunch  of  flowers.  But  no  prayer  was  offered  up, 
no  adoration  was  gone  through;  it  appeared  to  have  been 
brought  there  merely  to  he  present,  as  if  nothing  of  so  im- 
portant a  nature  could  be  transacted  in  its  absence,  or 
without  its  knowledge  or  permission.  I  was  led  around 
the  chapel  twelve  times;  at  the  last  I  stood  before  the  idol, 
the  bunch  of  flowers  was  taken  out  of  its  hand,  and  placed 
over  my  heart;  some  strange  mystical  signs  were  then 
made  about  my  head,  client,  and  back;  my  eyes  and  mouth 

kissed,  and  I   was  dubbed  by  a  new  name,  which  I 
always  thenceforth  bore — namely,  Zala  Mayna. 

After  these  things  were  done,  they  carried  me  far  away, 
into  the  very  heart  of  the  Downs;  we  got  there  when  the 
moon  and  stars  were  in  their  full  splendor  of  light.  It  was 
midnight  ;  and  such  a  glorious  midnight  of  blue  skies,  and 
transparent  silver}-  brightness.     I  have  -h  often  In 

the  east,  or  in  the  Hesperian  land,  or  over  the  golden 
sierras  of  Hispania,or  in  the  Mexican  steppes ;  hut  seldom 
in  our  own  clime  of  fogi .  shop^  nd  clonds.     There 

n   immense  tent    erected,  and   Mazing  with  light  from 
brightly  polished    lamps;    the  oil  was    perfumed,  for   the 

:mc  was  rich  and  exquisite.     There  was  no  table,  but 

r   was   served   OH  u   carpet,   in   plates  of 

C  hina,  painted   with  a  brilliancy  and  fire  of  fancy  such   as 

I  had  never  seen,  and  which  was  worthy  of  the  halls  of 

kings.      It  was   probably  two   hundred   years   old.      Had    it 

ransacked  from  some  royal  palaeef  from  Samarkand 
or  Delhi?  or  had  it  travelled  further  still  by  some  unex- 
plained method  of  pillage  or  contraband  from  the  imperial 
gardens  of  Cathay  I  Goblet*  of  Venetian  glass.  b< 
and  curiously  shaped  decanters  filled  with  Oriental  wines, 
cool,  sweet,  and  not  intoxicating,  were  served  round;  and 
when  the  repast  was  over,  silver  ewers,  of  the  most  quaint 
and  ancient  form — probably  the  work  of  four  or  five  hun- 
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dred  years  before — were  brought  in,  filled  with  perfumed 
waters,  in  which  we  dipped  our  fingers.  Then  one  of  the 
most  aged  gypsies,  rising  up,  commanded  silence.  All  was 
st ill  as  death.  He  held  in  my  hand  the  watch  and  seals, 
and  looking  on  me  steadily,  spoke  as  follows : 

"Blessed  are  the  true  Calore — the  true  Calore,  who  are 
the  Sons  of  the  Gods,  There  is  no  other  race  or  people, 
equally  the  favored  of  the  Towers,  as  the  true  Calore  of  the 
cast,  l-'nun  the  Sun  and  Moon  we  came;  the  spheres  of 
golden  fields  and  silver  mountains;  there  the  trees  have 
leaves  of  pure  emerald  ;  diamonds,  amethysts  and  sapphire 
are  their  priceless  fruit.  And  every  stream  is  pebbled  with 
the  finest  gold,  and  every  drop  of  dew  is  silver,  and  every 
Wade  of  grass  is  finer  than  the  Cashmere  fleece.  And  these, 
indeed,  once  were  ours,  and  ours  alone — once,  alas !  in  the 
days  gone  by,  fpr  we  are  the  true  Calore,  the  blessed  Sons 
of  the  Gods,  and  the  wanderers  from  the  Sun  and  Moon. 
Tut  when  the  Mighty  Towers  stood  asunder,  and  discussion 
rose,  and  there  was  discord  in  the  Spheres  and  Cycles, 
then  the  true  Calore  were  in  trouble;  and  the}' no  longer 
dwelled  in  happiness;  and  the  Sun  east  them  forth;  and 
the  Moon  no  longer  embraced  them  in  her  silver  hills;  and 
we  were  exiles,  and  deep  was  our  sorrow,  and  sad  the  pain 
and  misery  of  exile.  Then  came  an  Eagle  unto  the  true 
Calore.  saying  unto  them,  lO,  Calore,  why  do  ye  lament?' 
And  the  Calore  said,  k  ^Ye  lament  because  we  are  in  dark* 
I  and  the  Sun  gives  us  not  his  golden  light,  nor  does 
the  Moon  shed  her  silver  beam  over  us.'  And  the  Eagle 
said,  ;  It  is  fated — this  is  destiny  :  but  it  shall  not  be  always 
so.  For  ye,  the  true  Calore,  are  the  Sons  of  the  Gods,  and 
j-our  powers  are  above  those  of  all  other  existences.'  " 

The  old  man  ceased,  and  the  assembled  gypsies  clapped 
their  hands,  and  joy  sparkled  in  their  eyes,  and  they  cried 
out — 

"Good!  good!" 
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Then  the  old  man  resumed — 

"And  when  the  Eagle  spake  these  words,  he  said  unto 
the  King  of  the  Calore,  '  Take  these  wings  and  fly  and  seek 
another  place,  for  the  Sun  and  Moon  will  receive  ye  no 
longer.'  And  the  King  of  the  Calore  took  the  things,  and 
he  fled  nine  days;  and  at  length  he  came  unto  a  great  land 
— a  land  of  lofty  mountains  and  green  plains,  and  mighty 
forests,  and  vast  rivers  and  lakes,  beautiful  as  crystal.  And 
the  King  <»f  the  Calore  said:  'This  land  is  good;  behold  I 
will  bring  my  people  unto  this  land.'  And  he  again  took 
B  »le's  wings,  and  he  Hew  nine  days,  and  he  carte  hack 
unto  his  own  people,  and  he  said,  "  I  have  found  a  Ian  1.  an  1 
a  fair  land,  and  there  are  rich  plains  and  noble  mountains, 
and  far  extending  forests,  and  flowing  rivers,  and  lakes 
bordered  with  I  .  and  there  may  the  Calore 

ahide.'  And  they  were  glad:  and  they  said,  '  l>e  it  so.' 
And  he  flew,  ami  the  Calore  followed  the  King;  and  they 
sang  joyfully,  nor  did  their  hearts  once  fail  them.  And 
this  was  the  burden  of  the  -*flappy  are  the  true 

Calore — the  true  Calore,  who  are  the  Sons  Of  the  Sodsf" 
in  the  gypsies  clapped  their  hauls,  crying  out, 
KOoodl  good!" 

k,And   when  the  Calore  came  unto  this  new  Ian  1.  they 

eat  and  happy  people,  add  they  begat  BOtrt  and 

daughters,   and  they   feasted   merrily,  and    they   sang  and 

played  sweet  music,  and  they  danced  beneath  the  sun  and 

moon,  and  abided  in  the  green  forest,  and  clothed  them* 

-  in  gold  and  jewels,  and  lived  from  year  to  year,  as 
they  had  lived  in  the  golden  fields  and  silver  mountains. 
And   thus   they  passed   ten   thousand   years,  and  ther 

no  trouble  known  among  the  true  Galore.     And  when  ten 

thousand  years  were   passed   and   gone,  a    m  prang 

up  among  the  true  Calore;  but  these,  indeed,  must  have 
been  the  sons  of  devils,  for  they  began  to  live  according  to 
new  and  strange  customs,  wholly  different  from  the 
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the  true   Calore — the  sous  and   favorites  of  the  Gods  of 

Splendor;  fop  they  lmildrd   houses  and   hewed   stones.  and 

burned  earth,  and  cut  down  trees,  the   happy  everlasting 

-  Of  us.  the  true  GaiDre]  but  these,  indeed,  must  have 

been  the  sons  of  devils — for  they  burdened  the  green  and 

beautiful  earth  with  their  abominations.  And  they  in- 
creased, and  waxed  proud  and  fierce,  and  they  drove  the  true 
Calore  out  of  their  much-loved  forests,  and  hunted  them 
like  wild  foxes,  and  killed  them,  and  robbed  them  of  their 
gold,  and  despoiled  them  of  their  daughters,  and  made 
them  slaves  and  beasts  of  burden.  And  the  true  Calore 
Wept,  and  were  in  great  sorrow,  and  knew  not  what  to  do.1' 

Then  the  gypsies  hung  down  their  heads,  and  cried.  -  .\  h, 
me  !    ah.  me  !" 

'•Then  the  King  of  the  true  Calore  said.  'Oh,  golden 
Eagle,  where  arl  thou':'  Come  again  unto  the  true  Calore, 
and  counsel  them  u  hat  1 1  ley  shall  do."  And  the  Eagle  came, 
and  he  said,  '  What  seek  \c.''  And  they  said,  '  We  are 
wanderers,  and  were  despoiled  by  these,  the  sons  of  devils; 
and  we  know  not  what  to  do.'  And  the  Eagle  said.  '  Why- 
will  ye  not  live  with  them,  and  abide  in  house-,  even  as  t  hey 
abide!''  And  the  true  Calore  sa  id.  '  We  \\  ill  not  hide  OUT 
in  shame,  beneath  the  dark  screen  that  veils  us  from 
mm.  and  .Moon,  and  Stars  ;  for  the  Sun  and  Moon  were 
once  our  homes,  and  we  love  to  look  upon  them  in  thedav, 
and  on  the  Stars  by  night.  IYradvent urc,  if  we  dwell  in 
covered  places  with  the  sons  of  devils,  and  keep  not  these 
gloriOUS;  spheres  ever  before  us,  we  shall  forget  and  be  for- 
gotten by  them,  and  shall  no  more  return  to  our  primal 
homes.  Wherefore  we  have  vowed  a  vow  never  to  put  a 
screen  Of  WOOd,  or  stone, ortile  between  ourselves  and  these 
glorious  organizations.  And  this  vow  Ave  will  never 
break — no,  not  though  earth  and  heaven  should  clash  to- 
gether. But  the  sons  of  devils  persecute  and  drive  us  out, 
and  rob  us  of  our  woods  and  forests.     Therefore  is  our  cry 


EDWARD  WORTLEY  MONTAGU.      139 

made  to  thee.'  Then  the  Eagle  said, '  Follow  me.'  And  he 
led  them  into  a  new  and  fruitful  land,  where  there  were 
Other  forests,  and  fair  hills,  and  fertile  rivers;  and  the  true 
Calon  .tin  happy."    Then  th  i  clapped  their 

hands  again.  "Good!  good!" 

nd  the  true  Calore,  the  Sons  of  the  Gods,  dwelled  in 
this  new  land  for  ten  thousand  years  j  and  though  it  eiiuallcd 
not  their  i  .1  it  was  a  fair  dominion.     Ami 

they  passed  their  'lays  in  fa  Ids  and  aid  their  only 

tie  leafy  the  living  oak  and  elm  and 

walnut,  and  the  everlasting  ceiling  of  the  banyan,  through 

•    blooming    branches  in    glittered;    ami   the 

Id  bright  at  then  in  the  soft 

;  and  their  sons  and  daughters  increased  wosMlerinlly, 

and  their  ppinesa  ami  |  \nd  it  eame  to 

pass  that  the  sons  of  devils  extended  their  dominion  unto 
this  fair  land 

a  bouses  and  ander  roofrtroce  even  an  we  d 

ye  shall  W  neither  shall  ye  any  I 

lute  this  land.'      Bttl  the  true  Calore  said.  *  W( 

0  look  upon   the  Sun  and  Stars;  we 

r  us,  and 
.1   not  har  them  out   with  IfttfeV  De*J      And  the 

80ns  <  .therefore;   this   land 

a    land    for  ye.1      Ami    theydi  I   alore 

with   fire   and   sword:    and  tUOJ  Uttcd    their  peaceful 

.  wheresoever  they  found  an\. 

I   daughters  into    slavery,  and 
feasted  in  their  desolated  homes." 

The  gypsies  •  May  their 

;• :   may  their  :iled  : 

may  the  faces  of  I  blacken  in  b< 

,d  the  true  <  alore  ealled  again  unto  the  Eagle;  and  the 
came  at  their  call,  and   he  said,  '  What  want  ye  now, 
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4  Behold  we  are  again  exiles ;  the  sons  of  devils  have  again 
despoiled  us  —  nor  is  there  an}- longer  a  resting-place  on 
this  earth  for  the  true  Galore.  "Wherefore  have  we  called 
aloud  unto  thee,  0  Golden  Eagle,  for  thou  hast  rescued  us 
from  our  tribulation.'  And  the  Eagle  said,  '  In  this  land 
there  is  no  longer  a  home  ;  but  the  true  Calore  must  cross 
the  seas.'  And  the  true  Calore  cried  out,  '  0  Golden  Eagle, 
command  us  not  to  cross  the  seas.'  But  the  Eagle  said, 
k  It  is  fated — this  is  destiny.  But  this  ye  shall  receive  for 
recompense:  knowledge  of  the  past,  knowledge  of  the 
present,  knowledge  of  the  future.  In  the  eyes,  the  face,  the 
mouth,  and  hands;  in  the  form  and  the  presence  of  the 
stranger  and  the  friend  ;  in  the  tone  of  the  voice,  in  the 
manner  of  the  gait  shall  ye  read  him,  as  if  all  his  heart  were 
laid  before  ye  hare,  and  the  tablet  of  his  spirit  opened  wide 
before  your  eves.  And  this  shall  be  the  gift  of  the  true 
Calore,  above  all  other  dwellers  of  the  earth  ;  and  the  sons 
of  devils  shall  fear  ye,  and  be  your  suitors,  nay,  3'our  very- 
slaves  for  these  things,  until  the  end  of  time." 

And  the  gypsies  clapped  their  hands,  and  sprang  upon 
their  feet,  and  shouted  with  great  joy,  "Good!  good! 
Blessed  be  the  Golden  Kagle  of  Heaven!" 

"Then  the  true  Calore  sailed  over  the  seas,  and  the  Sun 
led  them  in  the  day,  and  the  Moon  and  Stars  guided  them 
in  the  night,  and  the  Kagle  sailed  before  them  over  the  blue 
Waters;  and  they  came  into  Kurope  and  dwelled  therein; 
and  abided  there  ten  thousand  years,  until  the  sons  of  devils 
again  followed  them,  and  took  possession  of  their  lands  and 
leafy  homes,  and  drove  them  out.  Then  they  became  wan- 
derers, and  were  broken  up  into  tribes,  and  some  went  here, 
and  some  went  there,  and  the}r  dwelled  beneath  tents  in  this 
cold  clime,  but  excluded  not  the  Moon  or  Stars,  for  these 
indeed  gleamed  still  through  their  transparent  roofs.  And 
they  exercised  their  knowledge  with  wisdom,  and  the  sons 
of  devils  came  to  them,  and  gave  them  gold  and  silver  in 


EDWARD  WORILEY  MONTAGU.      141 

exchange  for  rustic  lore ;  and  were  their  suitors  and  their 
slaves  unto  this  end;  even  as  the  Kagle  foretold.  "Where- 
fore rejoice  ye,  O  true  Colore*  and  be  not  dispirited  ;  for  the 
promise  of  the  Kagle  hath  now  been  fulfilled  for  thousands, 
and  yet  many  thousands  of  years  ;  and  with  us  the  divine 
tall  ever  abide;  so  that  in  the  eyes  and  the  face,  and 
the  mouth  and  hands  of  the  stranger,  and  in  his  voiee,  and 
in  his  walk  ye  shall  read  his  present,  past,  and  future  unto 
the  end  of  time." 

Then  all  the  gypsies  rose  up  again,  and  some  slapped 
their  bands,  and  others  clashed  silver  cymbals,  and  they 
eried  out,  "Good!  good  !  all  this  is  good." 

Then  the  old  man  resumed — 

'•  All  this  have  I  esrpbonded,  because  one  is  now  amongst 
us  who  hath  brought  :i  mystic  message  from  the  Kagle  ;  and 
behold  the  Signet  of  the  Kagle  is  on  his  watch  and  seals; 
and  the  Eagle  hath  sent  him  unto  the  true  Galon — the  Sons 
and  favorites  of  the  Qods.  Ami  bhfl  Sent  of  the  ! 
hath  delivered  this  mrmaags  unto  the  true  Calore:    k  The 

/•>•,//;«•    fiisfer-rhlhl    t>l' tin     I  f^  the 

beloved  of  the  darl  G  of  the  M  lea  a  hospitable 

ten/  and  90ft  pillowJ     These  irordi  be  bath  •poteen,  but 

irordsare  not  the  WOtds  which  the  Eagle  himself  hath 
written  on  the  watch — though  this  lad  in  ignorance  0*  fcUT« 
gBtfulneSS  <>f  his  true  meaoagS  hath  said  it.  But  the  words 
upon  the  wateh  :uvsicivi|  words — micI  are  I  talisman  from 
our  most  holy  books.  These  I  have  deciphered,  and  thus 
do  they  proclaim — 

'Who  knows,  and  who  «hnll  declare 

nd  why  creation  took  placet 
•»  in  In  the  highest  heaven  of  UgbX 
Knows  this— no  other.' 

!  he  who  1  caret h  these  words  among  us  and  glad 

shall   he   his  welcome  among  t!  .ilorc  ;   lor  he   hath 

come  no  doubt  on  business  of  Egypt,  though  as  yet  we  kuow 
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it  not.  Wherefore  it  is  for  this  Ave  have  paid  him  honor — 
for  no  other  than  one  truly  the  favorite  of  the  Gods  could 
he  he  who  heareth  these  words.  And  we  have  given  unto 
him  a  new  name — Zala-Mayna,  or  the  Eagle-sent. 

"But  thou,  0  Zala-Mayna,  shalt  henceforth  be  welcome 
among  our  people;  and  whithersoever  thou  goest,  there 
shall  be  a  tent  open  to  receive  thee.  I  see  in  thine  eyes  ami 
brow  many  tokens  of  the  future.  Thou  shalt  wander  among 
many  lands  and  achieve  many  adventures;  thou  shalt  seek 
repose,  and  shalt  not  find  it  ever.  Thy  life  will  be  a  dim 
perplexity,  but  thou  .shalt  discover  truth  and  abjure  error. 
Thou  shalt  be  hated  mid  loved  of  many;  thou  shalt  smite 
and  slay  thine  adversary,  and  be  the  sport  of  tierce  whirl- 
winds ;  but  the  Eternal  shall  still  shine  before  thy  spirit ; 
and  thou  shalt  not  mingle  with  the  common  herd  ;  nor  shall 
the  sons  of  devils  have  power  over  thee;  though  many  and 
great  will  be  their  arts  of  fascination.  A  great  grief,  and  a 
dark  sorrow  shall  steal  over  thee,  and  shall  be  theecli] 
thy  life's  sun;  it  shall  cling  to  thee,  and  fasten  itself  round 
about  thee;  it  shall  abide  by  thee  unto  death  ;  it  shall  be  the 
evil  curse  botowed  upon  thee  by  those  who  gave  thee  birth  ; 
but  thou  shalt  not  quail  or  perish  beneath  it.  Happier  shalt 
thou  be  in  the  desert,  or  on  the  mountain,  alone  with  Him 
unto  whom  thy  spirit  rises,  than  if  thou  didst  tread  the  halls 
of  kings,  and  didst  behold  a  thousand  parasites  in  thy  train. 
But  thine  ending  shall  be  quick  and  sudden — yet  shall  thy 
name  not  perish,  nor  thy  wrongs  be  unavenged." 

Thus  terminated  this  strange  scene,  enacted  in  the  soli- 
tary heart  of  those  silent  Downs,  when  all  the  dwellers  of 
the  hamlet  were  buried  in  sleep  or  dream;  unconscious  of 
the  drama  that  was  being  played  within  so  short  a  distance. 
The  lights  were  now  extinguished;  there  was  bustle  and 
hurry;  the  dogs  were  called  together;  the  horses  were 
gathered  in ;  the  wagons  were  harnessed ;  the  visitors 
departed.     The  stars  alone  saw  us  and  them — the  silent, 
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holy  stars  of  heaven  to  which  I  lifted  up  my  soul,  and  felt 
as  if  they  were  my  kindred.  So  real,  so  profound,  so  sat  red 
seemed  the  conviction  that  I  was  indeed  Eagle-sent;  spon 
the  wild  minds  of  these  people,  that  I  was  in  my  own  heart 
heartily  ashamed  of  what  I  now  felt  for  the  first  time  was 

ies  of  imposture;  an  abuse  of  hospitality,  an  unhal- 
lowed intrusion  upon  the  privacy  of  an  isolated  raee.  But 
what  was  I  to  do  ?  Was  I  to  confess  all,  and  be  driven  with 
9  from  out  their  circle  ?  Nay.  was  I  quite  sure  that 
with  these  passionate  Children  of  the  Sun.  my  life  Itself 
would  be  safe  one  momenl  after  I  had  avowed  the  cheat? 
Self-preservation  imperatively  required  that  I  should  not 
follow  this  course,  lint  again  other  thoughts  succeeded, 
and  1  began  perhaps  to  deceive  myself,  n  most  of  us  poor 
String  creatures  are  but  too  much  inclined  to  do.  Was  it. 
then.,  tain  that  I  was  an  Impostor?    W:is  it  beyond 

all  dispute  clear  that   1  was  not  divinely  led  assong 

• — conducted  by  soma  mysterious  and  superior  ln- 
tuence?     Was  the  ion  of  this  watch,  which  s< 

the   tali-man   of  my    1";  0   accident    lUOh   as   might 

have   happened   to  any  one  i  \  a-   my  exile  lVoin    my 

father's  home,  my  mother's  hatred,  my  school-hoy  Buffering, 

dit  bo  auspiciously untrncked to  the  prssenl  tit 
inert-  :  :  or  were  they  not  all  rather  links  of  a  chain 

:  to  lead  me  Into  that  future  life  of 

Change  by  land  and  sea,  which  this  adventure  seemed  to 
Offer?      Bow  COUld    [teU!      At  all  events,  this  w:is  not  the 

time,  nor  the  most  favorable  opportunity  for  inquiring  too 
nicely  into  the  matter.     1  contented  myself  therefore  with 

the  pn  cure  at    Least  in  ■  home,  and   safety  and  pro- 

tection among  these  strange  dwellers  of  the  I>o\\ns.     i  trai 

given  over  to  theespeeia]  Bare  of  one  whom  they  called  Man- 

asam.and  in  his  tent  I  •  [do thenceforth,  until  I  was 

thoroughly  indoctrinated   in  all  the  lore  of  the  tribe.      He 

ing  man,  eminently  handsome,  and  might  have 
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served  for  a  model  of  Apollo.  His  eves  were  bright  as 
running  streams,  that  dance  and  glitter  in  the  sun ;  his 
tongue  was  sweet  and  musical.  Well  have  the  ancients 
called  the  voice  the  image  of  the  soul,  and  well  did  the  sage 
of  old  say  to  the  silent  man,  "Speak,  that  I  may  know 
thee !"  Never  have  I  been  deceived  in  this  infallible  test  of 
man  and  woman  ;  nor  was  I  deceived  in  that  of  Manasam. 
A  strange  affinity  seemed  to  spring  up  between  us;  he  led 
me  to  his  tent,  and  showed  me  a  separate  bed.  I  undressed 
myself,  and  with  a  parting  glance  at  the  golden  lights  of 
heaven,  all  resplendent  in  the  violet  arch  above  me,  threw 
myself  upon  my  heathery  couch,  and  soon  was  wrapped  in 
sleep. 


CHAPTER    XII. 

I  WAS  now  comparatively  happy.     Existence  under  ran- 
v:is  w:h   nowl;    it  was   a    delightful  contrast    to  that  from 

which  1  bad  so  recently  escaped.  Like  all  boys,  1  was  an 
intense  Lover  of  the  open  air.  Solitary  confinement  at  a 
(leak  or  lesson  had  become  odious  to  me.  I  had  been 
flogged  so  hard  under  Casey  and  Porter,  and  fagged  so 

hard  at  Westminster  torture   house,  that    the  transition  to 

indolence  in  the  open  country  was  like  emerging  out  of 

purgatory  into  paradise.  I  had  made  a  certain  progress 
under  these  classic  savages.  If  I  was  flogged,  and  kicked, 
and  trampled  on,  I  had,  at  all  events,  the  pleasure  of  not 
having  suffered  for  nothing.  I  was  master  of  Latin  and 
French;  1  knew  Greek  pretty  well;  I  had  a  sort  of  smat- 
tering of  Italian.  I  had  a  general  knowledge  of  history 
and  literature;  not  deep,  but  sufficient  for  all  ordinary 
purposes.  I  had,  besides,  what  is  better  than  all,  a  love 
of  books;  and  though  I  panted  for  a  life  of  adventure,  I 
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was  not  insensible  to  the  exquisite  enjoyment  which  flows 
from  the  acquisition  of  new  truths,  new  information,  new 
acquirements  in  the  arts  or  sciences.  May  I  confess  that 
I  lid  even  soil  1  led  poetry?  But  that  is  one  cf  my  accom- 
plishments of  which  I  do  not  intend  to  present  my  reader 
with  a  si;  -linen   in  this  work.      I  lelieve  I   am  the 

only  rhymer  that  ever  lived  who  had  the  modest}'  or  de- 
cency to  prai  denial. 

Oli!   how  I  revelled  in  this  new  scene.     I  was  drunken 
with  delight.     There  were  no  hounds  or  limits  to  my  joy. 
•    upon    I  win. Is    of   Leaven, 

redolent    of  the    sen,  the 
violet  and  wild  thyme:  the  dewy  breath  of  fragrant  B 
bIbd  of  an  ethereal  unknown  beauty,    i  jum; 
■kipped  about,  1  was  never  tired  of  leaping  over  I 

i  aloud;  I  no  longer  envied  the 

birds,  for  my  us  as  the  happiest  soi 

of  them  alL    The  earliest  beam  <>f  tunsnine  found  me  at 

By  tent  d  ■  oke  I 

the  hills,  ;  over  tl ..  s,  vaulting 

over  brash,  and  briar,  and  Iving  loot  crush- 

y  of  my  enfran  pirlt,     A   cokl-1  '         I 

it  or,  who  had  seen  me,  nrast  have  thought  me  mad, 

and   in  truth  I  was   mad  with  the   DOW  feeling  of  freedom. 

I  run  down  the  hares  which  I  saw  gliding  through  the 
thick  fern  and  an  I  resiled  into  the  opei 

and  1  ■  illows  that  dashed  in  living  emerald 

upon  the  sonnding  beach,  and  seemed  to  speak  the  words 

irnaL    I  stood  and  filled  my  lungs  with  the 
live/  my  hand  and  sought  to  grasp  it.  and 

make  it  all  mine  own.  The  glorious  sunshine  filled  me 
with  a  divine  feeling.  I  ":i-  like  an  immortal  God, im- 
bued with  the  nectar  and  ambrosia  of  the  vTo 

ot  always  COB  .  but  wai 

away  far  and  far.  making  this  lonely  Bilent  shade  our  head- 
10 
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quarters,  to  which  we  generally  returned  after  scouring  all 
the  seaeoast  country;  sleeping  in  rich  corn-fields,  or  on  the 
warm  beach  when  the  summer  sun  gleamed  over  us  with 
Italian  glow  and  brilliancy ;  now  on  the  Bexhill  down,  and 
Hastings,  and  chivalric  Battle;  now  pursuing  our  course 
westward,  and  wandering  like  Bedoweens  over  the  South 
Downs,  to  Arundel  and  Chichester,  and  Salisbury  Plain, 
where  amid  our  fathers'  temples,  Stonehenge  and  Ames- 
bury,  we  camped,  and  heard  traditionary  tales  of  the  en- 
chanted past — ON  yet  a  Druid  dwelt  in  Britain,  ere  yet  a 
Hebrew  emerged  from  oude.  And  mark  how  grandly  still 
do  they  survive — these  Boodbiat  fanes  of  vast  gigantic 
architecture.  They  seem  and  are  the  works  of  a  colossal 
race,  before  whom  our  puny  modern  men  are  bat  M  elres. 
For  what  are  all  the  pahices  and  crumbling  churches  Of  the 
i;  what  are  the  marble  fragments  of  Greece,  or  Pome, 

or  Gtoulj  when  eompared  with  the  stupendous  relhpies  of  our 
great  forefathers!  They  are  but  children's  toys — they  are 
but  dolls'  houses — utterly  mean  and  miserable.  The  Par- 
thenon, the  Pantheon,  even  the  greari  Colossenm  itself — oh, 
name  them  not  ;  they  are  hut  pool-,  contemptible,  and  pigmy 

dust  holes,  if  contrasted  with   these  sublime  memorials. 

That    defy   time    Itself;    they   are    more   ancient    than    the 
Pyramids,  and    will    outlive    them.      They   give   a   grander 
notion   of  the   men  who   re:uvd   them   by  arts   unknown   to 
Euclid  or  Newton  than  all  the  epic  strains  of  Mel! 
Hesperia. 

My  companion,  guide,  or  tutor,  whichever  he  might  be 
called,  sympathized  with  my  new-born  rapture,  and  gave 
me  golden  glimpses  of  the  Past.     He  repressed  me  not  in 

the  least  degree;  bUt  himself,  when  he  was  not  Occupied  in 
other  pursuits,  shared  with  me  in  all  my  Sports,  with  tiie 
wild  and  savage  freedom  of  a  boy.  While  Others  poured 
their  ancient  lore  into  my  heart,  he  taught  me  a  variety  of 
arts — to  snare  the  rabbit  or  pheasant ;  to  steal  upon  the 
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partridge  in  her  nest;  to  surprise  the  nimhle  hnre;  and 
catch  the  silver  tenants  of  the  streams.  Under  his  instruc- 
tion I  became  a  first-rate  marksman  with  the  arrow,  the 

t  the  alii  ild  hit  a  cherry  with  a  stone  from 

the  last  at  a  distance  of  a  hundred  yards.     I  had  before 

ill  in  swimming :  but  be  instructed  me  in  a  vartetj  of 
tricks,  so  that  I  could  manage  myself  almo 
a  fish  in  the  water;   nor  did  any  fell  MMHI   lOO  difficult 

me  '  oplish.    Be  made  me  also  a  mas!  ice; 

ibowed  me  bow  to  wreatle  and  i  >>\  ;  in  ■  word  I  be  mm 

an  adept  in  all  athh-tie  Bporta.    Tw.»  years  thus  pleasantly 

'•Mi,  tad, 

active,  bold,  quirk,  and  daring.  1  feared  do  man;  I 
blenched  at  no  danger;  and  I  bad  already  distinguished 

elf  i  \   a  .1   the  myrmidon 

law,  in  which  we  usually  came  off  vi  I   had 

•  t  of  nature.  I 
■  be  habits  of  the  a  the  in 

fields.     1   saw  that   t!  like  human 

with  pi  feelings,  i  and  virtues.     I 

fa]  da- 
ben  I  went  into  •  :  world, 

I  I  the  same :  and 

the  ;  :'d    that    of  i 

and  women  ;  except  I  latter  pei 

cruel  in  their  1"  e\ii.     1 

an  incident  whioh  happened  about  this  period,  and 
which  gave  mo  a  t'ul  to  me  afterwards  in 

my  varied  can 

to   build  a  nest   under  a   projecting 
one  of  I  .  the   ruin   th: 

adjacent  to  our  encampment*  Every  day  the  work  ad- 
vanced. At  length  it  i  plete;  all  that  leathers, 
wool,  an  I  do  to  make  the  tenement  com- 
fortable and  compact  had  been  supplied.     While  this  labor 
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was  proceeding,  two  sparrows,  perched  on  a  corn-rick  close 
by,  watched  the  swallows  with  eager,  anxious  eyes.  "When 
all  was  finished,  the  swallows  disappeared  into  a  garden 
some  way  off,  and  the  sparrows  quietly  took  possession  of 
the  nest.  Conscious,  however,  of  their  guilt,  they  never 
dared  to  quit  it  together  ;  but  when  one  was  absent  gather- 
ing food,  the  other  kept  watch  within,  and,  with  beak  pro- 
truded like  a  soldier's  pike,  seemed  ready  to  do  battle  witli 
all  the  world  in  defence  of  its  ill-gotten  citadel.  The  Duke 
of  Austria  could  not  be  more  alert  in  guarding  one  of  his 
felonious  acquisitions.  Our  late  King  William  did  not 
more  vigilantly  secure  the  crown  which  "he  received,  but 
did  not  steal." 

At  length  the  swallows  reappeared.  They  came  as  they 
■Opposed  to  a  warm  cottage  ready  prepared  for  their  ex 
peeled  brood.  Hut  great  was  their  dismay  at  finding  the 
fehms  in  possession.  The  male  bird  Hew  at  the  nest  and 
attempted  t<>  expel  the  Jobber;  but  the  stronger-leaked 
knave  repelled  him  easily,  and  he  retreated  to  his  bride, 
bleeding  and  confused.  A  hasty  and  anxious  discussion 
took  place  between  them;  they  Hew  oil',  and  all  seemed 
tranquil. 

And  now  a  quick,  sharp  twitter  from  the  triumphant 
BparrOW  recalled  his  mate;  a  consultation  took  place; 
sudden  measure!  and  precautions  seemed  requisite.  They 
both  Hew  oil'  for  a  short  period,  and  returned,  laden  with 
food.     The  garrison  having  been  thus  supplied,  they  both 

pUt  themselves  on  their  defence,  and  with  javelins  extended, 
made  rather  a  formidable  appearance.  Their  two  sharp 
pikes  stretched  out  beyond  the  nest  seemed  to  oppose  an 
impregnable  harrier.  I  trembled  for  the  luckless  swallows 
who  had  thus  fallen  victims  to  these  king-like  spoliators. 
But  soon  the  scene  was  altered.  A  shrill  cry  was  heard  in 
the  air:  I  looked  up  and  saw  about  thirty  or  forty  swal- 
lows flying  rapidly  to  the  spot.     I  had  no  difficulty  in 
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recognizing  as  their  leaders  the  two  outraged  exiles,  who 
like  the  sons  of  ./Eneas  conducted  this  avenging  army  to 
this  second  Troy.  They  planted  themselves  on  the  corn- 
rick  and  surveyed  the  enemy.  There  was  a  coolness  and 
intrepidity  about  their  appearance  that  gave  me  great  hope 
that  poetical  j  <>ut  to  he  done,  and  that  the 

ravishcrs  niu>t  share  the  fate  of  their  prototype,  Paris. 
r  was  I  deceived.  The  sparrows,  indeed,  remained 
watchful;  their  eyes  were  hold  and  lieive,  as  1  ccame  a 
1  eeieged  party.  They  did  not,  of  course,  venture  on  a 
sally;  1  mt  they  senm-d  determined  to  die  in  their  etn 

1.  And  their  determination  was  fulfilled.  1  ut  in  a  man- 
ner on  which  they  had  seanely  reckoned.  Suddenly  about 
a  dozen  swallows,  each  laden  with  a  pellet  of  mud,  flew 
against  the  Seel  and  discharged  it  with  unerring  aim. 
*  They  then  retreated,  and  made  way  for  a  fresh  party,  who 
renewed  the  attack;  these  in  turn  gatl  place  to  a  third, 
wdio  likewise  fired  their  Shot.  The  first  1  attalion  now  re- 
turned with  a  fresh  supply  of  mud,  which  they  pierced  into 
the\e;\  .  Minding  and  confusing  them; 

and  the  attack  thus  eontinucd  until  the  luckless  span 

unpletely  embedded  in  the  son  compact,  and  stilled 
to  death.    All  t  •  li  wing  and 

tllftl.       A    SSSflTS   OOffN    of   ■WlllOWfl    kept    watch 
jm-t  over  the  DCSt,  and  while  the 

ually  plastered  in  the  mud  o  lypoft.  so  that  flight 

was  Impossible,  and  the  rmsriabers  were  brieked  np  alive. 

1  now,  1  -   their  triumph  !      A.8 

l<s  of  winged   crimes,  or   long-necked  in    Asian 

meadows,  by   the   fair  lowing   streams  of  .  fly  here 

and  there,  exulting  in   their  win.'-.  ttling  down  with 

noise  and  glee  triumphant,  so  raised  their  paeans,  the  vic- 
torious land  of  -wallows;  as  mighty  eagles — hut  let  me 
drop  the  Homeric  strain,  and  simply  say  that,  in  a  few 
short   hours,  by  the  united   labors  of  all,  a  new  nest  was 
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constructed  just  over  that  which  had  been  blocked  up,  and 
the  reinstated  birds  were  next  da}'  in  quiet  and  contented 
possession. 

Among  the  dwellers  of  our  tents  was  an  aged  Indian, 
who,  I  think,  must  have  been  at  least  a  hundred  years  old; 
yet  he  was  not  bent,  nor  bald,  nor  white  haired.  His  eye 
retained  its  fire;  his  step  was  firm,  but  slow;  his  hand 
shook  not,  nor  did  his  head  wag;  Be  went  by  the  name  of 
Akiba.  He  had  travelled  over  nearly  all  the  earth  ;  he  had 
aimed  among  the  Hoodhist  talapoins.  and  the  Brahmin 

priests;  he  had  visited  the  Baered  temples  of  the  Lama; 
and  had  penetrated  the  enigmas  of  the  holy  city  of  Benares 

and  the   more  ancient    fanes  of  Samarkand.     He  had  been 

initiated  into  the  profound  philosophy  of  the  sages  of 
Mecca,  and  the  hidden  rites  of  the  sect  of  Lao-Tseu.  lie 
had  searched  the  mystic  treasures  of  the  Vatican — all  as' 
yet  in  manuscript,  and  carefhily  hidden  away  from  profane 
;  onrevealed  to  the  world,  and  never  to  be  revealed; 
;ulted,like  the  Sibylline  books, by  the  highest  order  of 

the    priests   alone,  and    by   theni   sought  only  on   the    most, 

difficult  occasions  and  emergencies.    There  the  wealth  of 

human  wisdom  and  experience  is  hoarded  up;  the  secret 
engines  that  moved  empires;  the  dark  intrigues  that  to 
mankind  appeared  SO  specious;  the  hidden  causes  of  ruins 
ami  revolutions  are  laid  bare;  and  no  complication  of  cir- 
cumstances can  arise  too  difficult  to  he  solved  by  those 
profound  oracles  of  thought.  This  aged  man  became  my 
Gooroo,  or  spiritual  teacher.  He  showed  me  the  insignifi- 
cance of  that  knowledge  winch  is  to  be  derived  from  what, 
we  call  the  classical  writers  of  Greece  or  Italy — the  Platos, 
ros,  and  other  dotards  wdio  knew  nothing;  the  mad, 
fantastic  and  degrading  nonsense  of  their  mythology — 
originally  suMime  and  heaven-sent,  but  transformed  by 
the  accursed  tribes  of  sophists  and  poets  into  a  medley — 
60  trilling  and   contemptible  that  only  children  could  be 
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amused  by  it.  while  till  men  of  sense  must  laugh  it  to 
:n.  IK  demonstrated  that  the  Greeks,  whom  we  in 
Europe  absurdly  venerate  as  the  patriarchs  of  all  philoso- 
phy, were  despicable  dreamers,  without  even  the  merit  of 
originality  in  their  shallow  speculations;   all  of  which  were 

borrowed  from  an  older  and  a  greater  people;  but  so  tra* 

lied   in   the  copy  that   what   was   primarily  so  sublime 

became,  in  their  hands,  utterly  ridiculous.     He  enumerated 

their  subtle  distinctions,  and  puerile  definitions  pi  God,  the 

il, the  K.OMUOS, aud  eternity:  ami  distinguished  between 

that  exalted  wisdom  which  Consists  in  ideas  as  Opposed    to 

that  which  i-  made  up  only  of  word-.    The  Greeks  were, 

in  ;  Their  taste   in   art  was   tine  and 

pore, though  delicate  and  Mnall;   but  they  were  a  nation  of 
without    :in\    real   or   solid   grandeur.     To   , 

who  has    /"/.'/;/  :  Indian   lore.  Plate    is   the  vaii 

prater  of  the  Scho-.h.  The  lbuiian-  were  too  much  im- 
mersed   in    Wan   and    politics,  and   tl k  ion   of  their 

s\\m\.  •-.  devote  an\  lengthened  period  t..  the  study  of 
phii.  !'  true  religiou.     'I 

a  pi  •!*  them  who  </"/ 

think,  drew   front    I  fountains;   which,  originally  shal- 

low,   woiii.l.  nothing    greatly    worthy   of 

.  who  hi  sly  any 

thing  of  the  subjects  on  which  he  professed  to  write.     His 
ire  of  the  Gods  readi  like  a  burlesque. 

dabliler    or    a    driveller — a    dreary    Copyist    Of   other    men; 

Lucretius  versified  the  pamphlets  of  Epicurus. 

Prom  the  East  all  tru  me;  in  the  East  only 

we*  it  to  he  found.      ThaleS  and  Pythagoras  knew  tins,  for 

they  travelled  thither  and  explored.  The  knowledge  which 
they  brought  hack  they  developed  among  their  fellows; 
but  the  Grecian  intellect,  like  that  of  Gaul,  was  too  puny 
to  comprehend  its  simple  grandeur.     It  became  diluted, 

1   and   ctfemi.  •   that   only   a  small   remnant 
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of  true  Orientalism  remained  ;  but  it  was  that  remnant 
which  gave  vitality  to  their  speculations.  True  science 
was.  indeed,  hoarded  among  the  Wise,  as  a  secret  which 
ought  not  to  be  expounded  to  the  common  herd  ;  and  it 
may  at  least  lie  said  in  defence  of  both  Thaies  and  his  dis- 
ciples, that  they  each  had  followers  whom  they  initiated 
into  the  higher  branches  of  the  highest  knowledge.  Bat 
this  policy  defeated  itself  in  the  end.  The  great  Monarchs 
of  Wisdom,  who  committed  to  mere  memory  the  vast  treas- 
vhich  they  had  acquired,  the  mighty  conquests  in  the 
realms  of  thought  which  they  had  gained,  trusted  all  to  a 
most  frail  vehicle;  and  hence  it  came  to  pass  that  in  t he 
course  of  time,  a  great  deal  was  forgotten,  and,  conse- 
quently, lost  forever.  To  this  may  he  attributed  th<->  pres- 
ent extension  of  Ignorance,  and  the  vast  twilight  in  which 
mortals  wander.  Had  the  Wise  from  the  beginning,  instead 
of  confiding  to  each  other,  or  to  undecipherable  tablets, 
their  vast  re.-ea relies  and  great  discoveries,  committed  them 
to  writing,  and  published  them  to  all  the  earth,  the  world 
would  he  ten  thousand  years  in  :'■  Ivance  of  what  it  is.  Tiiero 
would  Le  but  One  Religion  and  One  System  of  I'hilo- 
known  among  mankind  ;  wars — the  dice  of  hell — would 
.  and  confraternity  universally  prevail.  But  they  kept 
their  knowledge  to  a  few,  and  hence  the  present  wreck  of 
all  thiqgs. 

Thus  the  old  man  taught  me.  We  began  at  the  rudi- 
ments of  philosophy;  we  extended  our  inquiries  into  the 
most  august  speculations,  lie  showed  me  how  the  earth 
of  man  was  formed  in  the  beginning;  how  it  and  all  the 
planets  of  t'.iis  solar  sphere  were  originally  thrown  oil',  like 
bubbles  from  t  tie  sun.  These  bubbles  condensing,  became 
vast  globes  of  water;  a  few  Living  seeds  germinated;  the 
result  gradually  produced  solid  matter  ;  this  solid  substance 
6ank,  and  was  attracted  into  one  centre  from  all  the  vast 
circumference  of  waters.     Hence  deposits  of  mud,  which 
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grew  into  sand ;  from  sand  to  stone,  from  stone  to  all  that 
we  behold.  God  sent  forth  Vital  Essences,  which  we  call 
Spirits.  He  commanded  them  to  animate  existence,  and 
gave  them  power  to  develop  themselves  as  they  thought 
proper.  This,  in  the  lower  creatures,  man  calls  instinct; 
but  it  is  by  this  that  man  himself  is  formed.  God  says,  M  Go 
forth,  appear  in  any  shape  that  pleases  thee."     The  spirit 

imea  that  shape  which  is  in  harmony  with  its  deau 
If  the  spirit  be  inclined  to  evil,  it  assumes  an  evil  shape, 
like  that  of  a  wolf,  or  tiger,  or  rat,  with  propensities  cruel 
and  cunning.    If  it  be  inclined  to  good,  it  assumes  :i  noble 
development!  buco  as  the  spirit  of  Pythagoras  or  Boeml 

Died.     God    <lid    not   make    PlatQ   and    Thersites.     He 

not,  could  not,  and  would  not  be  so  unjust.  Each  made 
himself;  exactly  as  an  insect  makes  its  wonder-causing 
cells,  which  all  the  art  of  man  could  not  imitate. 

.ed  him  how  it  came  to  pass  that  spirits  should  have 
these  propensities  to  good  or  evil,  if  God  did  not  make 
them   so  inclined.      And    I   argued   that  there  could   le  no 

difference  in  the  Creator  marring  ■  bum  to  be  ■  Plata  at 

The  1  making  the  spirit  which  so  developed  itself 

in  PlatO  or  Thersites,  to  have  a  propensity  for  the  good  or 
t'.ie  evil  which  afterward*  existed  in  these  men.  lie  said 
God  not  make  Plato  or  Thersites;  neither  did  Heeau-ethe 
spirits  which  assumed  these  forms  to  have  a  propensity, 
the  one  for  a  QOl  le.  the  other  for  an  i'_rnoMe  development, 
made  all  spirit>  e  pia!  in  the  beginning  of  creation,  hut 
lie  left  them  free  t<>  d<>  as  they  thought  fit.  Hence  arose  a 
difference  at  once  let  ween  them;  for  free  will  must  evei* 
produce  variety  of  desire,  ami   this   variety   of  desire  will 

develop  ite*  Lf  ia  ten  hundred  thousand  different  wa3-s. 
Remember,  we  are  speaking  of  millions  and  millions  of 
3*ears  that  hfl  e  first  our  act u:d  spirits  were 

eraaned  from  God;  during  which  »  rit  which  is  now 

ou  earth — for  all  living  creatures  are  only  spirits  veiled  in 
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flesh,  or  body  of  some  sort — must  have  played  innumerable 
parts,  and  passed  through  uncounted  stages  of  existence. 
Some  men  now  living  have  been  archangels,  and  might 
liave  ever  continued  so,  but  the  spirit  is  ever  changing; 
confine  it  in  one  place,  restrain  its  ever-growing  desire  for 
novelty,  and  it  immediately  becomes  unhappy.  God  would 
not  so  restrain  it ;  the  consequence  of  which  was,  it  sought 
some  other  form  of  being,  and  left  its  archangelic  manifes- 
tation. Thus  a  spirit  that  desires  to  develop  itself  in  a 
tree,  or  a  rose,  or  a  bird,  three  exquisite  bodies,  capable  of 
great  enjoyment,  is  permitted  to  do  so;  and  this  was  what 
the  Greeks  meant  when  they  filled  the  forests  with  Dryads, 
and  gave  to  each  particular  tree  a  living  nymph,  whose  ex- 
istence terminated  with  the  tree  itself.  If  these  things 
were  not  animated  by  an  immortal  essence  of  spirit,  they 
could  not  survive  a  year.  Cut  down  a  tree  ;  its  life  is  gone, 
its  spirit  is  departed,  it  decays  and  rots,  and  is  no  more. 
So  it.  is  with  all  things.  Yet  men  see  tins,  and  dv.ny  a 
spirit-life  to  these  substances,  because  they  say  they  are 
devoid  o!"  reoftori,  instinct,  or  intelligence,  ilow  know  they 
that?  Who  would  not  rather  be  a  tree  or  rose  than  one  of 
the  great  herd  of  humankind  who  toil  and  drudge,  and 
have  no  thought  higher  than  that  of  aninml  existence,  and 
the  support  of  the  gross  body?  In  the  eyes  of  a  Supreme 
Being,  is  not  the  life  of  the  tree  more  beautiful  in  all  re- 
spects? It  is  innocent,  pure  and  sacred.  Hut  what  i3  the 
life  of  such  a  man  as  I  have  named  ?  And  wdiat  is  his  in- 
telligence? and  who  from  heaven  told  him  that  the  tree  has 
»not  great  and  noble  aspirations;  and  that  when  it  lifts  its 
head  beneath  the  sun  and  stars  it  does  not  see  God,  in  and 
through  them,  and  does  not  feel  His  being  in  its  every 
fibre  t 

The  reader  may  judge  how  all  this  entered  into  my  soul 
— soured  and  saddened  as  it  had  been  by  the  sensualisms 
and  abominations  which  I  had  seen  around  me ! 
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"You  assume  then,"  said  I,  "that  the  soul  pre-exists; 
that  it  was  an  immortal  essence  before  it  animated  the 
bod] 

"I  assume  nothing,"  he  answered,  "  I  merel}-  say  what 
must  be  the  fact.  I  do  not  assume  that  the  sun  shines.  I 
see  it,  I  feel  it,  I  know  it.  In  the  same  way  I  know  that 
my  father  and  mother  did  not  make  my  soul.  God  made 
it.  Uut  when'/  Why  million!  of  years  ago,  Then  lie 
made    it.  and    it  wa>   worthy  of   His    hands;   then   it  w:i 

great,  a  splendid,  :i  divine  thing,  as  all  the  works  immedi- 
ately proceeding  from  God  are.  Taunt  not  Him  with  creat- 
ing such  frail,  miserable,  and  paltry  things  as  human  souls 
now  he.  It  is  they  themselves,  who,  sinking  from  their 
primal  majesty,  have  degenerated  into  their  present  lowli- 
Bul  mankind  will  not  helieve  this.  Their  wretched 
self-love  will  not  lie  sati.-tied  with  any  thing  hut  an  imme- 
diate creation  from  the  hand  of  the  Supreme.  Thus  they 
are  cnaHed   to  father  09  Him,  the  I'ure  and   .Just,  all  their 

shortcomings,  sins  and  Imperfections.     Clod  made  me  so, 

says  the  thief  and  drunkard;  I  can't  help  it;  I  did  not 
make  myself.  .M iseivant  !  thou  liest.  Thou  didst  make 
thyself.  When  (Jod  made  thee.  He  formed  thee  all  pure; 
hut  when  abandoning  Him,  thou  gayest  thyself  up  to  thine 
own  will,  then  began  that  change  in  thee,  which  finally 
flowers  forth  in  robbery  and   intcmperan< v.      Hut  man,  you 

will  say,  Is  anconseipm  of  this  pre-  It  is  not 

-ihle    but   that  if  he   lived    in    othei  of  being   he 

must  have  souk;  memory  of  them.  This  is  not  a  sound 
argument.  All  memory  is  seated  in  the  brain  ;  destroy  the 
brain,  ami  though  the  man  sunn.  -all  recollection 

of  the  past.     The  greatot  philosopher  of  the  day  becomes 

. ne ;  his  brain  softens;  his  memory  is  past  and  gone. 
Tell  him  that    he  I  wenty   \  ears  ago,  and  he  will  be- 

tray no  recollection  of  the  fact.  Hoes  this  prove  he  did 
not  exist  ?     You  yourself,  who  now  hear  rae,  where  were 
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you  this  day  ten  years?  What  were  your  thoughts,  your 
words,  your  actions?  You  cannot  tell.  Does  this  prove 
you  did  not  exist?  Yet  your  brain  is  the  same  now  as 
then,  and  I  am  assuming  that  your  memory  is  as  sound  as 
that  of  ordinary  men.  If  then  the  brain,  and  the  brain 
alone,  he  the  seat  of  memoiy,  how  can  your  spirit  possibly 
recollect  what  happened  in  some  prior  stage,  when  it  is 
separated  from  the  brain,  where  all  traces  of  that  existence 
would  be  treasured  up?  I  have  shown  you  that  even  with 
your  present  brain  you  cannot  recollect  what  took  place 
ten  or  fifteen  years  since.      How  then  is  it  possible  that  you 

could  remember  what  took  place  ten  thousand  years  since, 
unless  you  had  the  same  brain  now  as  you  had  then;  or 
even  if  you  had  the  same  brain  now  as  then,  which  of 
course  it  would  he  impossible  you  could  have. 

'•  M  >r.'  »ver.  La  it  bsyon  1  all  cavil  established  that  wa  have 
no  memory  of  the  past  ?  What  is  imagination — that  power 
of  building  splendid  castles  in  the  air;  of  soaring  into  new 

ions  and  spheres j  of  clothing  incidents  with  a  golden 

brilliancy  that  gives  to  them  the  lines  of  fairy  land  I  How 
know  you  that  this  enchanting  fancy  is  not  a  dim  recoil  c- 

tion  of  other  and  more  lovely  spheres?     You  bear  sweet 

music;  you  are  fascinated;  the  tears  roll  from  your  eyes; 
your  heart  melts  away  in  heavenly  feeling.     How  know  you 

that  this  also  is  not  memory  awakened  by  the  song  of 
happier  days  and  times?  Can  the  concurrence  of  a  few 
notes  alone  produce  so  powerful  an  effect  as  that  which  I 
have  described?  I  once  travelled  with  a  Dutchman  through 
the  Yale  of  Cashmere;  at  the  close  of  a  Ion--  day's  march, 
we  rested  in  a  beautiful  plain,  rich  with  silver  rills,  and 
flowers,  and  lovely  trees,  and  sleeping  as  it  were  under  a 
distant  mountain,  with  varied  tints  of  azure,  pink,  and 
violet.  '  Good  God  !'  said  the  Dutchman,  '  I  have  seen  all 
this  before.  How  well  I  recollect  it !  Every  foot  of  ground 
is  familiar  to  me,'  and  he  mentioned  several  remarkable 
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beauties  of  the  place,  which  had  not  then  disclosed  them- 
selves, but  which  we  subsequently  discovered.  Was  not  this 
memory  ?  What  else  could  it  1  e?  This  dull  fool  had  never 
been  out  of  Europe  before;  or  left  bis  stagnant  pool  of  mud 
and  mammon  ;  bad  never  before  trodden  that  bewitching 
valley.  Yet  be  knew  every  feature  of  this  identical  spot  as 
well  as  any  natn 

These  doctrines  opened  to  my  mind  an  entirely  new  view 
of  Providence,  and  the  Divim  nd  proved  incontro- 

vertibly  the  human  response  ility  fbr  sin.     It 

i-  clear  1  eyond  all  dispute,  that  if  God  made  my  sonl  as  it 

ild  l  e  adjud 
ible  for  all  I  do.     I  am  no  fhse  agent,  for  how  can 
I  •  Inclination  w!:i<-!i  God  himself  has  given 

Bui   this  in  fact    is  blasphemy  against    Hie 

lod  makes  men  predisposed  to  evil 
damns  them    1.  ey  commit    evil,  is  to  in 

him  a  demon,  HOl  a  I>i\ine  Princij      .      Fel  h«»w  many  mil- 

li":  who  honestly,  hut  unthinkingly, 

hold  thii  meditate  on  the 

awful  consequence  to  which  tt  leads.     If,  tl  .lid 

not  mak(  I  am,  it  15  it  1  maT  :md 

I  natural  1  must  pay  the  penalty  of  my  own 

loings.     This  at  once  vindicates  the  ways  of  d'od  to 
man.    Milt,  ied  that  he  sought,  to  do  tl 

hut  hit  noti  cr  mean,  despics 

and  grovelling;  and  the  Almighty  Ruler  of  the  Heavens 
appears  in  hi  of  creature  with  all  the  errors 

man.  ami  OOM  ft' tin-  sublime  ma  I  God.     The 

devil  rue  hero;  and  while  I  :its  him  as  some- 

thing above  spirit,  1m-  mak<  .finitely  below  it. 

Then  tbeold  man  taught  nie  the  true  age  of  the  earth,  or 
rather,  of  man-  ■  on  the  earth  ;  which  he  said  had 

been  considerably  lessened  from  its  real  period,  for  the 
purpose  of  propping  up  certain  systems.     He  detailed  the 
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■wonderful  discoveries  which  the  old  astronomers  had  made, 
and  which  furnished  conclusive  proof  that  science  at  an 

early  period  had  made  gigantic  progress,  and  that  the  true 
solar  system,   whieh  we — vain  puppets — suppose  to    have 

heen  a  recent  discovery,  was  perfectly  well  known  to  the 

MOSt  ancient  men.  In  proof  Of  this  he  mentioned  the  Cycle 
of  the  Xaros,  which  was  known  thousands  of  years  before 
what  are  called  the  postdiluvian  ages.  This  cycle  consists 
of  31  periods  of  It,  attd  one  of  1 1  years,  and  is  the  most 
perfect  of  the  astronomical  cycles.  It  consists  of  GOG  years 
of  7,200  solar  months  OT  919,146$  days:  and  this  same 
Bttmber  of  B19,148f  gives  years  consisting  each  of  866  days, 

5  hours,  61  minutes  and  86  seconds,  which  differs  less  than 

8  minutes  from  what  its  length  is  observed  to  be  at  this  day. 
Supposing  this  cycle  weto  ond,if  on  the  1st 

of  .January  at  D'OOD,  I  new  moon  took  place,  it  would  take 
place  again  in  exactly  lion  \  cars,  at  the  same  moment  of  the 
day.  and  under  all  the  circumstances.  This  is  the  most 
perfect    cycle   ever    known:    and    how    many   hundreds    of 

re  nasi  it  not  have  taken  before  the  Brat  astronomers 

could  have  observed  and  recorded  the  heavenly  movements 

ibleto  note  the  time  that  made  it  up ! 
i    he  showed  me  the   reasonableness  of  the  Indian 
Metempsychosis,   which   is    erroneously   called    the    trans- 
migration of  tools.     Bonis  do  not  change  their  bodies ob 

this  earth.  If  a  beggar  dies  to-morrow  he  is  not  found  next 
day  animating  a  dog.  This  is  the  vulgar  notion,  which 
those  who  get  their  bread  by  error  desire  to  propagate. 
But  the  true  Metempsychosis  la  this:  A  man  has  passed 

his  whole  life  like  Tiniur  Of  Auivng-Zehe.  in  shedding  blood; 
in  cruel  savage  thoughts  ;  in  devising  cunning  BChemesand 
plots.  In  what  condition  does  his  soul  present  itself  before 
God  when  he  dies  ?  It  bears  upon  it  all  the  marks  of  those 
hideous  vices.  As  cruelty  and  tyrannic  power  give  a  man's 
appearance,  his  eyes,  mouth,  and  look,  all  the  dread  tokens 
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of  I  :c  nature,  so  also  do  they  imprint  themselves 

upon  his  soul;  so  that  God  when  He  behold*  it  immediately 
koo  ature.    He  casts  it  forth  from  Him  ;  for  it  can- 

not enter  into  the  spheres  of  Purity.  It  wanders  away  in 
darkness;  light  is  hateful  to  its  black  tad  gloomy  nature. 
Here  it  gradually  Buffers  until  its  period  Ei  aspired;  when 
it  is  again  permitted  to  assume  a  corporeal  development  in 
with  its  nature  and  propensities.  This  would 
hi-  probably  that  of  a  h\ciia,  <>r  a  wild  tat,  or  a  tiger)  if  its 
intellect  was  large ;  of  a  weasel  or  a  rat  if  its  intellect 
small  and  weak.     And  this  truth  is  •!  forth  in  the 

iptoree  by  the  Story  of  Neboehadnetaaf,  who 
worshiped    the   Hull   Idol,  and  was  changed  into  a  wild 

■t  Of  the  same  ord 

i  did  mi  discourse— thus  did   he  Be*    We 

ad   man   from  his  first  appearance  on  the  earth,  down 
gradual  present    state;  we  saw  the  raiioi 

of  existence  through  which  successive  races  passed  ;  hunt- 
.  warlike,  agricultural,  commercial.    The  scien- 
tific  nc\t     remaina.      What    it    will    develop  mankind    into 

•  seen — hut  it  is  as  yet  a  great  Hey  distant    We 
(he  various  forms  of  i  .  and   identified  those 

ral  features  of  a  sublime  original  which  all 
sees  in  ■  T rati  mi  -••  m  an  of  philosophy 

hollow  and 

fantastical.  al    instinct. 

ppoae    he  was  proud   Of  the  progre   -    I    made;    he  was 

,    gratified   with   the  which    I    display 

ids  him.  and  the  unmistakahle  /eal  with  which    I    | 

ented  his  slightest  wish.    Those  w<  .nit 'lays!    How 

ditlercnt    from    the    gin-horse  curriculum  of  1 1  <»ls! 

;re  was  our  school-room  ;  monitor.-.     We 

wandered   by  the  mighty  sea;  and  in  the  majesty  of  the 
splendor  around.  fully  learned  to 

appreciate  the  mystery  that  is  in  all  fchii 
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O  Nature !  O  thou  Supreme  Heaven  !  How  I  thank  thec 
that  my  soul  had  nerve  enough  to  fly  from  man  and  mam- 
mon !  What  might  I  not  have  been  had  I  remained  forever 
the  serf  of  civilization,  and  all  its  accursed  crimes!  I 
might  have  been  like  Walpolc,  Pel lmm,  or  Bute,  Ministers 
of  England,  surrounded  by  the  wickedest  of  the  human 
race  ;  obliged  by  force  of  circumstances  to  lie  and  fawn  and 
fatter;  to  cringe  to  him  who  had  six  votes;  to  le  the 
minion  of  the  man  who  commanded  twelve.  I  might  have 
1  cni  forced  to  lie  to  every  tool  I  met;  to  bow  down  to  the 
most  detestal  le  of  creatures,  because  they  could  command 
:r  of  the  many;  to  the  most  loiithsome  of  women, 
because  they  could  dispose  of  the  passions  of  the  King. 
I  might  have  1  ecu  tempted  to  make  the  most  false  and 
evil  hypocrite  a  bishop,  1  ecatrse  he  had  votes  and  influence  ; 
and  to  have  placed  upon  the  bench,  as  administrators  of 
law.  men  whose  whole  lives  were  meanness,  falsehood,  vil- 
lain-, and  chicanery.     And  all  these  crimes  for  what  ?    A 

few  thousands  of  money;  a  few  years  Of  patronage  to  fel- 
lows whom  I  Loathed;  a  few  years  of  worship  by  creatures 

whom  I  scorned  ;  a  brief' period  of  homage  as  Ealse  as  the 

empty  soap-bid  Me.  Many  and  many  a  day  have  I  wanted 
bread,  and  many  a  night  have  I  asked  myself  where  I 
Should  lie  down,  but  never  once  have  1  regretted  that  I 
was  not  heir  to  my  father's  millions,  or  envied  the  lord 
and  master  of  Houghton. 


CHAPTER   XIII. 

One  summer  evening,  after  one  of  our  disquisitions  on 
these  subjects,  Manasam  suggested  to  me  that  I  should  ask 
Akiba  to  narrate  his  history  for  us.     The  old  man  had  a 
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parental — alas !  what  was  I  going  to  say  ? — I  mean  a  truly 
patriarchal  feeling  for  me,  and  he  indulged  me  as  a  spoiled 
child.  Indeed,  1  do  not  remember  that  he  ever  refused  ma 
a  reasonable  request.  I  was  myself  not  a  little  inquisitive 
about  what  must  at  all  events  have  been  a  varied  experi- 
ence. I  asked  him  to  oblige  me  :  the  old  man  paused  fox 
a  few  moments,  and  entering  bis  tent,  returned  with  a  small 
pareel;  he  then  resumed  his  seat  beneath  a  branching  tree, 
and  1  egan  as  foil 

••  Y'.ii  ask  me  for  a  narrative  of  my  life,  and  you  shall 
Law  it — briefly,  for  I  am  <>M.  and  my  lamp  is  nearly 
quenched;  the  river  ©f  my  d  \haiMed.      My  earliest 

ad  plains.     I  was  born  in  the 
;   1   am  .  f  the  mountain  and  the  forest;  the 

rapid   stream   and    the    tem]  iteed  were   my  first 

companions.     My   fatbi  -so,   indeed,   were 

all   our   trihe;     Bel  -whose  boy  dreams   are   I 

with  blood  and  pillage,  and  terrible  adventure.    Strange 

that  I,  who  drew  my  primal  breath  far  away  in  the  hi 

lient,  under  a   hot   sun  and   fiery   heaven,  and   in   the 

parched  and  I  lecting  desert,  should  sink  into  the 

earth  in  this  cold  English  land,  and  beneath  its  varying 

loud,  mist  aul  asure;  with  no  kindred  hand  to 

th  my  pillow,  or  draw  the  curtains  of  my  tent  when 

.nd  blows  cold  and  raw;   and  in  it^  melancholy  wail  I 
seem    to  hear   the   spirits  of  m\  lling  to   their  last 

ndant. 
*•  We  led  I  wild  life,  and  many  a  village  owned  our  sway. 

Our  Bworda  were  sceptres^  when  I  red  we  were  as 

:  our  tur':  f  light- 

ning; their  glittering  wsa  death,    often  were  we  hi 
over  the  plain-  by  omrahs  :  !  bloody  :is  ourselves — 

• 

ly  from  theu  1  OUf- 

selves  in  smoking  huts  and  rifled  harems.     Had  we  been 

11 
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ten  thousand  strong  we  might  have  founded  a  dynasty,  and 
been  kings  by  all  the  laws  that  regulate  and  delude  man- 
kind, hut  we  were  never  more  than  a  lew  hundreds ;  and 
so  we  were  marauders  and  public-  enemies,  against  whom 
every  man's  dagger  was  uplifted,  and  those  lies  called  laws 
were  put  in  force. 

"  We  were  only  eonquerors  on  a  small  scale,  and  we  had 
not  killed  or  robbed  enough  to  take  our  place  in  histories 
though  we  were  celebrated  by  many  a  bard. 

"It  was  a  wild  life,  and  yet  a  glorious,  happy  one!  We 
wen  here  to-day.  and  sixty  miles  away  to-morrow.  We 
spared  the  \ciy  poor,  but  had  no  mercy  on  the  rich,  who 
lorded  it  over  slaves  ;  and  though  they  usually  sprang  from 
nothing,  were  far  more  proud  and  cruel  than  the  hereditary 
nobles  of  the  kingdom.  In  one  night  we  often  captured  as 
many  as  sixty  camels,  and  drove  them  over  the  plain  in 
one  long  file.  Oh!  how  W©  scorned  the  mean-eyed  dwellers 
in  cities,  whose  sneaking  walk  and  fawning  looks,  and  winc- 
ing tones  of  sham  humility  were  so  widely  ditferent  from 
ours:  for  even  the  least  of  us  when  fettered,  wore  the  inde- 
pendent air  of  a  prince  ;  and  even  in  his  dungeon  flashed 
around  the  splendid  fire  of  freedom.  With  our  swords, 
shields  and  matchlocks,  we  thought  ourselves  a  match  for 
any  eqna]  Dumber  of  men  in  the  world;  and  who  shall  sa}- 
tl.at  we  were  not  so?  Our  chief  was  a  tall,  fierce  fellow, 
with  black  matted  hair,  like  so  many  clustering  vipers  be- 
neath a  ponderous  turban;  his  eyes  were  strong  and  llaming 
as  an  eagle's;  his  breath  was  fiery,  like  a  lion's  breath.  J 
would  you  could  have  seen  him.  He  was  of  that  mighty 
race  of  men  who  raised  Carnac,  Stonehenge,  and  the  mys- 
terious wonders  of  Elora  ;  who  built  the  Babylonian  Tower, 
and  reared  the  sunken  splendors  of  Maha  Bali  Puram. 
These  heroic  sons  of  gods,  or  demi-gods,  are  departed,  and 
in  their  place  subsists  a  weak,  degenerate  tribe  of  pale-eyed, 
craven-hearted    drudges,   who   love   to   compass   gold    by 
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tricker}'  and  deceit,  rather  than  by  the  daring  of  the  strong 
right  hand.  And  they  win  it,  hut  are  not  worthy  of  the 
prize.  My  soul  spits  at  them  ;  my  heart  loathes  their  very 
name.  I  hate  to  think  of  them — so  I  have  In-taken  myself 
away  to  die  amid  the  green  hills  and  silent  dales,  where  I 
feel  freedom,  and  see  not  knaves  or  cowards.  This  was 
my  sword,"  and  here  the  old  man  produced  a  Belochee 
blade  of  the  most  exquisite  tenner.  It  was  folded  rev- 
erently in  silk  and  velvet,  and  when  lie  band  it  to  the 
setting  sun.  he  kissed  its  glittering  point  as  if  it  were  some 
cherished  relic  of  a  fakir  or  saint,  or  holy  Yogee  of  the 
fanes.  On  the  upper  part,  and  just  beneath  the  hilt,  w:is 
graven  :i  sacred  ni<»tto — "God  gave  the  sword  to  man  to 
Save  his  spirit  from  dishonor."  And  as  he  deciphered  for 
me  this  warrior  text,  his  eyes  shone  with  some  of  their 
ancient  lightning;  and  I  could  see  that  his  heart  1  eat  with 
tronger   pulse   than    usual.      He    handed    the    SWOfd    to 

myself  first,  and  afterwards  to  Manasam:  ami  evidently 

enjoyed  the  feeling  Of  reaped  which  SN  appeared  to  evince  as 

tooehed  this  oheriahed  memorial  of  past  achievements. 

4-  With  that  sword."  said   he.  -  1  ha\e  shun  fifty  men.      I 

ik    not    figuratively,    hut    an    aotnal    fact.       When    the 

fiftieth    head    had   rolled   upon  the  dust,  then,  and   noi    till 

then,  did  I  relinquish  the  loved  companion  of  my  youth." 
And  kissing  it  again, be  enveloped  it  within  its  gorgeous 

covering,  and  laid  it  by  his  side* 

'•  ( »ui-  roliher  chief  was  wedded — well,  J  suppose  I  must 
wedded — bo  s  daughter  ofSindftia*    Where  he  got  her. 

no  one   knew.      Whether  she   had   keen   torn  from   a  fi>n 

.  or  from  a  royal  harem,  was  a  secret.  Knough  for  us 
was  it  that  she  was  our  Chief' ain's  wife,  and  that  her  word, 
or  even  nod.  was  law  absolute.  Park  she  was  :is  starry 
night  ;  dark,  yet  gloriously  bright  ami  lovely.  When  you 
looked  into  her  black  eyes,  rolling  spheres  of  (lame  1  cneath 
her  white  and  queen-like  brow  ;  when  you  watched  her  long 
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raven  hair,  floating  loosely  over  her  neck  of  pure  snow,  as 
I  have  seen  the  sable  clouds  flying  in  wild  disorder  over 
the  crystal  heaven,  or  viewed  her  rose-like  mouth,  or, 
sweeter  still,  listened  to  the  deep  music  of  her  voice,  3-011 
knew  that  B  woman  of  superior  order  was  before  you,  and 
thai  she  whs  made  for  the  greatest  hero  in  the  world.  She 
was  a  splendid  savage — wild  as  a  tigress,  and  equally  Un- 
tamable. You  loved,  yet  dreaded  to  look  upon  her.  Her 
motions  were  as  quick  as  lightning  Hashes.  She  was  never 
still;  you  could  as  easily  chain  the  winds  of  heaven,  or 
reen  and  ever-gliding  ocean.  Rest  was  wholly  foreign 
to  her  nature.  She  was  one  of  those  spirits  of  flame  that 
if  they  are  still,  die  and  are  forgotten.  Her  lord  was  an 
uncultivated  brute — strong  :is  an  elephant,  bloody  as  a 
hyena,  subtle  as  a  lion,  bni  wholly  rude  and  ignorant.  He 
WM  a  mere  animal.  As  an  animal,  he  was  perfect;  for  no 
one  meml  er  of  the  brute  creation  conld  be  compared  with 
him;  but  as  a  man,  he  was  interior  to  many  of  our  tribe. 
I  have  seen  at  Athens  and  Rome  statues  of  demi-gods  or 
ales,  Theseus,  and  Moses.  Well,  such  En 
outline  was  Beloli.  Be  bad  their  mighty  limbs  and  muscles 
of  steel;  but  he  had  no  informing  soul  within  to  give  re- 
finement or  perfection  to  this  gorgeous  mass  of  bone  and 
flesh,  and  symmetry.  What  sympathy  could  there  be  be- 
tween him  and  Ilamida?  There  was  none.  It  was  the 
living  wedded  to  the  dead.  It  was  the  star  Ycnusi  bound 
to  the  dark  and  gloomy  Saturn.  It  was  a  spirit  of  light, 
chained  to  one  of  the  dark  spirits  of  clay,  chafing  the  chain, 
restless  and  ever  more  unhappy. 

"Upon  a  time  it  happened  that  she  fell  ill.  There  was 
no  leech  among  our  tribe.  Beloli  called  two  or  three 
enchanters  to  his  aid,  but  their  nostrums  were  of  no  avail; 
Ilamida  was  evidently  dying.  Beloli's  rage  knew  no 
bounds.  The  baffled  magi  were  scourged  out  of  the  tents; 
they  were  dismissed  with  every  mark  of  ignominy.    In  vain 
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they  denounced  curses  and  revenge;  he  heaped  dirt  upon 
them,  and  bunted  them  out  of  our  bounds  with  las  dogs* 
All  was  now  confusion  and  despair.  At  this  moment  I 
came  forward.  I  had  always  been  a  seeker  after  knowl- 
edge ;  though  a  robber  and  the  son  of  robbers,  I  had  gained 
many  a  hidden  gem  of  •  I  had  1  ularly  for- 

tunate r   I   had  once  rendered  ■  service  to  an  old 

crone  on  the  hills,  by  saving  her  idiot  son  from  a  flo_ 
in  our  tents,  and  she  had  repaid  the  obligation  by  impart- 
ing to  me  tin-  secret  virtues  of  many  a  lowly  herb.  I 
pledged  my  life  for  Hamida's  recovery.  Beloli  scanned  me 
for  some  time  with  a  suspicious  eye,  but  at  length  accepted 
my  oflhr.  u  Villain.1'  be  .said;  "what  knoweet  thou  of  the 
healing  art?  Bnt  if  thou  fa41eet,thon  shall  die  the  death." 
I  willingly  con  and  he  Introduced  me  into  the  tent. 

Hamida  was  there — oh,  how  beautiful! — how  glowingly 
beautiful  even  in  the  U  With  a  simple  d 

tion  i  at  once  prodocsd  s change;  her  re  rapid; 

sell  almost  l  <  >uld  be  hoped  she  was  con- 

i  nt.     I  had  indeed  snatched  her  from  the  Ja? 

death.     The  n  re  not  profound,  but    Hamida 

that    I    had    -a\id    her   life.     This    was   all    the    reward    I 

sought.     Beloli  dis  me  with  thanks.     He  gave  me  a 

suit  of  armor,  all  gold — it  had  been  plundered  from  a 
palaee.      But    1  not    for  it,  and   never   wore  it.     Six 

month  id  I  had  almost  forgotten  what  had 

taken  place;   when,  as  1  was   lying  "lie  night,  alone   by  the 

.  Looking  at  tl  laying  over  its  surface, 

1  heard  a  slight  QOJ  artcd  up.  thinking  it  was  a  wild 

lie   upon    me.      I    polled    OUt    an    arrow,    and 
i  to  lit  it  to  the  string;  when  suddenly  a  low. 
laugh  was  heard,  and    I  was  struck  on   the  face   by  a  pieee 

of  jasmine.     1  dropped  my  arrow  and  waited ;  no  one  ap- 

i.  and  I  lay  down  again.     I  knew  that  the  lady — if  it 
was  a  lady — would  not  take  all  this  trouble  for  nothing ; 


166      EDWARD  WORTLEY  MONTAGU. 

and  I  determined  that  she  should  seek  until  she  found  me. 
All,  however,  remained  still;  I  lingered  there  for  an  hour, 
and  the  moon  Bank, and  all  was  darkness,  and  I  went  home 
to  my  tent,  angry  with  myself  that  I  had  not  followed  op 
what  named  ■  lucky  adventure.    The  next  night,  and  many 

nights  after,  I    sought    the  same   retreat,  hnt    no  one  came. 

I  ooraed  myself  for  ■  Pool.     I  stamped  with  rage,  and  was 

almost    tempted    to    destroy    myself.      Thus   three    or    four 

-  tied — tied,  did  I   say? — no,  crawled,  crawled  with 

leaden  feet,  till  I  was  in  despair  and  almost  mad.  A  thou- 
sand wild,  bohfliotlng  thoughts  made  chaos  of  my  bosom, 

and  I  grew  weak,  timid,  desperate  and  lavage  by  turns.  I 
DO  longVf  entered  with  anxiety  into  the  measures  of  my 
companions.  Many  laughed  at  me  as  a  poltroon,  hut  I 
oared  not.      Eel  one  eye  watched  me  during  all  the  time. 

"  Well,  let    me  come    to   the  point.      What    is   the   u 
Spinning  OUt  afl  old  man's  legend?      We  met,  llamida   and 
I — how,  when,  or  where   it   matters   not.     She   it    was  who 
had  stolen  OUCH  me — hut  she  dared  not  follow  it  np  then. 
She   retreated,   half  frightened   at    what    she  did.      Hut   her 

fiery  nature  oould  not  rest.    Love  occupied  her  whole  ! 

she  wai  wild,  mad,  fevered  with  her  passion.  We  met  — 
we  loved — what    more   is  needed  to  be  said?     Oh,  the  wild 

delirium  of  that  passionate  embrace  I  We  were  young — 
wild — dreamers — levers.     These  phrases  comprise  i-\<>ry 

thing — they  embody  a  whole  WOlid  Of  romance,  sentiment 
ami  recklessness.  r,nt  it  lasted  not.  Those  stolen  inter- 
views were  sweet,  but  full  of  danger.  Beloli  heard  of  OUT 
meetings;  some  of  his  numerous  spies  whispered  into  his 
ear.      lie  dissembled  well.      No  look  or  word  betrayed   his 

knowledge.    One  day  be  called  me  to  him.    'Akiba,'  he 

said,  'great  is  ray  faith  in  you.     I  am  upon  an  expedition 

to  the  far  off  hills — I  shall  he  absent  for  a  week.     Assume 

my  place  of  command,  and  in  my  absence  let  your  word  be 
a  law  unto  the  brethren  that  remain.'     He  called  them  be- 
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fore  him,  and  thus  he  spake,  'Brother,  I  depart — I  go  with 
fifty  men  upon  an  expedition.  All  ye  who  remain  obey 
Akiba;  he  is  my  Lieutenant;  obey  him  as  myself  And 
jed  to  do  so.  That  evening  be  departed;  his 
fifty  chosen  companions  were  with  him.  The  watch-fires 
•  lighted;   I  |  ntinels,  and  stole  into  the  tint  of 

aida  was  there.    The  bnusi  paaeed  ra  gelden 
win<r<;  tin-  stars  rose  one  alter  I  nr,  and  walked  in 

luminous  paths  across  the  purple  .  and  we  1<>< 

out  into  that  luminous  arch  of  fiery  beauty;  and  she  bry 
upon  my  breaat;  for  deeply,  paaaionaterj  did  I  lore  Ha* 
mida;  and  when  al   ita  middle  .  wa 

iit<»  the  ii  atp.    1  iraa  an 

aaga  Doiae»    Ifttaonght  I  heard  the  di 

It   was  a  still  and  stealthy  tramp.     I  rose  to 
k  forth  i  lida  was  instant!; 

me.     Ti..  re  wai 

;  when  eitln  :  lad  from 

:    the   Otb(  folded    I 

f    I  whi 
still,  and  making  a  blit  in  t 

it — was  *till — and  beat  again.     She  folded  her 
lcii'_r.  white,  \o\  Lng  arm*  around  m<  j,  'It  is  a  dream, 

Ak;  a.'      And   she   half  pulled 

It  an  inward  monitor,  moN  powerful 

.  than  11  lit.  and  the  moa 

I.  'Watch!'     Suddenly,  quicker  than   I 

.  the  tent  was  ettrroondatL     I   mm  '.  af  armed 

men   gather  ahout    n>.      AH  was  darkness,  all  9 

but    '  resolve   about   their   movi  '  iat 

ted  thu  prelui  LreadAil  deed.     Then  a  loud  v« 

!'  Beloli.    It 

sh<»t  through  me  like  an   arrow  of  death;   ii"i   for  my  own 

•  for  the  llamida.      I  knew   qoI  'lo, 

but  emed  th<  Beloli 
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waited  for  some  moments;  at  length,  finding  that  thero 
was  no  answer,  he  advanced,  armed,  towards  the  tent.  His 
men  followed  him.  'Stand  back!'  he  fried,  in  a  voice  of 
thunder.  I  feared  him  not.  Why  should  I?  He  was  a 
ravisher  of  this  fair  woman,  lie  had  dragged  her  from 
her  home;  he  had  forced  her  to  be  his.  Her  heart  she 
never  gave  him — nay,  she  loathed  his  very  presence.  In 
giving  herself  op  to  me  she  had  broken  no  pledge,  she  had 
committed  no  breach  of  faith;  she  had  violated  no  vow. 
r.cloli  had  destroyed — 1  had  saved  her.  Towards  him  all 
her  feelings  were  those  of  hatred;  to  me  she  felt  gratitude, 
and  where  a  woman  gives  her  grateful   heart  we  know  that 

gives  all.  Therefore  did  1  fear  him  not.  1  knew  that 
I  had  done  him  no  wrong.  I  blushed  not  in  the  least.  I 
trembled  not  before  him.    1  advanced  and  pulled  open  the 

tent.  I  bad  drawn  my  sword.  '  Here  I  am.'  1  said,  'what 
•anted  thou  with  me,  Beloli?'      He  started    lack;   terrible 

in  his  b(  rengl  h  though  he  was.  he  did  not  hope  that  I  should 

Confront  him.  '  Villain  !'  he  said,  -thou  s!. alt  die,  and  thou 
shalt  not  die  alone!"  Then  he  turned  to  his  men  and 
cried.  'Fire!'  but    before   tiny  could  do  so  Hal  I   at 

my  side.  Her  eyes  flashed;  she  flung  herself  before  me; 
the  stars  gleamed  over  bet  with  their  splendid  light  j  em 

had  she  looked  BO  beautiful.  Her  night  role  only  was  on 
her.  and  half  her  magnificent  form  OOUld  be  seen.  The 
robbers  Started   back:   the   majesty  of  her  appearance,  the 

glorious  spirit  which  she  evinced, abashed,  appalled,  trans- 
fixed them  With  a  mighty  awe.  *  Fire  Bid,  'lire,  oh, 
friends!  but  let  every  shot  1  c  aimed  at  me.  for  1  alone  am 
gniUy — if  guilt  there  be.  This  youth  is  innocent  of  wrong.' 
And  she  again  presented  herself  like  a  buckler  in  my  front, 

so  that  if  they  disc  their  piei  umel   have 

destroyed  her.  I  was  so  utterly  confused  and  paralyzed 
with  fear  for  her  that  I  knew  not  what  to  do — otherwise  I 
believe  I  should  have  rushed  forward  upon  Ik-loli's  sword. 
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I  again,  with  a  ferocious  cry,  but  they  would 
not  fire.  Beloli  himself  moved  not.  In  a  moment  the  tent 
pole  was  removed,  ami  we  were  enveloped  in  its  folds. 
'  Fly.'  .  '  fly  to  the  hills,  the  hills,  ami  I  will  follow.' 

1  :  but  when  I  looked  she  was  not  near  me. 
I  hid  myself  under  a  hillock  where  a  clump  of  Inl- 
and waited  for  her  with  i  art ;  bat  she  came  not. 
sen  towards  the  camp  again.  '  had  gone 
lilt?  v  id  the  fallen  tent  ;  tin- 
thick  Mack  felt  ignited  rapidly;  a  fearful  blaze  wnsseen  of 

dry  and    •_-  nd    fund   the  burning  centre 

n  and   Beloli,  making  a  horrible  outcry  to  the 
om»toms  and  My  blood  ran  cold;  Ma- 

mida   had    died   to   MVS   DM  !f  for 

mc — in. .-t  worthies*.     In  that  moment, in  that  humiliating 

i       da  hundred  times.     I  my  heart  filled 

with  admiration   lbs  thii   noble  woman.     I   had  still  my 
matchlock    in   my  hand,  that   trmsted  tube,  who-e  aim   had 
The  t!ai: 

\  w:is  beard  frosi  '  s- 

neath  the  bla/  ier  j.eri-l.ed    instantly, 

or   else   that  heart    disdained 

he  ran   round   the   lire  with  tierce  exaltation  :   his 

anions  scorned  pleased  that  at  all  e  \  had  not 

shed  the  blood  Of  their  mi-'  i  he  distinction  bet  ween 

ing  and  burning  her  to  death  was  a  ni<  l  rap- 

pose  i'  mi.      At  all  events, 

they  looked  on  and  did  n<>t  interpose,  while  Beloii  heaped 
thicker  and  thicker  the  biasing  brands.    Then 

hi>  BWOffd  and  \\a\  r   his    head,  but    in   that  i: 

dead  int  ery  Ore  himself  had  raised,  and  the 

_-  the  bill 

old  man    m  he  remained  10  for  B  con- 

lideral  le   interval.     Suddenly  he  Bong  himself  upon  the 

idful  to  behold. 
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The  big  tears  coursed  each  other  down  his  ad  beard; 

bis  bosom  shook  with  an  internal  agony  too  great  lor  words. 
Be  moaned,  he  cried,  he  heat  his  breast  ;  he  struck  his  head 
against  the  earth.  I  almost  feared  that  he  was  about  to 
destroy  himself.  Never  have  I  seen  grief  more*  violent.  It 
was  dreadful  in  bo  old  ■  man.  uO  llamida."  he  exclaimed, 
u  form  and  beautiful  spirit  of  my  first,  my  last,  my  only  lore, 

lock  upon  mi'  from  the  sphere  of  light  and  beauty,  where  I 
know  thou  art  enthroned — look  upon  me  with  thy  BWeel  fond 

and  know  by  all  the  agonies  l  have  endured  and  still 

endure,  that  none  hut  thou  hast  had  my  heart.  Thou  hast 
gODfl  1  efore  me — for  me  indeed  hast  thou  sacrificed  thy  life  ; 
yet  was  not  thy  love  greater  than  mine,  and  could    I    by  ten 

thousand  deaths  bring  thee  hack  once  more  to  earth  and  life, 

ten  thousand  deaths  would  I  endure  in  proof  of  what  I  feel. 
Fair  woman  !  nohle  heart  !  oh.  bear  me  I  A  wanderer  have 
1  been — a  Wild  and  wayward  sinner;  unworthy  of  S  love  so 
great,  so  Sigh,  so  holy  and  exalted,  as  thine.  Oil  !  what  am 
I  that  thou  shouhlst  die  for  me'' — a  weak,  wretched  worm. 
Vet  do  1  love  thee — I  dale  to  love  thee  who  art  all  splendor 
and  beauty.  Tray  for  me.  <>  llamida — pray  for  me  to  the 
Supreme — to  thee  will  Alia  hearken,  for  thou  art  of  the 
spirits  whom  lie  loves;  hut  as  for  me,  poor  miserable  out- 
cast. 1  dare  not  lift  my  voice  to  Him.  <>  God,  <>  Father, 
for  Air  sake  grant  that  we  may  meet  again — Thy  heaven 
were  a  void  to  me  if  I  had  not  llamida." 

We  did  all  we  could  to  soothe  the  old  man,  hut  BU< 
was  impossible.  He  would  not  listen— perhaps  he  did  not 
heai-.  lie  lay  in  terrible  suffering,  and  would  not  he  com- 
forted. We  commended  him  to  the  can'  of  one  of  the  women, 
and  took  our  leave.  We  did  not  see  him  for  several  days. 
When  we  met,  it  was  by  chance  amid  the  hills.  The  old 
man  seemed  to  have  gTOWn  older;  the  lapse  of  a  week  had 
apparently  added  twenty  }'ears  to  his  head.  Be  did  not 
seem  to  notice  us;  he  was  absorbed  in  deep  meditation. 
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1  not  obtrude  upon  him;  his  grief  was  too  sacred  to 

A  month  elapsed,  and  we  again  met.     He 

laced  the  subject   himself.     We  sat  under  the  ruined 

church.     The  bud  Uinir,  and  there  golden 

valley  of  light  in  the  * 

l.i-.M :iyn:i."  said  A kil  a.  u  look  upon  yonder  sunset. 
Like  it  are  the  dreams  ami  hopes  of  youth.     5 
gorge  tie  of  pure  gold,  with  battlemel 

silver,  and  a  purple  las  -  the  ai>< 

nly  Bpir  .  sunn}'  1 

ness  beneath  ;  darkened  as  if  with  violet  lines; 

lmt  they  an'  tinged  with  golden  brilliancy.     If  any  earthly 
you  :m  i  1  beauty,  not*  y<>u  may 

la!  things,  this  is  an  unreal 
•  n  u bile  you  gase  upon  it. 

le  iiit<>  a  dim  twilight,  of  purple 

nto  dim  cloud.  with  all  that 

earth.     Everything**  ;  a  faint  and  tram 

. 

;    hut    tin-  truly  ^:i_'<-  know  t!  :it    He  alone  is  real,  bnt 

that  all  < ■'.  :'  the  fancy.     Follow  ami  adore 

Him,  ;  all  else  hut  lie  is 

W .                    1  until  t  i  .      <  hit  i 

were  high  and  hob  a  we  wen               I  in  dark 
A  kil  a  said, 

••  i  .  >ke  off;  yet  all  the 

plain  prose.    This  pic  of  my  IWe,  and  no 

man  has  two  epics.    1  I  he  remainder 

with  the  thill  lees.      I  \o\ve<l  reveille,  and  fill (11  led  ni\ 

There  #as  not  on,-  of  those  Bfty  bandits  who  thus  but- 
rounded  tin-  tent  ami  destroyed   Hamida,that  I  did  not 

follow  up.  sad,  in  tin-  OOUrse  <•!'  timi  .  .It  took  uie 

nearly  six  yeai  my  purpose, but  at 
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the  end  of  that  time  I  had  fifty  dried  scalps  of  my  com- 
panions. No  man  can  ever  know  what  pains,  what  toils, 
what  strange  disguises  it  required  before  I  could  accomplish 
this  glorious  vengeance.  But  at  the  end  of  that  time  the 
great  object  of  my  life  had  been  gained.  I  was  at  peace. 
1  carried  the  scalps  to  the  place  where  we  encamped  on  that 

fatal  night  ;  and  on  the  very  spot  where  stood  Beloli's  tent, 
and  the  remains  of  Ilamida  reposed.  I  made  a  funeral  pile, 
and  sacrificed  them  to  her  manes.  I  then  lied  into  a  distant 
part  <>f  t  lie  COUnt  PJ  .  and  for  a  while  sojourned  in  the  woods. 
1  lived  with  nature,  and  gave  a  respite  t<>  my  passions.  But 
after  a  year  all   the  ardor  of  my  nature  again   broke   forth. 

I  Longed  for  action.     I  panted  once  again  to  mingle  in  the 

fiery  struggles  of  life.  Shah  Jehan  was  now  involved  in 
trouM  .hire  of  Eindoostan  trembled  in  his  feeble 

grasp.      Addicted  to  his    pleasures  lie  was  unable  to  reduce 

us  to  order;  he  lived  only  in  his  past  glories;  luxury 
ami  magnificence  wen-  all  his  care.  Hut  his  four  som — they 
were  perpetually  fomenting  strife  and  discord.  The  flercesl 
haired  burned  iii  their  hearts.     Dara,  the  oldest  and  noblest, 

had  1  ecu  invested  by  his  father  with  a  share  of  the  sovereign 

power;  hut  AurengZebe  had  bong  marked  out  the  gorgeous 

crown  of  India  for  himself,  and  the  letter  to  assure  success, 
1   assumed    the   mask  of  religious  zeal   and    holiness. 

His  austerities  were  the  themes  of  applause,  bul  only  a  tew 
were  cognizant  of  the  ambition  of  his  soul.     He  gathered 

partizans  from  all  sides  ;  he  was  profuse  in  promises;  he  was 
:  also  in    rewards.      Inferior   in  figure   and    manner  to 

his  two  elder  brothers,  Dara  and  Sooja,  and  in  true  nobility 
of  heart  to  his  younger  brother  Morad,  he  outshone  them 
by  an  appearance  of  solidity  and  gravity,  which  gave  weight 
to  all  he  said  and  did.  He  was  plausible,  false,  and  dis- 
simulating; and  could  sow  dissension  among  the  most 
intimate  friends,  without  himself  appearing  to  be  aught 
except  the  mutual  confidant  of  both.     When  the  Mogul  fell 
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ill.  and  Dara  had  half  assumed  the  sovereignty,  Soojah 
rebelled,  but  was  speedily  overthrown.  ICorad,  the  youngest 
son.  now  took  the  field.  He  wrote  to  Aureng  Zebe,  and 
solicited  !.  Lance.     This  crafty  prince  was  delighted 

at  the  proposal.  1I«-  well  knew  that  if  with  Moray's  help  he 
could  the  predominant  power  of  Data,  he  would 

haw  no  diffloolty  of  getting  rid  of  liorad  himself,  as  soon 
as  he  had  served  his  purpose.     Be  sent  an  an  using 

Dars  of  weakness,  and    Soojah  of  infidelity  ;  both  were 

[uently  unworthy  of  the  crown.  'As  for  me,' said 
|:- .  •  1  have  long  since  dedicated  myself  to  the  service  of 
(tod;  1  desire  only  that  and  tranquillity  which  suit 

tin-  fervency  of  my  devotion.  Bui  I  will,  with  my  poor 
abilities,  assist  Morad  to  take  possession  of  a  sceptre  winch 
the  united  >pleof  rlindoostan  havealready 

i  in  his  hands.  ftforad  may  then  think  of  his  faithful 
Aureng  Zebe,  and  assign  him  ■  qjus  \  that  he  may 

pass  tin-  remainder  of  hi*  lift  in  the  austerities  of  reli 
an<l  in  communion  with  Go  I.'    Stforad  was  utterly  dee 

•id  among  his  new  recruits   I  was  one. 

roased  the  Neri-udda,  and  having  Joined  the  forces  of 
Anreng  Zebe,  tried  our  strength  against  the  Rajah. 

A  terrible  battle  i  We   were  <'n   the  right    flank; 

r  a  bloody  conflict  we 

•in  in 

triumph.    Qreat  s  asternal  uH  of 

Shah  Jehan.    The  Bmperor  himself  I  to  take  t tu> 

field ;  a  step  that  would  have  destroyed  the  power  of  Anreng 

ii  one  .|  siciii  Jehan  still  adored  by 

nil   the   sol  i    dissuaded    him  and    went    in 

instthetwoj  We  met  in  the  plains 

ofOuserat     Darah  himself  led  on  the  troop  r  was 

t,  but  the  fall  of  Rnstnm  in  the 
uing  of  the  battle  destroyed  the  expectations  of  Darah. 

With  the  life  of  hi^  1'ia  :al  ended  all  farther  chance 
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of  victory.     His  troops  fought  like  lions,  but  his  evil  star 

prevailed.     A   variety  of  untoward  accidents  intervened; 

Bod  at  the  very  moment  when  h<>  should  have  led  his  soldiers 

n.-t  the  wearied   forces  of  his  brothers,  his  elephant 

driver  retreated  in  a  panic,  and  all  was  lost.  Auren^  Zebe 
Succeeded  almost  by  a  miracle.  Never  was  a  more  extra- 
ordinary combination  of  lucky  accidents  than  those  that 
won  for  him  that  eventful  battle* 

"  Of  the  subsequent   fate   ami  fall  of  Morad,  why  need    1 

ik  F  Thai  brave  prince  became  a  victim  to  the  treach- 
ery <>f  his  brothers    Aureng  Zebe  assumed  the  Imperial 

v.  n  at  Delhi,  and  Shall  .lehan  became  his  prisoner.  With 
the  fall  of  .Morad,  his  soldiers  were  transferred  to  the  new 
monarch,  and  I  now  BWOV6  fealty  to  Aureng  Zebe.      Hut  he 

wa>  not  destined  to  sit  beneath  the  Imperial  umbrella  with- 
out perpetrating  other  crimes.    Soliman,  the  son  of  Dam, 

was  yet  in  arms.      Dam  himself  was  at  the  head  of  a  h 

army.  Aureng  Zebe  marched  forth  to  meet  him.  Wear- 
rived  on  the  bank!  Of  the  Suttuluz,  hut  their  was  no  oppos- 
ing f>e.  Disunion  was  in  the  councils  of  Para;  his  camp 
was  lull  of  spies  sent  by  tin-  usurping  emperor,  who  sowed 

suspicion  and  dissension.  In  the  night  preceding  our  arri- 
val he  lied.  We  pursued  him  rapidly.  Our  scouts  informed 
us  that  he  had  taken  t  he  direct  ion  of  Moiiltan,  and  t  hit  her 

we  advanced.     But  news  was   brought  to    Aureng  Zebe 

now-  was  in  the  field,  and  was  marching  Oil 
Delhi.  The  emperor  left  the  main  army  with  some  chosen 
troops.  Mini  went  t«>  meet  his  brother.  We,  in  the  mean- 
time, followed.  Para  again  tied.  He  pursued  various 
routes,  bul  at  length  made  a  tinal  Stand  at  Ajmere,  where 
he  fortified  his  camp.  Allien-;  Zehe  having,  in  the  mean- 
time, destroyed  the  forces  of  Sooja,  now  rejoined  us  with 
his  victorious  troops.  Hut  the  ramparts  of  his  brother  dis- 
mayed him.  He  prepared  to  outwit  him.  When  the  rigor 
of  the  lion  availed  not,  he  knew  how  to  put  forth  the  subt- 
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letyof  the  fox.  Two  of  his  generals  had  formerly  served 
under  Dara,  but  had  ne<l  from  him  as  Lis  star  began  to 
wane.  aow  employed  in  one  of  those 

crafty  devices   which    never  fail    pretenders  to   religion. 

Mt  :i  letter  to  Dara,  craving  forgiveness)  and  oiier- 

ing  a>-  I  he  would  leave  the  gates  of  his 

camp  open  for  their  receptioni     Pars  mil  into  the  mare. 

'ore  the  day  dawned  all  our  troops  were  in  anus;  «r 

iwn  op  behind  thi  snd  hidden  from  the  view 

of  Dara.     'I  i  fugitives  Issued  forth  in  a  Is 

bod  irsued  them,  and  ti !-*.-<  1  our  cannon  on  their  i 

l»ut  it  was  only  1  lank  Dara  was  wholly  deceived. 

II.  if  his  repentant  friends* 

n  all  before  thorn, and  took  p<  a  of 

m<l  the  fate  of  indis  led 

in  half  an    1  with  hi*  family  ll 

burning  dcs<  ted  him  ;  bis  on  D 

phi:  i    him.  bunted   liim 

who  i i « . -.  1  an  la- 

id. 
u  We  1  D  we  saw  him 

u.l  bound  iii  :  it t* . I  tl.  son 

t    it    «av  Qd    Who  -t  f 

II.-  ioh   he   I  ten 

■smiled   with  royal  j  orepit elephant,  with 

.•  linen  ;  his  tnr- 
hnn  his  hair  ha  i  during   ''is  ■ 

fortunes.    The  Lowest  among  the  ral  We  pitied  when  I 
mi  him  retained  his  dig- 

nity, but  was  weeping  by  l 

coadncted  to  Cliixarabad,  and  his  death  decreed.  In  the 
dejjd  of  ' be         '    \  despatohed  the  ai 

Into   the  cell    where    Para  and    bil    SOU    "'ere 
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prisoned.  They  tore  them  asunder  and  prepared  to  stran- 
gle him.  But  the  blood  of  the  descendanl  of  Timour  arose 
Inst  this  infamous  death.  Dara  stabbed  one  of  the  vil- 
lains with  his  penknife.  They  immediately  fell  upon  him 
With  their  swords.  His  son,  though  in  ehains.  rushed  into 
the  cell,  and   saw   them  in  the  act  of  beheading   his  lather. 

The  assassins  left  him  with  the  decapitated  trunk,  and  car- 
ried the  bloody  memorial  to  Aureng  Zebe.  That  monarch 
had  been  in  dreary  <  ion  all  the  night  for  their  re- 

turn. When  the  murderers  arrived,  they  were  immediately 
admitted  to  hia  presence.      The  bloody  head  was  presented, 

but  the  features  could  not  be  recognised.  lie  ordered  a 
charger  of  water  to  be  brought,  and  when  he  bad  wiped 
v  the  clotted  gore  with  his  handkerchief,  be  saw  that  it 
was  indeed  his  brother^  head.  "Alas!  unfortunate  man,' 
he  exclaimed;  but  A.ures  "pitied  than 

bis  victim.  For  ;i  tew  short  years  of  grandeur  he  bartered 
his  everlasting  hopes  of  heaven.    Where  is  he  now  I    And 

what  avails  his  villain  '.' 

••  1  saw  him  sit  upon  the  peacock  throne,  the  greatest 

wonder  of  art  that  man  hat  ever  seen;  before  which  the 

eantry  of  Alexander,  Xerxes,  or  Cambyses  fade  into 

dirt.      The  oeiling  of  the    Dewanu    Khan,  in  which   it    was 
.  and  which  was  the  chamlicr  set  apart  for  n>\  al  audience, 

was  incrusted  \\  it  h  silver  foliage,  massive,  rich,  mid  shining; 
columns  of  white  marble,  adorned  with  inlaid  flower-work 

of  beautiful  stones,  supported  the  roof.  Around  the  cor- 
nice, in  Persian  tetters  of  gold,  was  written,  •  [f  there  he  a 
paradise  upon  earth,  this  is  it — 'tis  t:;i-.  lis  this.'  The 
pillars    themselves    were    hUUg    with    tapestries    of    purified 

gold,  having  the  ground  of  gold,  :m<l  for  the  roof  ©f  the 

hall  there  was  nothing  but  great  canopies  of  flowered  satin, 

fastened  with    red    silken    coeds   that   had   big  tuftfl  of  silk, 

mixed  with  threads  ofgoid,  hanging  on  them.    The  tin. 

formed   of  solid  gold,  incrusted   over  with  diamonds. 
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rubies,  sapphires,  and  emeralds.  Two  peacocks  stood  upon 
it,  with  their  tales  expanded,  which  were  studded  with 
various  jewels  to  represent  the  lite.  Between  the  peacocks 
•  I  a  parrot,  of  the  ordinary  size,  eat  oat  of  one  emerald. 
There  wn  sting  of  various  sorts 

of  II  ten  gold  enamelled.   The  twelve  columns 

that  upheld   the  canopy  uciv   let    round  by  rows  of  pearl; 

and  at  t  of  the  throne  iron  two  umbrellas, the  ban- 

h  hich  were  eight  feet  high, covered  with  diamonds; 
the  mhbfettas  theme*  re  of  crimson  velvet,  embroi- 

dered and  fringed  with  pearl.    And   l   mv<    \    rei 
sitting  on  this  throne,  splendidly  apparelled  in  white  satin, 
flowered  with  the  finest  gold.     His  turban  was  of  cloth  of 
!.  having  ■  bird  wrongM  upon  it  like  ■  heron,  wh 

I  with  diamonds  of  ■!  big- 

Been  nnd  prioe,  with  a  great  Oriental  Inch  may  be 

i  to  be  matehless,  shilling  like  a  little  sun.      A  COUai 

bong  aboaf  his  m-ck  to  his  itoaaob,  and  a 

-parent  jewel,  with  a  diamond  appendant  to  it. 

as  :i  i passed  with  rnbiee  and  emei  -  so 

1    from   the  canopy  that   it  always  met   his  , 
whe  nnd    him   were    his    Dim 

j_ditlerin<_r  with  jewels  iiinuuieralile,  olferin  :ine 

lea  veeaels  set  with  |                                     ns  idled 

with             .  diamond  .  <>r  rabies.     And  I  said 

unto  tin  .  '  '  K 

bat  behind  thy  n  1    - hath  and 

dim  eorrapl  i  re  thine  i 

in  place  of  ;  bloody  I 

thou  see  of  all  these  BOUndtttg 

fiat:  is  th\   pi  us  that 

ring;      And  in  a  !1   shall   p  .     a  I   thou 

Shalt  be  ear:  -rse,  and  in  the  hour  of  death 

inland, 

through  heaps  of  murdered  men,  and  over  heaps  of  broli 

I -J 
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oaths.    Then  shalt  thou  know  that  all  the.-.'  scenes  an-  hol- 
low :is  a  human  skull,  ami  thou  shall  sup  full  on  B01TOW  and 

despair.  Thou  shall  cast  thine  eye  backward,  and  it  shall 
i  ■;  with  blood;  thou  shall  cast  thine  eye  forward,  and 
t'.iou  shall  perceive  darkness  and  despair.  Ami  they  who 
now  surround  thee  would  Dot  give  ;i  moment  of  their  own 
dayi  t--  protract  thine;  albeit  they  now  profess  entire  sab- 

ion.  an. 1  :uv  ready  with  their  lives  to  prove  their  fealty 
to  thy  |  1  thought  these  ti.inu^  a  mist  came 

-." 

II   .     Ikiba  was  agaiu  silent;  his  gaae  was  !i\ed  on  vs> 
the  expression  of  his  features  was  rapt,  and  as  if 
inspired-     A  wild  gleam  glittered  in  his  eyes;  beseemed 
I  daimon-movecL 

'  nil.     Tl  glittering 

villany  hath  within  it  the  essence   of  it>   own  ruin.      Vet  a 

and  all  will  he  overwhelmed.    Thou  i 
<>  Delhi,  which  now  towerest  royally  over  the  plains,  shall 

i;   and  tl  >  ll  throne  <»f  Shah  .Ichan  shall 

.-lit-.    The  gardens  of  Shalimar,  now 
mdid  with  their  oypn  irkling  foun- 

tains, their  i  rs  thick  "ith  nightingales,  their  jewel- 

tal    shelter  from   the   heat,  their  cedars 
shielding  out  t:  ts  and  a  desert, and 

ir  owner  shall  recognize  them  no  longer.     Metbinks  I 
od  upon  the  lofty  summit  of  Mejnoon,  and  gase  down- 
ward over  that  dazzling  city;   its  thousand  minarets  of 
marble,  it>  thousand  cupolas  of  polished  metal,  mirrored  in 

Bhining  f  the  .Jumna,  and  by  the  grand  canal 

on  which  Kinur  i  [uaadered  million  the  gay 

procession  past  of  pi  1  rajahs,  followed  bycorsleted 

and  bucklered  crowds  that  glow  in  polished  steel  and  gold, 
white  camels,  elephants,  and  horses  move  in  all  the  pride 

purple  housings  :iml  silver  knots.     But  a  cloud  ari 
and  all  is  tempest — tempest,  lightning,  and  the  voice  of 
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thu  r  of  Kootoob   is  wrapped   in 

marble  f    Bnmayoon    is 

1    in   the   thick    folds  of  many   mists.     Mi: 

mna  Musjid  which  Aaren  himself 

.  •<»  diftu  i   Ind  and  Bnrops  bis  sanctified 

inself  from  shams  or  sin,  for  an 

.  gallant    brother 

1  like  s  wol£     Within  it  kneels  the  kin;j  himi 
In  ra^s — bis  purple  robes  are  laid  aside,  end  I 
he  prays  to  heaven  for  forgiveness.    Hut  a  boll  smites  him, 
he  is  no  more;  his  palace  passes,  his  family  is  <K- 
wn  obtained  with  so  moch  treachery  and 
blood  is  transferrin  1  into  another's  hsj  all  that  re- 

us of  Aurcng  Z<  is  memory  of  bis  crimes,  and 

lesson  of  his  retribution;  the  folly  of  the  guilty,  and 
loe  of  the  Supreme. 
e  fate  and  fall  of  Dara  worked  a  wonderful  change 
in  my  temper.     I   s:ud  to  mvM-li.  fo  suits  me  not.' 

irs  began  to  exercise  their  humanizing  effect  <>n  nn •.     I 

I  was  not  yet  thirty  years  i 
niio  a  pilgrim.    1  rieited  all  t lie  sacred  shrines  of  In 

whether  they  wen-  .  d  to  Brahm,  to  Alia, 

i  II   rmu/d — so  long  as  they  were  consecrated 
ration.     Soumantb  and  B 
I    sfshS  a- Kara  amhaka,   bad   equal 

1  bsemms  gradually  initiated  bUOSSi 
.  learning  equally   from    I  and    from   Hrahmin, 

iff  respective 

.  and 

mage  of  that  most  wonderful  bind,  sei 
all  t  ud   l-aruinir  thi  theology  of  that 

.  who  are  the  lineal  dssoendsati  of  Nob, 

ah,  and  the  Chinese  eall  Pohi,  the 
name   bt  in   their   language. 

bins  1  passed  im  a,  and  so  int<j  Boro] 
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Turkey,  from  which  I  descended  into  Italy  and  Spain,  and, 
traversing  France,  crossed  I  I  myself  to  the 

gypsies,  whom  I  found  to  be  of  our  people — the  same  in 
blood,  in  language,  and  in  affinity — and  with  thorn  I  mean 
—  tin-  brief  lvmnant  «>f  my  days.  I  have  given  orders 
for  my  body  to  be  laid  in  Stonehenge,  that  Cycl< 
monument  of  the  Cuthite  priests  <>f  India;  and  there  .shall 
it  repose  until  the  world  is  renewed,  and  all  things  are 
to  their  primal  condition.     The  summary  of  my 

life  may  be  comprised  in  one  sentence:  Mankind  is  every- 
where the  same,  ■  mixture  of  good  and  eviL    (Jod  is  i 

rewarder  of  the  virtuous,  and  the 
ponisher  of  the  wicked.    Truth  is  everywhere  the  same; 

:id   unm  I   wholly  different   from   the   popular 

belief.  Life  is  everywhere  the  same ;  ft  toilsome  pilgrimage 
which  conducts  to  heaven  or  hell,  according  to  the  way  in 
which  it  is  passed." 


CHAPTER    XIV. 

b  and  beautiful  art  thou,  0,  Morning  Star!  Thou 
glesmest  high  in  the  blue  heaven  ;  the  purple  waves  awaken 
into  light,  and  watch  thy  golden  brightness  on  their  ci 

1  it  1) in  my  mo  Lofl  .    I    think 

I  the  olden  day*  when  8UOHe;    when    she,  who 

lirer  t < *  my  son]  than  all  the  bosi  of  heaven,  lived  and 

her  lustre  on  my  heart     <>.  da 

long  lost  days!    never  once  t<>   be   for  Limned   in 

splendor,  yet  in  darkness  and  in  grief  upon  my  spirit,  to 

perish  only  when  that  spir  it  «,  if  die  it  ever  should. 

How   shall    I    recall   ye?      How  shall   I  endure  to  live 

in  the  blank  pa-!,  an  1  awaken  memories  that  should  repose 

for  aye?      How  shall  I  retrace  the  hitter  woe.  the  BgOny  of 
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recollection,  the  frenzy  of  my  1  air  and  madness; 

end  yet  survive  to  pen  them  down  on  paper,  and  calmly 

read  them  in  my  solRa  te  effort  be  made — 

1  resolution  the  iron-cased  and  oonquer- 

tion  that  nei  k  me  in  my  need;  and 

and  and  heart  are  nerved  alike,  and  cold  and  firm  as 

of  beauty,  shine  upon  me  with  propitious 

11   I   know  that  in  thy  luminous  sphan 

now  abides  and  looks  upon  the  tone  recluse,  the  weary 

wanderer    •'•  ,  whom  once  she  loved.    Ami 

in  the  dawn  she  ••  in  dream — visits  inc.  and 

tills  me  with  I  -pheres.  to  me 

la  from  thy  silver  orb :  she  pi 
my  lips  and  whispers 
am  ii- 

u  our  union,  think  m 
cboly  earth." 

nine  own ;  t! 

!  We 

I   the  songs  of  Paradise;   we  heard  them   hut  lor  ■ 

all   was  chaos.      1  idly   that 

.in.    around,    ami    through    me.      <Mln-r 

-  fires 

. 

.on  mat  soul ;   i. 

.  a  blob,  as 
me  sacred  temple,  thou  well  all  eni 

I    of     1 1  1  \ 

•i    i'oe 
mult  of  I 
nbition,  in  tl  •  :i:ites, 

r   and 

silent    wilderness,  in   the   thought-uplifting   mountains  of 

i  on  the  whirling  billows  of  tin-  ocean,  still, 

still  was   I   thi  I   when  the  last  moment  of  my 
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life  draws  near,  and  the  death  pang  quivers  through  my 
frame,  and  my  heart  throbs  again  faintly  in  the  mortal 
Bgony,  still,  still,  shall  one  image  beam  before  me,  eon- 
joined  with  that  of  God;  and  that  image  shall  be  thine. 
Do  I  rave,  or  do  I  see  thee  now?  The  .Morning  Star  opens 
her  golden  gates;  she  sends  thee  forth  a  beautiful  winged 
spirit;  thou  gfidesl  downwards  over  the  silver  tracks,  over 
the  blue  waters.  I  sec  thee,  and  now  thou  art  beside  me. 
An  ethereal  light  overshadows  me.  1  feel  thy  presence  J 
my  heart  is  in  an  ecttacy.  It  is  thou — it  is  thou,  my  Fran- 
cesca,  who  art  COEDS  again,  who  art  eonie  again  to  eheer  me. 
in  my  desolation;  to  whisper  happiness,  and  breathe  en- 
duranee  ami  content. 

.  she  was  indeed  most  beautiful !  The  pencil  of 
Kati'aele — I  have  seen  its  masterpieces — hut  none  was  fair 
as  she.  The  forms  of  Titian  and  Giorgione,  the  bright 
creations  of  Knbens  and  Fely,  the  life-like  women  of  Van- 
dyke, ah  !  they  please,  indeed,  the  passing  eye;  but  to  me 
they  typify  a  loveliness  far  inferior  to  that,  of  Franeesca. 
She  was  but  thirteen  when  fust  I  sought  protection  among 
tin-  (Jitanos.  I  saw  her  not  for  Upwards  of  a  year  after. 
She  '.v:i-«  secluded  from  all  vulgar  observation;  the  sun  was 
not  permitted  to  shine  upon  her.  Some  strange,  dark 
mystery  seemed  to  hang  around  her  very  tent.  My  friend 
and  tutor  knew  nothing  of  her;  the  old  Queen  of  the  Kn- 
campmeiit  was  silent  as  the  grave  on  all  that  appertained 
to  the  lone  recluse.  She  was  guarded  like  the  apple  of  the 
eye  Accident  alone  revealed  her  to  me,  and  it  happened 
in  this  way. 

We  were  encamped  on  Salisbury  Plain.    The  night  was 

fair  and  beautiful,  ten  thousand  glittering  stars  shone  in 
the  broad  heaven;  shone  above  I  red  ruins  of  our 

grand  ancestors,  who  brought  the  true  and  holy  faith  of 
God  into  Fngland,  and  reared  those  solemn  arches  to  His 
honor.     1  wandered  away  at  some  distance  from  the  tent 
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— alone  with  my  thoughts  ;  alone  and  far  removed  from 
the  homely  Bights  that  ever  appertain  to  mere  prosaic-  life. 
I  lifted  up  my  heart  to  the  Stars.  I  singled  out  the  golden 
beaming  Jupiter,  and  thought  my  fate  identified  with  him 
— bright,  when  he  was  gjoriou3  ;  dark  when  he  was  dimmed. 
The  distant  bark  of  the  watch-dog  alone  reminded  me  that 
I  ighborhood  <>f  life.     I  wandered  farther  and 

farther  until  even  this  was  hut  faintly  echoed.     Then  did  I 

If  wholly  up  to  reverie.     My  musings  probably 

not  highly  philosophic  or  profound;  what  musings  of 
a   boy  ever   were   so  f    hut  I    ran   now   feel   that    they  were 

snblimeand  pure;  that  they  irere  wholly  disconnected  with 

earth,  and  all  the  ha»e  and  wretehe.1  properties  of  that  the- 

atrical  and  tinsel  puppet  show  which  we  pal]  existence*    Li 

length    1    i  I    had    nearly    reached    the 

place  of  encampment!  when  I  beheld  a  tall  figure  gliding 
about  tin-  great  pillars,  like  the  sj  some 

ancient   priesl  of  Boodh,  or    Kiahtn— for  are  not   both  the 

1   was  m\  self  nt  the  moment  in 

sucli  a  position  that  I  must  haw  been  Invisible;  hut  the 

form  of  t!  r  stood  out  distinctly  against  the  gfirnnv 

■  :■'■       L  wand      'or  •  I  tiiat  late  hour  was 

baps  a  danger  in  <  Ho  presented  all 

the  tokens  of  a  spy,  une  my  duty  1  shim. 

'■  •  with  pantherdik  ite  ruins ; 

monolith  bes 

1   yet  he  knew  not  that    I  was   near. 

He  seemed  gazing  with  the  most  fix* 

reetion  of  our  tents;   all  r  es  and   faculties  of  his 

mind  into  his  eyes.     As  a  sentinel  on 

some  long-<  battle,  when  all  before  him 

pped  in  dark  en  the  bivouac  fires  smoul- 

der in  the  gloom,  peers  into  i  stch  the  least 

glimpse  of  an  advancing  foe,  for  well  he  knows  bis  lifede- 
-  upon  his  vigilant  the  anxious  gaze  of 
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this  man  upon  the  fax-oft  tents  of  my  companions.  He 
Beeraed  fixed  to  the  spot,  unci  thus  he  stood  motionless  for 
half  an  boar.  At  length  I  heard  a  light  and  cautious  foot- 
step, then  &  low  and  quick  whistle,  and  one  emerged  sud- 
denly, though  from  what  quarter  it  was  impossible  for  me 
;  nor  could  I  at  first  distinguish  whether  it  was  a 
man  or  woman.  But  all  doubt  was  soon  dispelled.  It  was 
a  man,  and  one  of  the  Qitanos.  Be  was  called  Antonio. 
He  came  up  right  to  the  very  side  of  the  watcher,  and  1 
could  sec  him  plainly  by  the  Btarlight.  Nay,  1  think  my 
boding  heart  had  divined  who  he  was,  even  before  it  be- 
held him  so  near  to  me.  I  crouched  closer  beneath  the 
■hade  and  ruin,  and   felt  certain  that  no  one  but  with  lion 

eyes  would  be  able  to  detect  me  In  the  gloom.  Luckily  I 
was  right.     Both  were  probably  too  much  wrapped  up  in 

their  own  thou;-,!  its  to  notice  any  thing  around  them.  Their 
faculties  were  concentrated  only  OO  ^nr  point,  and  in  this 
I  felt  u:is  my  chief  security.  For  this  Antonio  was  no  or- 
dinary man.  Be  was  no  unobservant  drudge.  He  was 
short  and  thick,  low  in  the  forehead,  like  Fox  ;  large  in  the 

back  of  his  head,  like  Mule  ;  his  dark  eyes  peered  out  from 

underneath  hanging  brows,  like  ferret's  out  of  a  cage; 
they  i  and  aver  okanging,  as  you  must  have 

-ecu  :i  rat's  eyCJB   are.      I    have   seen    plenty  of  such  fellows 

in  Westminster  Ball.  Wherever  yon  turned  he  seemed  to 
be  watching  you.  i  .-mi  ever-moving,  glitterii 

piosiou  about  them.     They  seemed  as  volatile  as  qui 
vcr.    Son  never  could  tix  or  catch  them  in  the  same  position 

for  more  than  an  instant.  They  gaVfl  you  B  most  unpleas- 
ant feeling.      1  had   always  disliked   this  fellow.      Believing 

faithfully  in  the  Indian  doctrine  of  metempsychosis,  I  was 

convinced  that  his  next  phase  of  being  would  he  thai  <>f  B 
rat.  or  some  such  hideous  creat urc,  and  J  kept  out  of  his 
path  as  carefully  as  I  could. 

This  vagabond  now  accosted  the  Avatcher. 
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"Have  I  kept  your  lordship  waiting?"  he  said.  u  I  fear 
that  I  have,  but  I  made  all  the  haste  I  could.  I  halt*  sus- 
pect that  I  am  watched  !" 

-  Pooh  !""  answered  the  other, M  that  is  impossible.     What 


IH-V.  - 


e  would  have  beenoal  tO-nigbt  M  usual,  my  lord,  hut 

ktondant  was  unwell,  so  she  staved  within  to  nurse 

••  And  bow  long  will  thii  illnei 

: !  do  time — sin-  will  doubtless  take  her  accustomed 
walk  to-morrow  night.    Let  your  lordship  then  be  ready." 

•   \t  what  hour?" 
•\ 

Veil,   till   then — take   tliis!"   and    be  Bang   him   a 

puree,  and   turned 

watch-fires.     I    iraited  until  be  was  oal  of  siudit.  and  then 
talcing  :i  circuiton  i  as  if  I  i  and 

re  him.     When  he  arrived  there, 
I  was  qoi<  i  in  front  wn  tent  with  lianasam< 

Anti»ni<>  passed  and  wished  1  night    We  returned 

it.  and  be  went  on.      \  I  heard  ■  death- 

rig  in  m\   •     :  -  :   I  1  itWM  for  lift 

or  dentil  ;   ■  mortal  b1  .  a  weeping  female,  ■  finely- 

I  man — and  then  1  be  ad  the 

:u  Of  goUty  ln»n«  •  |   liliu  of  |  :ed  to 

nd   all   *  ,!    and  d< 

*W< 

When  I  turned  to  iii \  companion  I  was  startled  b 

his  li\  ken  with  a  strange 

awe;  hi-  eyes  penetrated  my  bearl  and  spirit. 

la-Mayna,"  said  he.  u  Zala-Mayna— -what  means  tins '( 
yon  mad  or  dreaming 

•'II  ;  be    matter  \     who 

tire- 1 
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'•My  poor  hoy."  said  ho,  "you  have  fatigued  yourself 
with  this  wild  ramble,  go  to  bed — go  to  bod." 

"  Wh<.  ared  tn  said  I,  "  who  is  shot  IP 

M  No  one  that  I  know  of,"  ho  answered,  "but  speak." 

I  then  recounted  to  him  in  a  low  whisper  what  1  had 
witnessed  tod  beard  beside  the  giant  pillar  of  the  plain,  and 
told  him  also  what  had  just  passed  before  my  eyes.  JIo 
was  silent  for  a  time.     He  then  said — 

"Conn-,  lei  us  go  into  our  tent." 

When  wo  got  there,  and  had  interchanged  thought  for 
half  an  hour,  we  concerted  measures  lor  the  following  night 
These  were  soon  arranged.     1  Hung  myself  on  my  bed,  and 
slept.    Ami  I  had  a  dream,  and  my  dream  was  beautiful. 

For  the  Morning  Star  descended  from  his  throne  in  heaven 
and  came  into  my  presence  glorious,  like  B  youth  of  God, 

ami  kissed  my  lips, and  left  celestial  fire  upon  them,  and 

then   departed    with   a    smile,    which    seemed    to   Bay,   "Be 
prosperous,  ()  Son  of  Fate  !"      And  when  1  woke,  the  early 

miii  shone  full  upon  me,  and  the  larks  made  sweet  melody, 

and  I  felt  secure  and  strong. 

****** 
u  Were  they  indeed  gods  who  built  Stonehengo,  nurse?" 
"  Aye,  little  one,  the  gods  of  India,  from  wliom  we  are 

aded,  and  who  guard  us  still." 
••  Why  did  not  the  guards  preserve  their  beautiful  temple 
until    DOW?      Mcthinks    that    having    brought  these    huge 

Btonea  so  fur  from  heaven  they  might  have  kept,  them  ever 

in  perfection." 

"  Ah!  little  one,  those  are  questions  that  no  mortal  can 
sob 

••  Shall  we  ever  see  those  glorious  mighty  gods?" 

"Yes.  indeed,  lot  us  hope  so,  and  that  soon." 

"Are  they  M  beautiful  :is  you  said?" 

"Beautiful!  they  are  more  beautiful  than  the  sun.  Each 
one  is  twelve  feet  high,  splendid  as  light,  and  pure  as  <lia- 
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mond.    Their  wings  are  silver — white  as  moonbeams.    Their 
dituK-nis  are  living  tire ;  their  words  are  like  sweet  harps." 

"Oh,  how  I  long  to  see  these  splendid  gods.  "Will  you 
not  take  me  soon  to  their  country?  It  is  India — is  India 
far  awa\ 

••  .Many  a  day's  sail  and  many  a  night's  journey  is  India; 
but  when  we  get  there  we  shall  see  the  gods." 

Then-   was  a  shrill  whistle,  at  which   the   young  damsel 

and  her  nui'-e   start  1.  .1.      We  crouched   closer   beneath  our 

column.     All  around  was  clear  moonlight,  but  we  were  in 

shadow.     Two   figures  suddenly  rushed   upon   them — they 

Antonio  and  the  man  he  called  "my  hud." 

••  V'.u  mnsl  come  with  us.'*  .-aid  the  latter.  And  he  laid 
hold  Of  the  young  girl.  In  doing  SO,  htZ  face  became  re- 
vealed in  tl.e  moonlight  ;  her  hood  had  fallen  oil".  It  was 
the  lace  of  an  ingeL  All  heaven  seemed  open  in  that 
innocent   countenance.      Tin  .   darkly   blue; 

the  hair  was  golden  and  lustrous,  like  the  Kvening  Star 
ted  on  a  lake;  the  skin  was  whiter  than  Italian  mar- 
ble. No  >eulptor  ever  csj  mi  so  tranoeendent ;  no 
paint.  one.  1  could  have  fallen  before  her  on 
my  knees  as  if  -he  were  the   Ib-lv  Spirit. 

She   did    no'  f   .surprised.     She 

1    poxzled   to   know  what   this   man   could  want  with 
her.      She  merely  said — 

1    I  must  go  home;  it  is  now  time.     This  is 
my  nuise  j  yonder  we  our  ten: 

II  mnsl  come  with  me."  .-aid  my  lord;   and  he  I 
to  pull  her  a  v.  a\.      Bol  now  the  nurse  interposed.     She  de- 
manded fiercely  what  they  wanted.     My  lord  made  no  reply. 
Antonio,  who  was  ma.-i.  I   her,  ami  told  her  to  be 

still. 

'•  Ah!"  said  she.  "I  know  your  voice."  And  she  tore  off 
his  ma-k.  She  had  scarcely  done  so  when  he  stabbed  her. 
She  fell. 
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"  Now,  my  lord,"  said  he,  "lose  no  time."  And  he  caught 
the  little  maid  and  began  to  gag  her.  But  scarcely  had  he 
laid  his  rude  hand  upon  her  when  he  fell  dead  ;  a  shot  from 
niv  pistol  had  done  the  "work.  My  last  night's  vision  was 
fulfilled.  My  lord  trembled;  he  looked  round,  but  saw  no 
one.  Dropping  the  child's  hand,  he  fled  with  the  rapidity 
of  guilt.  Manasam  pursued  him.  I  went  up  to  the  girl. 
She  was  (inn,  but  pale  as  death.  I  accosted  her  in  softest 
words,  but  she  seemed  to  hear  me  or  heed  me  not.  She 
said,"  Nurse,  nurse,  where  are  you?    Come,  let  US  go  home." 

A  t'aiut  voice  answered,  "The  villain  has  stabbed  me. 
Help,  or  I  shall  die." 

I  tore  oil*  my  coat,  I  bound  up  her  wound,  I  tended  her, 
and  gave  her  a  restorative  from  a  llask.  This  revived  her, 
and  after  some  delay  she  stood  up,  but  her  tread  was  feeble 
in  the  extreme.  "Good  mother,"  said  r,  "lean  on  me." 
And  I  helped  her  forward.  The  damsel  said  not  a  word, 
but  clung  to  her  in  speechless  silence.  We  went  slowly 
homeward.  Before  we  got  there  Manasam  overtook  us. 
"  lie  lias  escaped,"'  he  said. 

I  was  summoned  next  day  to  the  nurse's  tent,  and  went 
with  Manasam.  She  Was  evidently  dying;  the  seal  of 
death  was  on  her  pale  features.  When  we  entered,  a  faint 
smile  of  gratitude  or  welcome  stole  over  her  countenance, 
but  it  soon  passed  awa}*.  She  motioned  to  us  to  sit  down, 
and  we  did  so. 

"  Zala-Mayna,"  said  she,  "I  have  sent  for  you;  I  have 
much  to  say,  and  my  time  is  short.  She  whom  you  have 
saved  is  yours  by  right;  from  this  day  forth  she  is  your 
betrothed.  You  have  given  her  her  life;  that  life  should 
be  henceforth  given  unto  you.  And  it  will  be  so.  1  have 
already  spoken  unto  her,  and  she  says  it  is  but  just.  Will 
3rou  pledge  yourself  to  the  dying  woman  to  receive,  to  cher- 
ish, to  defend  her  against  all  ?" 

I  willingly  promised.     It  was  like  the  realization  of  a 
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wild  celestial  dream.  Manasam  witnessed  it.  The  dying 
woman  seemed  content.    "  Now,"  said  she,  "  let  me  tell  all." 

M  The  ni:in  from  whom  I  have  got  my  death-blow  was  my 
second  husband.  His  name  is  Antonio;  let  him  be  seized 
and  brought  to  justice." 

I  told  her  he  was  dead.  She  expressed  no  surprise. 
"Ah."  said  she,  "that  is  right;  he  has  got  his  reward;  I 
shall  die  content. " 

••  Mv  first  husband,"  she  continued,  "  was  equally  wicked. 
■his  beautiful  one  while  she  was  yet  an  infant. 
She  was  the  BOlfi  ! •<  -late.      Her  father  and 

mother  doted  on  her.  The  child  of  their  old  age,  when 
there  was  no  further  hope  of  male  offspring  to  supplant  her 
in  her  fortune,  she  became  the  very  light  of  their  eye* 
They  worshipped  her,  and  Devee  stepped  in  tO  punish  thein. 

The  father  had  a  younger  brother — the  man  whom  y<>u  taw 
ight.     lie  i^  do*  i  great  Lord,  and  holds  Praooeooa'a 

rightful  estate;  butjustfoe  shall  be  done,  and  she  shall  put 
the  (alas  usurper  out.  He  came  to  our  tents  some  nine  or 
ten    years    since.      My    husband    and    he    had    some   I' 

dealings  together,  and  be  soughl  him  out  and  found  him. 
For  an  immense  bribe — immense  I  mean  to  my  husband, 
but  to  this  f.-ilow  it  was  as  nothing — he  employed  him  to 
steal  this  infant,  the  sole  obstacle  between  himself,  a 

nd    ten   tliou-ami  My    husband   did    so.      He 

brought  hex  to  me.     We  were  then  childless.    'See,' said 

bat  a  pretty  babe  I  have  found  for  yonj  she  lay  on 

the  roadside;   she  was  deserted;  she  had  no  father,  no 

mother.     The  gods  have   sent    her   to  us.  as  we    have   none 

ourselves.'  I  believed  him.  I  brought  her  up.  You  have 
si-en  her.      I>o«  lit  on  mu  ?      Your  ey< 

no.  Well,  you  could  not  say  otherwise  with  truth.  When 
she  was  twelve  years  old,  my  husband  fell  sick;  he  was 
dying,  he  was  afraid.  He  said  that  he  had  bad  a  dreadful 
dream;  that  he  could  not  die  until  he  told  all ;  and  then, 
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thought  and  word  as  the  poor  Gitana  who  - 
under  tin-  tent,  witli  only  the  brighl  stars  to  be  her  sen* 
tinels.     But  the   Queen   gipsy  took   compassion   on   our 

youth.      l-'ranrcscM,  too.  was  not  a  (Jitana.  and  I  WSJ 

of  the  Eagle.    She  said.  "These  must   not  abide  in  all 

p  by  our  laws.     Lei  them  be  together ;  let  them  pass 

<■<. nonunion,  side  by  aide.     He  will 

not  harm  her.     I  know  it  by  his  eyes.     Even  if  he  tried, 

htness  would  defend  her.     Let  it  be;" 

and  so  it  was.     Wr  walked  thenceforth  together;  we  went 

whoever  we  pleased.    The  Gipsy-queen  i  be*  into 

her  tent,  and  in  a  year  our  nuptials  were  to  take  place. 


CITAPTERXV. 

What  a  year  was  that  !      Raton  herself  seemed  all  pro- 

pitioi;  the  >un  mop,,  beautifully  over  the 

earth;  never  bloomed  the  flowers  and  the  trees  with  more 

rernanl  brightness;  »  Died  the  stare  with  lustre 

divine.     Ye  fair  and  pastoral  hills,  ;  red  ye 

re  dedicated  to  an  everlasting  holiness  in  my 

heart.      \\ 'e    Btreyed    over    tlieir    smooth    undulations,  am! 

gazed  upon  the  distant  ocean,  bine  and  sparkling,  life 

a  heaven;  we  descended  to  the  dappled  beach,  white 

with  many  B  shell,  and.  hand    in  hand,  wandered   by  Its  re- 

souuding  margin;  now  eratching  the  great  waves  as  they 

rolled  ami  boomed, and  broke  is  glittering  fragments  upon 

ach;  now  gaaing  opon the  transparent  fall  of  emerald 

Which  they  mimicked  when  the  evening  SUU  shone  through 

their  curling  depths;  now  hearkening  to  their  wild  ehorus 

when    they    hoarsely    broke    upon    the    strand;    and    DOW 
charmed  with  the  soft   and   fairy-like   whisper  with  which 
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glided  over  the  soft  sand,  and  melted  away  within  its 
bosom,  as  if  too  gentle  to  do  ought  but  touch  it  with  their 
kis<.     \\ ',•   looked    upon  the   Wait,  and  saw  the 
Palaces  of  the  Sun:  wo  lit  util  the  Evening 

<e,  and  roved  in  fancy  amid  the  lakes,  the  gard. 
the  deeply  purple  glens,  and  castellated  halls  that  seemed 
litter  in  the  sky,  and  offer  us  a  home  of  |M 
in  that  far-off  Paradise. 

ough  now  fifteen,  was  a  p.  IkL     The 

>n  in  which  she  had  been  brought  up  had  n. 
jnorant  of  the  world  or  its  w:i  •■  was  so 

nurse  it  seemed  a  profanation  to  <l\v  that 
i ;  she  was  so  gentle  and  so  pure  that  she  had  not 
i  expose  her  to  the  rude  gaze  even  of  her  own 
guarded   her  as  they  guard  the  sacrc  i  I 
in  t  i  fa  evil 

•*r  loveliness.    Tl  who  had  her 

i  always  impressed  upon  his  wife  the  necessity 

and  the 
heart  was  at  length  raves 
i  become  so  much  her  huhit.that  she  and  her  nurse  • 

\'ueenof  the  Encampment  was 

un- 
file had  become  possessed  of  her  ;  snd 
lor  the  guidance  of  the  Queen  that  the 
-e  had  urged  Antonio  to  seek  the  usurping  1 
his  fears,  if  not  from  his  y 
recognition  of  Francesco's  rights.     How  both  were  disap- 

:llillUr 

h  into  the  world,  except  ■  moon  aud  stars  i 

in    th.ii  aught    that 

was  in  ■  great 
men-  n  that  <  tad 

daeo  of  a  different  sphere.     W 
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for  the  first  time,  he  confessed  the  truth — and  what  a  truth 
it  was!  The  father  and  mother  had  searched  the  whole 
country  for  their  child,  hut  could  get  no  tidings  of  her. 
The  mother  died  hroken-hearted  in  six  months.  The  father 
lingered  }ret  a  little  longer,  hut  he  soon  followed  her  to  the 
grave.  The  hrother  became  my  lord  ;  he  jumped  into  the 
estate,  and  keeps  it  still.  My  husband  said.  l  Nana,  I  ean- 
not  die  until  you  swear  to  me  to  restore  her  to  her  rights. 
I  cannot  rest  in  my  grave  as  long  as  she  is  defrauded.  Go 
at  once  to  the  uncle,  proclaim  the  robbery,  restore  her  to 
her  own,  and  my  spirt]  will  rest ;  now  it  is  on  fire.'  1  made 
the  promise  he  demanded.  He  seemed  more  easy,  but  in 
an  hour  he  died  in  dreadful  agony.  Never  shall  I  forget 
his  cries,  his  imprecations,  his  convulsive  madness.  Well, 
he  is  no  more. " 

Here  the  Stopped.  She  was  growing  fainter  and  fainter. 
The  thick  damps  of  death  stood  in  large  drops  upon  her 
fare.      After  a  time  she  recommenced. 

••  Antonio  became  my  second  husband.  I  told  him  all. 
Could  I  do  otherwise?  "We  were  then  in  a  distant  part  of 
the  country.  We  came  here  about  a  year  ago,  and  kept 
her    close.    He  went  to  my  lord  and  demanded  a  great 

sum  to  hide   his   infamy  from  the  world.      My  lord  refused. 

lie  then  threatened  an  exposure.   Several  interviews  passed, 

hut  little  of  their  plans  he  told  to  me.  Doubtless  they  at 
length  agreed,  and  last  night's  treachery  disclosed  their 
compact.  My  lord  had  always  said  he  wonld  pay  no  more 
money  because  he  could  not  trust  him.  'Give  me  up  the 
girl,'  he  said,  'and  name  your  own  reward;  she  shall  he 
safe,  hut  in  a  foreign  land;  without  this  you  shall  have 
nothing.'  Antonio  proposed  it  to  me,  but  I  refused.  It 
was  in  the  night.  My  husband's  ghost  stood  before  me. 
He  was  covered  in  blood;  he  was  wrapped  in  tire.  He 
wept,  he  screamed,  he  cursed  at  me.  He  gave  me  no  rest 
night  or  day.     I  refused  to  come  in  to  Antonio's  plans.     I 
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>rc  her  not  I  will  call  the  whole  trilu 
tier;  I  will  «  .  1,  I  will  expose  the  deafi,  bid 

her  rights.     lie  pretended  to  agree  with  all  I 

i.  but  now  I  know  that  it  was  a  mare.     He  neted  but  to 

lull  me.     He  knew  that  we  walked  out  at  night;  be  pre" 

pared  tins  plot,  doubtle    .  b  imman  .  bat  be 

wai  blmself — he  fell  own 

Well,  it  is  right  and  Joel ;  bat  I  also  am  punished  tor 

raj  -.     I  also  sufler  this  because  I  reinstated  bar 

at  intrusted  thai  luty  to  a knare.     Hal 

wli:  It  is  my  1. 

I  hm  with  him  Into  ruin.     \    ..  be  b]  proaeaea — Id 

him   away,  keep   him  away — <>  Qodl   O  £• 

him   away.        -  Hr  |  ill   not  be  raOBOl 

II    will  not  pardon.    Ik- win  not  for;: 

oath.     Y< :    1    wai   not    arhollj    gntttjy;    ell    my   intentions 

me— save  me  from  pal- 

ling vision.    He  Btdsee  me  bj  ti.  —he  ohdhae — he 

strangles — he  slays  m« 

!    in   Bgony.      We  were   atfrij  i   a   wild 

horror.     Alas!  she   I  ith 

with  her.     it  was  lost 

\V.-   bnriad   ;  *   da*  in  the  same  grave;  tip 

husband.     w  aal) 

mound  of  >• 

No  one  inquired  how  A 
called  the  tril*  together.     He  recounted  :>  the 

1  the  Ban 
cest  one  lifted  np  b  murmur  f<  this 

oumlrel ;  ■ 
as  his  fate — his  merited  fate. 

.  they 
alone.     Tlii  .  — for  t 

women  must  re  all  cha 

The  big  rope  is  not  b  in 
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I  first  knew  her,  she  could  neither  read  nor  write;  her 
mind  was  that  of  a  young  mountaineer;  a  crystal  tablet  all 
unmarked,  hut  yet  as  beautiful  as  a  seraph's  soul.  In  a 
little  time  she  learned  both  accomplishments,  and  when 
I  opened  to  her  this  world  of  wonders,  sweet  and  boundless 
was  her  gratitude.  This  task  was  exquisitely  delightful; 
bar  innocent  surprise  at  all  she  heard  was  the  most  raptur- 
ous reward  I  could  have  received.     I  told  her  all  the  faery 

lore  I  knew  BDwif;  of  the  little  hill  men  who  dwell  in 
toj.a/  palaces  beneath  the  earth,  and  the  nymphs  that  till 
the  Shell  and  coral  caves  of  ocean  ;  of  the  elves  and  watcr- 
.  the  trolls  attd  dwarfs;  the  fair  invisible  existences 
that  connect  the  race  of  mortals  with  the  angelic  choir 
above  them,  and  the  glorious  Essences  that  dwell  in  light. 
Prom  these  I  lifted  up  her  mind  to  the  celestial  tenants  of 

the  start,  and   taught   her   how  in  ancient    ages  they  Stood 
t  the  Throne  of  (b.d.each  a  sun  in  brightness  and  mag- 
nificence, until  the  schism  rose  which  first  divided  the  sons 
Of  Heaven,  and  separated   Light  from  Darki, 

1   told   her  of   the  soul  and   its   immortal    splendor,   its 
heavenly  origin,  and  final  hope;   how  it  became  a  wanderer 

from  the  Gardens  of  Bden,  thai  have  their  place  high  with 

God;    how  it  suffered,  and   Wept,  and  ever  longed   to  return 

to  its  primal  home;  how  it  was  clogged  and  fettered  by  the 

flesh,  the  World,  and  temptation,  bnl  how  it  finally  should 
triumph  over  all  obstacles,  rod  he  numbered  once  again 
among  the  golden,  shining    hands   of  the    Father   and   the 

King.     I  spoke  to  her  of  the  Innumerable  spheres  of  light 

which  rolled  in   silence  over  our  heads — each  one  a  world 

inhabited  by  splendid  Existences,  entirely  different  from 

men,  as  men  differ  from  birds  ami  insects,  fishes  or  flowers; 
and  taught  her  how  these  Star-dwellers  lifted  up  their 
thoughts  to  the  A 11- Father,  and  were  filled  with  reverence 
and  love,  even  as  all  created  beings  should  be.  I  gave  my 
fancy  wings,  and  endeavored  to  depicture  the  many  grades 
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and  orders  of  happiness  which  in  perpetual  Cycles  revolve 
around  the  Divine  Centre;  and  thus,  with  truth  and  imagi- 
nation intermingled,  I  sought  to  color  her  soul  with  tl. 
tints  of  beauty  which  make  it  wholly  perfect.  Why  did  I 
not  oonfine  myself  to  plain  matter  of  fact ''.  Because  I  hate 
it,  i  m  it  is  Use,  i  ecanse  it  is 

lowering  and  degrading.  When  we  soar  in  fancy  above 
this  clay,  we  are  near  to  (Jod;  when  we  chain  ourselves 
down  to  one,  two,  three,  and  carry   Bought,  we  arc  i 

it,  tradesmanlike  persons,  but  are  only  earthly, 
carnal,  grabbing  mol< 

!    Zala-Mayna,"  she  would  say.  "  how  thankful  ought 

that    he    lias    v,-nt    you   he 
old  Queen  calls  you  Ka'jle-sent.     Are  you  indeed  so?" 
..deed,  1  am   llia\»  n-cnt   to  yon,  my  sweet 

*•  Whether  EJoaren  or  an  .  I  know  not; 

hut  however  it  may  have  happened,  it  was  a  happy  hour 
for  both." 

.ppy  still  for  me  than  you,  for  have, 
i  your  lo\ 

bung  down   her   head   in  hut    1    looked   into 

her  vioh-t  blue  <yes,  and  saw  her  heart  tau  .•<  d  in  1 1  i 

"11 
thin-.:-  .  are  UOl  much  older  than  mwlf." 

•i  have  always  been  ■  hard  worker,  Pran  sad  I 

have   had    hard   '  I  Of  late  a   s:  hut 

.1." 
u  \V  :  \  ..ii.  Zala-Mayi. 

H  The  flower  and  fruit  of  knowledge— endurance  of  life) 
of  man.     Until]  I  hated  myself— I  hated  aim 

ne  in  the  world.      I  i  in  virtue,  for   I   had 

en  any;     1   had  no  faith   in  truth,  or  honesty,  or 

My  whole  6    was   poisoned.      I  believe  I 

cursed  (jod  for  letting  me  come  into  being.     But  uow  I 
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bless  Him,  and  I  begin  to  feel  that  love,  and  charity,  and 
soft-e3'ecl  gentleness  are  germinating  in  my  heart;  and  I 
could  even  forgive  my  enemies  their  crimes." 

u  What  crimes  have  the}'  committed  against  you,  Zala- 
Mayna  ?" 

"  The  worst — the  crimes  of  blind,  unreasoning  hatred, 
for  no  cause;  a  mother's  detestation — a  father's  cold  for- 
getl'nlness — a  sister's  enmity.  Why  am  I  an  exile  and  a 
wanderer  1  Why  am  I  the  associate  of  these  wild  people? 
For  I  am  not  of  their  hived,  or  blood,  or  kindred.  Why  ? 
— but  because  I  have  been  wronged,  like  Ishmael,  and  like 
[shmael's  glorious  children  ,n:iy  '  have  revenge." 

wOh  Zala-Mayna,  you  frighten  me.  Said  you  not  but 
now  that  love  and  gentleness  were  in  your  heart?  Whither 
are  they  gone  ?" 

"  One  w..r.l  of  thine,  Francesca,  brings  them  back.  When 
I  have  wedded  thee,  I  will  put  reins  over  my  proud  heart. 
I  will  go  home  and  Beek  my  father;    1  will  l'all  on  my  knees 

before  him.     I  will  present  my  angel  to  him.     He  will  sec 

and  love  thee:  he  will  forgive  the  past;  he  will  embrace 
ids  son;  he  will  take  us  to  his  heart  and  home.  Then  shall 
my  Francesco  assume  her  proper  place;  then  shall  we  un- 
veil the  treacherous  kinsman  who  has  robbed  her." 

The  sun  grew  faint  and  dark  as  1  spake  these  words; 
his  disk  was  covered  with  a  dim  cloud  ;  a  chill — a  forebod- 
ing crept  over  my  Spirit.  What)  was  this  blessing  then  to 
be  denied  ?  I  shuddered  ;  1  (hired  not  think  it  would  be  so. 
Had  God  wholly  left  me? 

"  That  will  be  indeed  pleasant,  Zala-Mayna.  But  I  would 
not  have  thee  count  upon  success  in  restoring  me  to  that 
which  I  have  lost.  It  will  not  weaken  thy  love,  dearest,  if 
it  fail." 

••  No,  Francesca,  my  love  is  forever,  as  I  hope  thine  is  " 

is   mi/  love,  also,  Zala-Mayna;  for  you  are  all  the 

world  to  me.     Before  I  knew  thee,  I  was  dead.     Now  I  am 
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alive  and  happy.  If  my  life  could  serve  thee,  I  would  give 
it.  For  you  have  given  me  more  than  life ;  you  have  given 
DMB  a  soul,  which  I  had  not  until  I  knew  and  learned  from 
the  . 

Thus  we  talked  and  speculated — and  Nemesis,  I  suppose, 
heard  us,  and  laughed  behind  that  dun  cloud.  What  is 
Nemesis  ?     Have  }tou  ever  thought,  wise  student  ? 

Much  of  our  time  was  spent  on  the  water.  I  had  put 
together  a  rude  boat,  which  was  just  capable  of  containing 
three  persons — myself.  Franceeca,  and  a  young  Qitana,  who 
ompanied  us.  The  boat  carried  a  small  sail, 
and  from  long  practice  I  had  grown  fearless,  and  cared  not 
what  winds  blow,  or  waves  rolled;  secure  in  a  sort  of  con- 
sciousness of  invulnerability  which  has  always  accompanied 
id  I  believe  preserved  me  through  tl  rl  dangers. 

I  hare  nc  sen  wounded,  ami  I  know  1  never  shall. 

I  have  passed  through  war  ami  terror  more  than  most 
nd  have  wrestled  for  lift  hi  dreadful  conflict  on  the 
land  and  sea.    What  life  can  be  compared  to  tills?  life  in 
-•  open  beam  of  Nature,  amid  her  hills,  and  by  her 
neath  her  blue  and  smiling  nd  her  etc 

The  very  atmosphere  seemed  loaded  with  purity; 
the  wl  t  of  all  that  was  around  us  seemed  ineffably 

sacred.     <>ur   tent    existence   was  a  dark,   prosaic   spot, 

indeed,  in  this  delicious  picture,  for  there  we  came  in  contact 

with  strange  and  wild  characters,  now  homely,  now  earth- 
born  in  the  extreme;  hut  when  we  were  away  in  the  silent, 
green,  ami  lonely  Downs,  on  which  the  sun  glittered  with 
resplen  lent  softness,  and  over  which  the  choir  of  larks,  ami 
blackbirds,  and  thrushes  warbled  with  the  wildest  melody, 
and  in  strains  that  poured  gladness  through  the  vital  being; 
When  we  reclined   amoiiLT  the  wild  thyme,  or  amid   beds  of 

violets,  and  heath,  and  clover  with  which  the  place  was 
Hied,  and  gazed  upon  the  solemn,  grand,  majestic  wall  of 
ocean  in  the  sapphire  distance,  over  which  the  silver  sea- 
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gull  twinkled,  or  some  solitary  ship  moved  in  full  sail;  or 
when  we  looked  aloft  into  the  purple  heaven  above  us,  and 
fashioned  to  ourselves  the  fancy  of  some  lovely  sphere  to 
which  our  spirits  might  ascend,  and  go  through  scenes  of 
wonder,  and  delight,  and  rare  achievement — then,  Indeed, 
wo  were  most  happy;  for  we  were  far  removed  from  all  that 
makes  actual  lift  a  thing  of  dulness  and  routine,  except  in 
those  fiery  passages  of  war,  or  travel,  or  adventure,  which 
are  so  rare,  and  bo  exciting.  To  pass  one's  time  with 
Nature  is  always  BWeet;  this  the  anchorites  of  old  felt;  her 
heavenly  calm  penetrates  our  essence  and  makes  us  like 
herself;  but  when  love  like  ours  becomes  a  portion  of  the 
life  so  passed,  there  is  no  dweller  in  a  palace,  or  wearer  of 
a  crown  whom  I  would  envy  for  a  moment. 

"\\Y  sailed  along  a  little  laguno  which  flows  upjust  below 
the  green  meadows,  where,  under  the  arch  of  a  few  old  trees, 
our  camp  was  pitched;  wfi  bore  our  light  skiff  over  the 
barrier  of  beach  which  divided  this  from  the  open  sea,  and 
launched  it  on  its  pin  pie  bosom.  The  gentle  winds  filled  the 
white  sail,  and  wafted  us  smoothly  into  the  full  ocean;  there 
we  cast  our  nets  and  snared  the  fish,  or  mused  over  some 
favorite  volume,  for  I  had  now  procured  a  few  books;  and 
Taso,  Ariosto,  and  Haute  hecame  alike  companions  of  our 
love-winged  hours.  We  lived  again  in  the  days  of  knight* 
hood  and  enchantment.  We  meditated  on  the  spirit-secrets 
of  the  Dark  Unknown,  to  which  the  lonely  Florentine  led 
us  as  it  were  in  a  dream.  I  told  her  of  my  past  life,  its 
follies,    failings,    and    aspirations.      I    recounted    the    odd 

ines  into  which  chance  had  thrown  me,  and  contrasted  the 
drawing-room,  or  the  assembly,  their  artificial  lights  and 
pOisbn-breathing  flowers,  and  hollow7  habitants,  with  that  in 
which  we  now  moved.  As  we  both  reflected  more  and  more 
on  the  falseness  that  is  the  distinguishing  characteristic  of 
towns  and  polite  people,  we  turned  to  each  other  with 
renewed   happiness ;  and   feeling   all   the   rapture  of  our 
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situation,  on  which  no  evil  eye  intruded,  on  which  no  female 
tongue  vented  its  venom,  on  which  no  snake-like  heart 
effused  its  malice,  we  thanked  the  errant  chance  that  had 
thus  brought  together  two  spirits  so  congenial,  fervent,  and 

united. 


CHAPTER   XVI. 

II k  who  hath  not  known  love,  let  him  die.  To  him  the 
great  Mysteries  of  Life  arc  a  sealed  volume.  He  is  l.ut  half 
a  man,  and  when   he  passes  away  from  earth   he  passes  as 

an  incomplete  n  among  his  brethren 

en  unfulfilled.     For  there  is  no  passion  that  awakens 

the  bearl  and  evokes  its  mystic  faculties  l.ut  this.     Ambi- 
tion—  I  have  felt  it,  but  it  is  a  base  ami  selfish   feeling;  its 
energy  is  concentrated  into  one  focus,  for  the  indl 
vidual  advancement  of  the  laborer,  the  two  legged  mite  who 
m  to  be  worshipped  by  other  mites.    Avarice  is  the 

same;  the  pride  of  knowledge  is  also  a  poor  selfish  thing; 
but    love   alone    is  ■   dual  divinity;   its  hopes,  efforts,  ami 

objects  are  all  shared  with  another,  and  that  other  is  the 
better  ami  purer  half  of  our  own  nature.  ()  woman!  how 
true,  how   noble,  h<  eing  thou  art!     I    have 

read  and  heard  of  men  at  whose  name  the  world  hows  the 
knee,  and  have  been  taught  to  think  in  honor  of  their  hero- 
ism; hut   the  true,  the  sole,  the  great  and  perfect   hi 

-  in  Woman  only — or  if  tl  a  exception  among 

Men,  it  is  only  that  it  may  prove  the  rule  to  Ik;  true  which 
I  have  first  enunciated.  There  have  been  moments  when  I 
would  have  curled  the  lip  at  any  man  who  spake  this  truth, 
and  sneered  him  down  as  moat  unworthy  of  his  race;  when 
I  would  have  -mitten  him  to  the  dust  with  a  mocking  glance 
ami  a  satirical  smile,  as  one  hut  fitted  tOComb  a  lap-dog  or 
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be  ••  brained  by  my  lady's  fan-/'  but  in  the  confessions  of 
my  heart  I  will  not  lie.  nor  deceive  myself  or  others.  J  will 
put  forth  the  broadly  honest  opinions  of  my  soul,  founded 
upon  experience  and  reflections.  Man  is  intellectually 
superior,  hut  morally  inferior  to  "Woman;  and  all  the  great 
things  of  the  earth  will  be  found  on  examination  to  have 
been  inspired,  fostered,  and  fed  under  the  sunshine  of 
female  auspices. 

It  would  be  ea>y  to  prove  this  by  reference  to  history  and 
biography,  bat  this  is  not  a  disquisition.  Let  him  who 
questions  it  inquire  with  an  honest  spirit,  and  he  will  find 

that    1  an  right.      He  will  trace  back  every  noble  discovery, 

either  in  art  or  science ;  every  holy  principle  of  philanthropy 

that  has  been  reduced   into  practical   action;  every  institu- 
tion that  redeems  earth  from  ignominy,  and  gives  a  glimpse 
of  the  Paradise  Gardens  from  which  we  are  hapless  exiles, 
guiding  influence  of  sacred  Woman.     From  her  the 

philosopher    has   learned    the   truest    love;    the   soldier   the 

most  lofty  courage;  the  navigator  the  rarest  patience;  the 

poet  the  purest  sentiment,    open  the  historic  page,  and 

line  is  full  of  feminine  devotion  and  grandeur  of  soul, 

faithfulness  in  affliction,  OOUrage   in  misfortune,  wisdom  in 

the  midst  of  danger,  hope  when  whirled  in  the  eddies  of 
despair. 

Think  not,  O  pave  and  Stolid  man,  that  I  am  an  enthu- 
siast because  I  have  known  ami  loved  one  perfect  woman. 
I  know  the  sanity  of  that'species  "I"  philosophy  which 
judges  generally  from  units.  I  know  how  wild  would  be 
the  delusion  of  supposing  that  all  women  are  alike  great 
and  holy,  because  I  happen  to  be  acquainted  with  one  who 
combined  within  herself  greatness  and  holiness.  I  have 
not  said  all  women  are  alike;  I  should  be  mad  if  I  were  to 
say  it.  I  have  met  women  that  were  baser  than  \vol\. 
have  not  compared  all  women  with  my  Franceses.  I  should 
be  a  dupe  or  a  liar  if  I  had  done  so,  for  I  have  seen  some 
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that  were  as  fiends.     All  that  I  have  said  implies  this,  and 
no  more,  that  comparing  Woman  with  .Man.  the  former  is 
immeasurably  his   superior   in   all  that   elevates  our  race 
>ve  mere  earthliness  ;  and  that  Men  would  be  a  horde  of 
.  or   worse,  if  they  were  not   humanized   or  even 
ethereal ized  by  the  benign  influence  of  Women.     I  know- 
that  men  have  become  effeminate  and  women  have  become 
!e  when  female  power  was  in  the  aseendant  ovev 
tlie  male,  as  it  is  in   France  at  this  moment  ;  but  I  speak 

te  of  things  which  is  the  result  of  vice,  but  I 
whirh  is  the  inevitable  consequence  of  virtue. 

done,  however,  with  moralizinir.     It  is  at  all 
times  dull  work,  and   never  more  M  than  when   [ntrodft 

into  a  Life  Story,  which  must  depend  upon  facts  for  its 
value.  This  book  is  a  record  of  things  that  actually  took 
pita  .  I  •  •  M  who  will,  draw  their  own  lessons  from 
the  circumstances  narrated:  and  if  they  do  not  like  my 
conclusions,  let  them  adopt  their  own  | 

The  sun  shines  sweetly  in  the  heaven  ;   I  see  the  sparkling 
n    million   glittering   splendors.       I 
rich  blue  Bky  canopies  the  d.-.-p  water   ;   all 
and    divinenoss.      I    lean    bacfe    in    my  chair  and    let    nu- 
ll into  the  Past     I  dream  a  dream  of 
lisite  fancy.     A  series  of  pictures  rises  up  before  my 
memory  like  those  that    irleam   upon   us  as   we   tnuSQ   "\vr 
it  :    but  I  Tillable.      Their 

nt  tint-  I  ■  :;ini!  them  to  ' 

dull    pru  Is,  far,  I'.ir  ever   my 

''(it    is   at    times 

brightened  Those  nth  are 

lisps    alone    1  are    not  they   wholly 

without  a  cloud  ? 

t!  my  own,  my  loved,  my  fond  twin-heart! — 
where  art  thou  now  v  Shinesl  thou  upon  me  from  the 
heaven  of    tight,   where   alone   thy  dwelling-place  can  be? 
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Hast  thou  revisited  earth  to  bring  me  comfort  in  my  loneli- 
ness ?  Where  art  thou  ?  Thou  seest  how  I  love  thee — 
albeit,  thou  art  lost  to  mine  embrace ;  yet  in  thy  pure  spirit 
must  abide  one  strong  conviction,  that  thou  alone  wert  as 
my  soul's  second  self,  and  that  losing  thee  I  lost  all.  I 
dream  of  thee  on  my  lonely  couch  ;  in  the  day  when  I 
walk  forth  I  see  and  feel  thee  in  the  surrounding  sunshine. 
When  the  bright  and  warm  rays  play  around  me,  methinks 
it  is  thy  clasp  I  feel ;  when  the  stars  glitter  over  me  at 
midnighl  methinks  it  is  thy  smile,  thy  vigilant  eye  of  love 
that  ell'uses  its  beam  above  my  form,  and  beckons  me  to 
yonder  glowing  spheres.  I  move  upon  the  ocean,  and  I 
am  conscious  of  thy  presence;  I  wander  into  the  mountain, 
and  I  know  that  thou  art  there ;  a  magnetic  effluence  from 
all  surrounding  beautiful  objects  glides  through  me,  and 
speaks  to  me  of  thee.  Music; — when  I  hearken  to  it,  it,  is 
thy  witching  Bpeech  1  hear;  Ufce  rainbow; — when  I  look 
upon  it.  it  i>  thy  softening  presence;  the  breath  of  flowers, 
when  they  charm  me; — it  is  thy  breath  I  feel;  the  wind 
whispers  amid  the  pine  trees,  audio!  it  is  thy  voice  that 
calls  to  me  from  heaven.  When  I  recall  those  bygone 
days,  how  beautifully  they  revive  in  heavenly  brightness. 
Methinks  I  was  a  spirit  then — now  I  am  a  man;  a  mere 
man  of  base,  muddy  flesh  and  blood — all  over  animal,  all 
over  earthliness,  unctherealized,  disenchanted.  I  have 
grown  so  thoroughly  worldly  and  animal-like  that  I  can 
almost  believe  the  wild  theory  of  those  who  tell  us  every 
man  is  twofold — half  an  angel,  half  a  demon;  and  that  as 
the  influence  of  each  predominates,  so  is  his  life  shaped. 
In  those  days  I  feel  that  I  was  pure.  In  her  presence  I 
was  a  spirit  worthy  of  the  Divine  Presence.  All  my 
thoughts  were  high  and  august.  I  could  no  more  have 
conceived  an  impure  idea  when  my  loved  Francesca  was 
beside  me  than  I  could  have  risen  up  and  blasphemed  God  ; 
for  she  was  purity  itself. 
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Wo  were  entirely  isolated  from  all  the  world.  Over  the 
gypsies  she  seemed  silently  to  hold  some  wondrous  spell. 
She  was  among  them,  but  not  of  them.  Generally  spoak- 
ing,  they  are  not  much  inclined  to  yield  submission  to  the 
stranger — but  Franceses  appeared  to  exercise  even  over 
the  rudest,  some  mysterious  mighty  influence.  They  <li<l 
not  accost  her  as  they  were  used  to  accost  others;  to  me 
bIbo  they  manifested  a  sort  of  savage  deference ;  and  as  it 
were  by  common  consent,  we  were  unmolested  in  all  things. 
The  lonely  Downs  were  ever  ours  ;  the  green  dales,  in  which 
only  were  a  few  wandering  sheep,  formed  our  favorite  walk. 
When  the  sun  was  bright,  we  crept  into  a  shepherd's  hut, 
and  looked  upon  the  distant  sea.  which  seemed  to  rear  its 
sapphire  Bparkling  wall  against  the  land.  But  for  some 
wandering  barque,  it  would  bare  resembled  a  solid  barrier 
of  glittering  gems.  Here  also  was  our  shelter  when  the 
rain  fell — but  this  is  a  rare  event  in  this  southern  clime. 
What  was  our  employment  in  those  hours,  it  may  be  asked  ''. 
In  truth  we  had  none.  We  sat  silent;  we  sat  entranced. 
For  both  it  was  delight  enough  to  hold  the  hand  wit  Inn 
the  hand  ;  to  look  into  the  eyes,  and  give  Utterance  to  the 
heart  in  a  Bigh  :  to  breathe  some  simple  vow  of  love  into  the 
ear;  to  watch  the  light  that  beamed  in  the  happy  smile,  or 
the  lustre  that  played  over  the  rosy  lip,  and  then  fell  back 
into  mute  reverie. 

There  was  one  feeling,  which  above  all  others  was  deeply 
impressed  upon  the  heart  of  this  sweet  and  dreaming  child 
of  beauty — the  feeling  of  Religion — let  me  add,  without 
presumption,  that  I  labored  all  I  could  to  foster  it;  for 
without  dependence  and  belief  in  God,  what  is  man,  and 
what  is  life?  Heaven  knows  I  am  no  puritan,  and  my 
career  has  been  wild,  wayward  and  eccentric,  but  never 
I  forgot  Him  who  is  above  all :  nor  ever  have  I  ceased 
to  breathe  this  name  into  the  hearl  of  any  who  would  listen. 
My  Francesca  was  naturally  pious  and  good.     Her  pure 
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ami  heavenly  heart  was  in  harmony  with  pure  and  heavenly 
things.  Akii'a  had  given  a  solemn  tinge  to  my  own  mind  ; 
the  <>M  man  had  bo  Long  outlived  the  vanities  of  earth,  and 
ha<l  so  tally  experienced  thai  in  life  there  is,  after  all,  noth- 
ing certain  bn1  the  Future,  and  the  Lord  of  the  Future, 
that  ln>  had  often  chocked  my  youthful  folly,  and  brought 
me  back  from  more  earthlinesa  to  themes  of  heaven  and 
immortal  lit  -  i  boy,  indeed — yet  1  hope  with  feel- 

it  were  not  wholly  boyish  ;   and   though  I  could  not 

Mire  to- dictate  to  her,  yet  I  could  direct  her  thoughts 
whore  they  needed  it.  Bnt  they  flowed  naturally  into  re- 
ligion, holiness  and  purity.  She  was  unperplezed  by 
schools  or  -  ]  her  religion  was  the  outpouring  of 

the  heart  to  God  in  gratitude,  in  veneration,  in  faith;  the 
;:ds  which,  as  K  to  me,  constitute  the 

whole  secret  of  the  truly  n  li  irit.     She  loved    1 1  i  tii 

of  liturgies  or  theorie  ause  she  felt  lie 

eired  her  love— and  the  love  of  all  His  creatures,  no 
matter  how  Lowly  they 

She  lifted  up  her  BWeet  SjeS  to  Heaven,  and  saw  the  Su- 
preme everywhere — in  His  golden,  beaming  Btars,  peopled 
with  eve  rial  in  Bis  rainbow,  which  we  are 

told  is  the  canopy  of  Hi-  tingthn of  splendor — 

in  His  moon, the  nearest  of  :iii  His  spheres  to  this  our 
wandering  earth — bright  luminary  of  the  blue  heaven, 
whose   i  is  like  soft   music  to  the  contemplative 

heart  ;    in  His  sun.  that  emblem  of  himself,  which  ever  and 

revolves  in  light  nnd  beauty,  end  brings  happiness  and 
health  whenevef  he  appear*     Nor  did  Bhe  recognize  the 

Holy  One  iii  these  only — they  :ire  such  vast  and  wondrous 

evidences  that  they  Hash  conviction  even  upon  the  dull 

In  the  minutest  of  Hi8  works  she  saw  Him  not  less  dearly 
manifested.  The  mountain  towering  in  sublime  grandeur 
WM  not  more  clearly  indicative  of  His  power,  than  the 
little  mite  which  ran  over  the  leaf,  and  which  in  the  minu- 
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•  form  presented  all  the  functions  of  a  living  Going,  with 
heart,  brain,  eye  and  muscles — may  I  idd  ■  soul? 

i  doubt  every  1 1 \  i 1 1  -_r  thing  is  Immortal  and  nan 
never  die?    The  bine  and  silver  arch  of  beam  mo- 

ment presenting  new  and  glorious  at] 

the  Eternal  One.  than  the  leaf  of 
i ich  showed  in  its  minute  ramifications 
veins,  and  nerves,  and  arteries,  the  beoevok 

of  God,  who  wills  not  thai  aven  a  bit  of  herbage  shall  be 
happiness;  and  who  proi  that  happi- 

ing  it  all  I  and  delicate  fibres  of  organi- 

sation which  are  of  the  same  nature  n^  those  thai  pen 
brain  and  heart  of  man,  and  lift  him  from  the  earth  to 

fell  on  her  me.     I  bad 

wn  ;iportU!i:  I 

Her  hat  was  hall  r  should 

her  hair  in  wild  ringlets  bang  down  bar  snowy  neck;  her 
white  robe  shone  UK.  some  celestial  spirit, 

—who  can  paint  their  heaven  taion  of 

I    uii'lyin  ;>t  ;   she 

held  my  hands  in  her  I  thcra  a  I 

hung  her  bead  on  my  lap.     II  ,80  mil  of  lovsU- 

Bonght  !•  path y,  protection^    The  sunshine 

fell  around  as  i  re;   the  birds  sea 

beev<  ocean  sparkled  like 

of  the  rl  [ndra  ;  the  wind  bore  the  fragrance 

thickly  I  :i  the  adjoining  hill- 

1  her  to  my  '  ■  I   folded  her  as  if  I  should 

lin.  What  mighty  passion  then  oonvul 
thai  monn-iit  have  aaerifl 
Hie  f  each  otl 

u  M\   own  darling  Bdwerd,"  she  said,  "say  again,  and 
again,  that  you  will  never  leave  me?" 
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11  Never,  Francesca — never  will  I  leave  thee  while  life 
lasts." 

"  Yet  I  feel  a  sad  presentiment  of  evil.  Do  you  believe 
in  presentiments  ?" 

"  Why  do  you  ask  me,  dearest,  if  you  are  certain  of  my 
love?" 

"Yes — I  am  certain  of  your  love,  hut  this  condition 
seems  too  heavenly  to  last,  and  my  heart  is  sad,  and  my 
hopes  are  clouded.*' 

u  Love  me,  and  then  you  will  not  be  sad.'' 

"Oli!  I  cannot  love  y<>u  more  than  1  now  do.  It  is  the 
very  force  of  my  love  that  makes  me  fear  we  shall  be 
parted." 

••  Fear  not,  Franceses — but  even  If  we  arc,  know  that  it. 
will  l>e  but  for  a  time  Y<>ur  soul  and  mine  are  one. 
Nothing  can  disunite  them.  Death  may  separate, but  after 
death — there  is  (iod — " 

"Well  then,  I  shall  hope  on — convinced  that  death,  if 
nothing  else,  will  make  us  one." 

u  In  that  hope  abide,  mv  own  love,  and  then  nothing  can 
make  yon  sad." 

Sand  in  hand  we  descended  from  the  Downs, and  launched 

our  little  l>o:it.      The  wind  hlew  freshly;   we  sped  along  the 

lagnne,  and  watched  the  wareiing  sail  and  flitting  clouds, 
and  she  nestled  by  my  side,  as  with  a  guiding  hand  I  man- 
aired  sheet  and  rudder.  We  passed  out  into  the  deep  waters. 
The  waves  rose  in  azure  light  above  our  prow;  there  was 
an  emerald  track  behind  us  where  we  had  cut  the  green  and 
yielding  sea.  We  went  out  into  the  deep  waters.  It  was 
little  more  than  noon.  All  was  still,  sunny,  heavenly, 
bright.  The  ocean  was  like  a  sleeping  child.  The  sun 
gleamed  on  the  verdant  laughing  hills  ;  the  far-off  cottages 
and  villas  sparkled  like  snow  on  the  distant  shore.  Every 
feature  of  the  scene  was  placid  ami  delightful.  We  saw 
the  sauntering  horseman  glide  along  the  inland  highway  ; 
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■we  watched  the  sea-birds  skimming  over  the  marhledike 
face  of  ocean ;  we  leaned  back  in  the  boat  and  were  happy, 
if  ever  children  of  the  earth  were  happy. 

Thus  the  lazy  hours  passed,  and  thus  it  was  for  months. 
On  land,  ire  chased  the  but tertly,  or  gathered  thyme;  on 
sea  we  cast  our  nets,  and  captured  the  many-colored  fish. 
Books  also  were  our  companions;  and  when  books  tired, 
Franceses  Bang,  and  sweetly  rotted  her  voice  over  those 
blue  waters.  The  echo  entered  my  soul ;  it  united  my  \ 
heart.  It  was  like  a  spirit  of  love  embodied  iu  human  form. 
At  times,  too.  we  brought  ■  Mute  with  us,  and  as  I  had  ac- 
quired some  skill  in  playing,  I  often  made  the  dial 
ho  the  soft  melody,  that  Boated  along  the 

like  some   water-nymph.     -Meanwhile  OUT   wandering    ; 

skimmed  Listlessly  shoot,  we  oared  not  how  or  whither. 
When  we  got  Into  deep  water,  I  farted  the  sail,  ami  | 

her  op  U)  Chance  to  wall  her  as  it  willed.  There  was  a  wild 
lenient  iu  thus  surrenderim;  our  souls  to  the  present, 
and  living  in  the  summer-day  sunshine  without  ■  thou 
or  care.  When  We  woke  out  of  OUT  ecstatie  dreams,  it 
often  happened  that  WO  found  ourselves  far  and  faraway 
from  land,  and  reached  the  shore  at  night  with  difficulty. 

Ob  one  of  these  exetmdona  the  mm  had  been  particularly 
powerful;  not  a  breath  stirred  the  sea.     Our  boat  lay  still 

e    had    bei  Bed    into  the  solid   emerald;   t1 

was  not  wind  enough  even  to  lift  the  light  vane  that  she 
carried  at  her  ma-t-liead.  We  were  weary.  I  polled  t he 
sail  over  our  heads,  and  we  lav  down  in  sash  other's  :inns. 

We  mosede  while, an  I  th<  n  fell  asleep.   A  dream  appeared 

Shore  DS.      A  fair  woman,  but  her  ejei  VON  sad,  and  there 

tOW  painted  in  her  face;   she  gated  ,,n  us  for  a  long 

time   with   an    indescribable  look   of   love   and   hope,   and 

tenderness,  and   light.     A  whole  eventful   life  was   written 

in  her  clear  brown  eves;  my  heart  yearned  towards  her 
with  a  strange   sympathy.     She   was   richly  dressed,   but 
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with  a  simple  air,  devoid  of  art.     After  contemplating  us 
In  silence,  Bhe  beckoned  as  it  were  upwards,  and  I  heard  in 
soft   voice,  the  words:    KCome  and  Bee."     And   suddenly 
■d  :i  man.  not  very  tall, but  with  a  command- 
ing pr  .  and  noble  bearing,    sin-  cast  down- 
wards npon  as  and  smiled;  he  also  did  the  same,  and  each 
I  upon  the  other,  and  a  heavenly  ray  played  over 
tli<-ir  features.    They  now  Btood  by  my  side,  and  my  heart 
■  \  gladdened.     I  felt  an  invisible  energy  within  that 
seemed  to  uplift  me  from  the  sea,  and  to  transport  me  Into 
i  distant   sphere.    Then   Pran                e  op,  I   knew  not 
whence,  for  1   had  not  btf               her,  and  she  stood  be- 
i  them,  and  they  r            er  with  a  holy  fond  no—,  and 
ey  led  her  towards  me,  and  placed 
her  in  my  arms,  and  I  thought  I  beard  these  words,  "Take 
ic  is  thine,  guard  ber  a-*  the  apple  of  thine  eye,  for 
no                    r  being  breathes  the  breath  of  life.     W< 

thee  tor  thine  own,  for  thoii  hast  saved  her.  and  we 
know  that  in  thy  heart  she  is  the  shrined  and  loved  <>u<-." 
Ami    the  dream  w  |  .  Loth  in  the  -nine 

it.  and  1  told  her  what  I  had  Been,  and  we  knew  that 
it  was  a  vision  "I'  those  who  had  given  her  birth,  and  of 
Whom  we  yet  knew  nothing. 


OH  A  PTB  R    X  VII. 
Xow  I  became  filled  with  an  intense  desire  to  know  the 

secret    of    her   birth    ami    history.      Fran  nemhered 

nothing  herself;  she  had  been  stolen  away  at  a  period  when 
memory  can  scarcely  be  said  to  exist.  I  often  questioned 
her,  but  she  strove  in  vain  t<>  recall  a  glimpse  of  her  early 
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life.     At  length  I  mentioned  my  perplexity  to  Akiba.     He 
listened  and  made  answer — 

I'o  me  this  is  not  difficult.     Bring  her  hither." 

It  was  with  some  difficulty  that   I  could  persuade  this 

Child  to  a  meeting  with  the  old  man.     During  her 

sojourn  with  the  nurse,  she  had  heard  so  much  of  his 

and  eldritch  powers,  exaggerated  as  all  sueh  things  art  by 

OOOUnon    report,  that  she  dreaded   even  to  hear  him  named. 

What  will  n<»t  a  lover's  lips  pexvnade  hie  beloved  to  do? 

it  length,  and  we  PSSj  tfl  tlie  old  man's  tent. 

the  new  moon  eve  ;  no  one  eta  irae  present    We 

found    him   sitting   in   a   OOffBW  apparently   in   rewiv 
small  mnkhooroo  nacle  stood  in  the  centre  made 

of  wicker-work,  and  over  it  wn>  ■  brass  imn 

some  Indian  d  i  half  a  d  fclttg  amu- 

an  earthen   \essel  of  ■  -hape, 

in  which  frankincense,  eamphor.  and  other  pgpajpua 
fames  were  alight  ami  burning.     The  okl  man 

twisted   silken    sash    of    many   >■>,]■  ir   the 

bound  it  round  his  bend,  and  then 

tee  chanted  words  somewhat  in  t.. 

ng  fashion : 

My  being  U  fltlcNl  with  the  warm  <>f  the  supreme, 
X  a*e  nought  else  but  the  All-knowing. 

0  wlrl.lrr  of  the  all-bcamln*  light, 

Let  thy  Splendor  Illuminate  thy  servant. 

Let  my  whole  form  be  made  luminous, 

My  heart,  my  aoul.  my  brain,  my  «j>lrlt. 

My  being  la  Ailed  with  the  waren  of  the  Supreme, 

1  tee  nought  elae  but  the  All-knower. 
Aa  the  »un  puu  the  darkneas  to  It 

Even  »<>  let  thy  Wlwlom  <ll*[--l  Ignorance, 

That  I  may  jwnetra'  PMt, 

That  1  may  Ix-tiuld  the  secret*  of  former  day*. 

That  I  may  view  Imaged  the  hidden  deed*. 
That  were  done  In  d< 

My  being  is  filled  with  the  wart-n  of  the  Supreme, 
I  see  a  but  the  All  knuwer. 

14 


210      EDWARD  WORTLEY  MONTAGU. 

Then   concentrating  his  gaze   with  a   fixed  stare   upon 

Franceses,  be   regarded   tier   for  about    fire  minutes.    A 

strange,  unearthly,  greenish  light  glittered  in  his  eyes.    He 

jsed.      His    color  came   and    went;    now   his 

cheeks  were  icy  pale,  and  now  suffused  with  fire.     Hut  his 
never    lost    that    fixed    and    flaming    emerald-colored 

splendor  which  I  have  since  seen  only  in  the  eyes  of  a  hyena 
in  the  midnight  hour.  Then  in  a  hollow  voice  the  old  man 
spake  then  words — 

••  i  see  o  lmhledooking  man  in  the  flower  of  life,  and  by 
his  side  is  a  fair  hride.  They  pass  from  the  gray  old 
ehiireh  :  they  are  borne  through  ■  mat  park,  into  a  mansion 
of  great  extent :  a  donble  line  of  servants  greets  them  with 

many  a  Messing.     They  are  followed  by  a  younger  man,  who 

bears  a  strong  reeemfeiaftee  to  the  first— a  brother,  or  some 
near  relatira.     il«'  smiles  upon  the  newly-married  pair,  and 

offers  them  his  warm  wishes.     I  see  into  his  heart  ;  there  Is 

a  chalice  of  poieoi  bidden  there)  and  under  the  chalice  there 

is  the  symbol  of  a  serpent.  Happy  are  the  days  and  years 
of  the  young  couple.  I J  lit  one  blessing  only  is  denied. 
They  have  no  child  to  he  the  heir  of  their  \;ist  possessions. 

They  have  every  wish  gratified  l nit  this.     At  length  aohild 

is   horn,  luit    it    is   a   daughter.      Great,   nevertheless,  is   the 

rejoicing;  the  brother  oomea  and  is  glad,  but  I  see  into  his 

heart,  and  he  meditates  death  or  some  other  evil.  Friends 
an'  summoned  from  all  parts  of  the  country  to  celebrate  the 
auspicious  hirt  h,  and  t  here  are  young  heads  crowned  with 
flowers,  and  old  temples  mantled  with  joy,  and  the  ancient, 
mansion  is  lit  up,  and  all  is  splendor  and  festivity,  and 
happiness,  for  another  scion  of  that  noble  family  is  horn, 
ami  its  great  possessions  shall  not  pass  out  of  the  direct 
line.  The  husband  smiles  upon  his  wife,  and  they  look 
forward  to  years  of  happiness,  and  anticipate  the  career 
that  opens  for  the  lovely  stranger  who  has  come  to  them 
from  God. 
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"  Some  years  pass,  and  the  babe  is  grown,  and  is  the  beauty 

of  the  whole  country  :  golden  arc  her  flowing  locks,  and  blue 

her  eyes,  and  her  skin  is  like  the  water-lotus  in  its  sunny 

brightness ;  her  complexion  is  the  rainbow's  pink.     And 

proud  and  happy  are  the  parents  of  so  fair  a  flower.     She 

wanders  in  her  father's  garden — •  lovely  place,  with  balus- 

trades  of  marble,  and  terraces  with  flowers,  and  fountains 

launching  their  silver  waters  into  the  sunny  :iir;  and  her 

father's  brother  is  by  her  side;  her  nurse  also  is  then-. 

••It  is  night,  and  there  is  a  gipsy  tent,  and  the  brother 

into  the  tent,  and  there  is  a  Calero  waiting  for  him, 

and  him  lie  bribes  with  lt«>1«1.  and  the  Calero  given  him  a 

drag,  and  the  two  men  look  at  each  ether  and  laugh)  and 

smiling,  but  I  can  see  into  his  heart, 

and  I  <h>  not  like  the  root  from  which  that  smile  springs. 

••  I  rden  once  again. and  the  little  one  is  crowned 

with  flowers,  and  the  female  attendant  who  is  always  with 

her  has  played  on  a  mandoline,  and  sang  a  sweet  song  for 

the  little  one;  and  she  rests  on  her  knee,  and  the  nurse  pulls 

•  ut  of  her  pocket — she  knows  not  that   it  has 

dragged— and    she    taanM    it.    and    instantly    she    If 

wrapped  in  a  deep  and  dcath-lilo-  slumber.      From  behind  a 

tree  the  Calero  comes, and  he  muffles  up  the  little  one, 

And  disap)  ad  in  the  night  he  stri!.  nt.  and  is 

nwaj 

;  the  day  after  a  ',  Mi  to  the  parents  of  the  lit- 

tle on-  rs  a  foreign  postmark^  I  'aly.  I  set 

not  which,  and  it  announces  the  return  home  of  the  brother, 
who  has  been  absent  for  many  wet  '        Mb  one  ■aspects  him 
with   the  Calero  to  rob  his   brother  of  the 
child  who  stands  between  himself  and  the  est 

I  they— I  BOS  them  stricken  with  a  mighty  grief;  and 
first  tin- mother  pines  a\\a\.  Messengers  have  gone  into 
all  places,  but   no  tidings  of  the  lost  one  are  heard.     The 

■  ncd  ;  she  knows  only  of  the  death-like  slum- 
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lior,  during  which  her  charge  was  stolen,  or  wandered,  and 
Was  lost.  The  child's  bail  is  found  on  the  hunks  of  the  river, 
and  this  gives  rise  to  a  report  of  drowning,  and  the  river 
is  searched  even  to  the  mouth  of  the  sea,  hut  no  body  is 
discovered,  nor  any  trace  or  rumor  of  the  lost  one.  The 
brother  arrives  from  a  foreign  land,  and  he  gives  way  to 
loud  lamentation — but  I  look  into  his  heart,  and  I  aan  see 
at  the  bottom  of  it  the  chalice  of  poison  bubbling  high, 
ami  the  symbol  of  the  serpent  coiling  itself  around  in  glee. 

"There  is  an  open  tomb,  a  hearse  drawn  by  four  In 
and  a  coffin  eoveivd  with  bhiek  velvet,  and  the  mother's 
body  i->  bidii-ht  forth  ami  deposited  in  the  ancestral  vault. 
She  is  followed  by  a  gray  and  stricken  man.  Can  this  be 
he  who  lmt  within  a  few  short  years  was  the  brave  and 
noble-looking  bridegroom  in  the  llower  of  life  I  Alas!  it 
I k  moiit  hs  passed,  ami  he  also  La  borne  forth  in  deat h. 
-  upon  his  ho 

"The   brother    has   become   the  lord  of  the  estate.     The 

Calero  is  departed  ;  he  is  troubled  in  mind  lest  the  Calero 

bore  her  again,  and  blast  his  prospects  and  his 

place,     r.nt  years  paae  and  toe  Calero  comes  not.    lie  feels 

OOHtente<L  Suddenly  he  receives  :i  letter.  A  new  Calero 
conies  and  threatens  him  with  disgrace.  He  bargains  with 
him  for  gold  to  deliver  np  the  girl.  The  compact  is  made. 
They  meet  ;  the  meeting  fails;  the  Calero  is  in  death;  the 
Usurping  lord  Hies  away  in  terror.  1  see  the  semblance  of 
two  whom  I  know." 

Here  be  Stopped.      Ibit  I  had  grown  impatient. 

••  1 1  venerable  sage,"  I  asked,  "canst  thou  not  give  us 
any  chic  to  the  parentage  of  Franceses?  She  is  my  be- 
trothed; she  is  the  rightful  owner  of  large  possessions. 
What  avails  all,  if  we  know  not  this?" 

He  paused,  and  answered,  **  I  cannot  tell  names.  The 
personages  whom  I  sec  speak  not  audibly.  1  can  sec  their 
lips  move  ;  I  can  behold  their  dresses  and  appearance  ;  the 
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localities  in  which  they  act  and  dwell;  but  I  cannot  go  be- 
yond this.  The  castle  that  should  be  hers  is  a  great  and 
noble  baronial  pile:  the  park  is  vast,  and  crowned  with 
beauty.  It  is  in  England,  but  where,  I  know  not.  This 
must  lie  for  thee  to  discover." 

Then  I  said.  u  O  venerable  sir  and  teacher,  where  now  is 
false  lord  ?" 

in  he  meditated,  and  the  emerald  tire  Hashed  out  of 
his  eyes  ;  he  seemed  exhausted,  but  seeing  my  importunity, 
he  nerved  himself  t<»  a  groat  eflbrd 

"  I  see  him  in  a  drawing-room  in  a  great   house.     A  fair 
lady  is  reclining  on  a  sofa;  she  wears  a  loose  robe,  and  OB 
her  blow  the  crescent  emblem  of  Diana;  she  has a  writing- 
near  her,  and  looks  as  if  she  had  but  just  parted  with 
is  to   have  written  something  that 
her  pi  is  a  case  of  scarlet-covered   I 

finely  gilt  ;   there  is  :i  full-length  portrait  of  a  man  in  ducal 
dress;  he  wears  a  star  and  garter,  and  has  a  phoned  hat  in 
Band." 

I — this  was  1  :' our  drawing- 

in  Cavendish  Square,  and  of  the  lift  f  my  doesj 

•  I  look  and  see  what  is  in  one  of 

orners  of  the  room." 
The  Old  man  looked,  and  said — 

M  1   see  only  a  marble  bust ;  it  wears  the  semblance  of  a 
crown;   but  9  gold  Or  laurel    I  cannot  say/' 

1  had  now  no  doubt  it  was  Lady  Mary's  own  room:  this 
bust  which  she  had   brought  from  Vienna,  havi; 
cei\cd  it  then  M  of  the  royal  arehdu 

AUilia  resumed — 

•  door  opens,  and  a  tall  m  -  —deadly  pale  and 

cadaverous,  bnt  finely  dfeseed,  with  ■  courtly  badge.  It  is 
the  brother.  Ili>  crimes  write  ihsjawatvet  in  bis  face,  lie 
smiles,  but  it  is  a  corpse-like  grin,     lie  seats  himself  by  the 
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lady;  lit-  takes  her  by  the  hand  ;  be  appears  to  make  an 
anient  declarat ion  of  love.  She  shows  him  what  she  has 
written.  He  now  falls  un  his  knee  before  her.  Shall  I  go 
en  '      Let  me  draw  the  curtain." 

I  needed  no  more.    The  usurper  was  then  known  to  Lady 
Mary — intimate  with  her.  as  it  would  seem,  beyond 
common  friendship.     Why  should  I  not  discover  him  ?    Lut 
even  when  I  had  done  so,  how  could  I  prove  his  guilt  ? 


CHAPTER    XVIII. 

AttorT  this  time  we  were  visited  by  a  noisy,  swearing, 
swaggering,  roystering  fellow,  who  called  himself  Don  Lal- 
tlia/.ar.  and  who  looked  a  knave  ami  a  villain,  if  any  one  of 
that  honorable  ami  widespread  confraternity  ever  did. 
There    is   an   old    maxim    that    u  an    open    countenance  is  a 

latter  of  recommendation ;"  and  if  this  be  true,  it  may 

fairly  l>e  coiielnded  that  from  a  face  on  which  roguery  is 
written,  it  is  the  duty  of  honest  men  to  fly.     This  piece  of 

advice,  indeed.  I  ventured  to  give  Ifanasam  when  first,  this 

Itnmger — who  certainly  did  not  descend  from  heaven — 
condescended  to  make  one  among  us  ;  l.ut  my  retnonst ranee 
was  wholly  lost  upon  my  friend  ;  and  Pom  Balthazar  seemed 

to  have  made  a  linn  footing  SBlong  the  tribe  almost  as  soon 
as    he    appeared.      The    Zingari    are    generally    sober    and 

temperate;  decent  in  discourse, and  modest  In  recounting 

their  exploits;  but  this  new-comer  was  a  swill-pot  and  a 
glutton,  who  never  seemed  satisfied;  and  if  you  were  to 
believe  his  own  story,  lie  bad  stormed  every  fort,  succeeded 
in  every  battle,  and  carried  every  woman,  whether  maid, 
wife,  or  widow,  that  he  had  ever  adventured  upon.  If  you 
looked  incredulous,  or  even  doubtful  upon  any  one  of  these 
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golden  legends,  he  swore  so  dreadfully  and  twirled  his 
moustache  with  such  an  overbearing  fierceness,  and  stamped 
his  ;  flashed  so  much  fire,  smoke,  and  foetid  vapor 

all  about,  that  for  the  sake  of  peace  and  quiet,  it  seemed 
better  to  submit,  and  swallow  any  amount  of   lying  and 

locio  than  to  be  dragged  into  a  war  of  words  or 
l»low>  with  so  redoubtable  an  antagonist,  who  would  proba- 
bly kill  you  first  and  gulp  you  down  afterwards.  I  ivmem- 
ber  tli*-  rery  first  riait  be  made  to  us,  as  well  as  if  it  in 
only  yesterday.  He  walked  boldly  up  to  the  chief  ten! 
our  encampment,  whistling  loudly,  with  a  long  Toledo  trail- 
and  clanking  after  him,  a  military  cloak,  which  had 
:  one  might  judge  from  its  stains  and 

.  a  faded  feather  in  his  hat,  a  pair  of  piatoll  in  his 

In  his  month,  and  an  | 
expression  of  recklessness  about  him  which  took  the 
most  of  the  logs 

which  usual  is  our  sentinels  having  run  out  t<>  n 

him,  and  raised  a  desperate  howl — putting  forth  a  band 
iron,  the  new-comer  coo  11  I  him  by  the  throat,  and 

ting  him  against  the  ground,  left  the  animal  half  d. 
mur  bile,  "Holy  Jesus!    What  a  savage 

unusual  a  prelude  would   ha  ted 

9;  hut    Dom   Haltha/.ar  took  no  notice  of  the 
.  hut  walking  up  >•  we  all  sat  at  supper, 

took  his  scat  unin\ . 

ilic\  ted  him  rather  Inquiringly,  and  liegan  to  eat 

fore  we  1  i   from   our   sur- 

ength  the  elder  of  the  feast,  looking  steadfastly 
at   him.  was  about  to  speak,  wlu 
anticipating  l  it  — 

••r..  ....  hah!  my  , thou  knowestme, 

I  know  thee*    Lot  t!  md 

he  whispered  into  his  ear,  and  made  him  a  sign  at  the  same 
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instant,  whereat  the  other  bent  in  reverence,  and  the  new- 
comer continued — 

"Hare,  rabbit,  pheasant,  wild  dock,  fish — in  truth  a 
goodly  show,  and  hungry  I  am  after  many  a  weary  mile 
and  broiling  day  of  travel  and  adventure.     Look  sharp. 

.laeoino.  and  let  me  have  of  the  best,  and  that  speedily  :" 
and  then,  without  vailing  for  reply,  he  helped  himself  t<> 
nearly  halt*  a  hare,  which  he  {lung  in  great  mouthful*  down 
hi>  throat,  that,  like  the  wide-expanded  gullet  of  Poly- 
phemus, ever  and  ever  gaped  for  Bank 

"llo!"  said  lie.  "Ho!  what  news?  what  news?  Any 
bloodshed    in   these   parts f    any    forts   to    he    attacked.    Of 

garrisoni  to  be  plundered?     1  have  just  come  from  Spain, 

inv  brothers,  where  the  blessed  little  children  learn  to  stab 

re  they  COD  say  Hie  Ave  Maria,  and  the  highest  feather 
in  the  cap  is  to  thaw  the  Life-blood  from  the  heart.  This  1 
saw,  my  brothers,  not  a  month  ago  on  the  French  frontier, 
and  a  line  and  gallant  Mgfct,  my  brothers,  tor  a  hrave  man's 

-    to  witness.       Wt  were  a    StOUt   ami  hold    party  of  eun- 

trabandiatas,  and  a-  e  1  the  mountains,  we  came  up 

with  a  negro  and  a  young  girl,  who  was  a  half-breed,  a 

nd  faith  a  pretty  brisk  and  lovely  damsel  enough  J 
hut  how  she  Lrot  into  the  company  of  this  accursed  son  of 
the  accursed    Ham   was  then   wholly  unknown  to  all  of  us. 

like  your  sly,  mincing  maidawai  she;  do  prim,  demure, 

idions  pnide.  with  eyes  half  railed,  w  ho  seems  SO  modest 

that  batter  won't  melt  in  her  mouth;  mild  as  she-cats  when 
you  and  the  priest  ere  booking  on;  but  when  the  charming 

pUflOSl  aie  shut  up  alone  with  their  BpOUSSS,  or  wrangling 
with  other  she-cats  for  his  favor,  ye  godsl  how  frightfully 
they   scratch   and    howl,   and    tear,   and    come   to   fisticuffs. 

They  wear  their  petticoats  so  long,  and  slouch  their  bonnets 

80  over  the  face,  that  if  a  Roman  could  conic  hack  from  hell, 
he'd  fancy  they  were  vestals  ;  hut  quickly  would  he  change 
his  mind,  my  brothers,  if  he  saw  them  in  their  homo,  when 
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the  domino  is  laid  aside,  and  the  female  fiend  steps  forth  In 
all  her  brimstone.  But  this  little  one  looked  indeed  a 
dainty  morsel,  and  was  a  banquet  for  a  prince.  For  her 
eyes  were  full  and  dark,  and  like  the  purple  grapes  that 
glow  beneath  t he  clustering  vine-leaves;  and  her  riii. 
were  like  the  deep,  violet-colored  hyacinths,  that  curl  in  a 
thousand  tendrils  j  rind  herfoot — ah!  my  sister*.  \<>u  should 
have  seen  that  pretty  foot — twinkling,  glancing,  like  a  Qi 
under  her  scarlet  t — then  would  the  lowliest  l.orede- 

clare  that  she  had  never  before  seen  in  any  other  woman  s 
and  ankle   in   perfection,  and   confess   that  except   her  own 

be  compared  to  it  on  earth.-'     Ben 
fellow  looked  at  all  the  yonnf  n,  and  winking,  imr.st 

into  a  roar  of  1  •  n«rH 

bills  more  like  the  growl  of  a  wild  benetthan  any  human 
ntterance  of  s:ttist:iei 

d,  is  not  the  merchandise  which 
•  lntle one-,  buj  from  us;  hut  lace, and  trink 
and  a  pair  of  earrings, or,  mayhap,  a  set  of  gilded  but! 

are  she-cats  that  I  could  at 
in   plea  ince  and  sunny  Italy,  and   tawny-colored 

in,  that  if  1  offer  then  len  finery,  will  smirk, 

ami    smile,  and    |  I.  me   in    an    undertoi 

ie,  good  friend,  but  poison— p 
rud  ,  them  poisons  to  their  beerta'  and  lin 

tent,     [f  in  days  or  weeks  some  faithless  loner  perisbe 

al   father  kh; 

to  his  ancestral 
o  holds  an  01 
to  1  -why  what  is  that  or  me,  my  broth* 

We  >lo  l>i;t  All  !    I 

.id  many  a  tale  un  rich  and]  stand  mean; 

bin  -       lithfbl  to  his  trust  and  all 

his  goodly   i  !>"m    IhiUhu/ar  ;   faithful  also  to 

hi*  fees,  for  them  he  follows  to  the  death." 
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"But  ho!  Jacomo,  ho!  let  me  have  that  rabbit]  and 
hark  ye,  bring  forth  that  jar  of  red  vine,  which  well  I  know 
D  tin-  innermost  corner  of  thy  tent,  for  thirsty  am  1,  my 
brother,  after  many  a  weary  mile  of  broiling  sun,  of  travel 
ami  adventure*"  As  the  huge  jar  was  brought  forth — for 
bis  loiniiKti,  .-t   with  ready  <>;  -lm 

lifted  it  to  his  lips,  ami  took  a  hearty  draught,  swallowing 
Bethought  a  whole  quart  in  a  single  gulp.     Then  attacking 
rabbit,  it   l>egan  to  disappear  in  that  capacious  cavern 
which  had  already  i  the  greater  part  of  a  whole 

BUI  ill  seemed  Void  eDOOgfa  to  contain  hall"  a  dozen 

••  Well,  my  brothers,  the  little  girl  pleased  our  fancy,  ami 
thought    it  a  shame  that    this  detested    negro   should    be 

npanion,  -t  lots  who  should  take  her 

ii  him,  and  the  lot  fell  on    Pedro—  thou  didst    know  him 
o — thou  didst  know  and  love  him,  O  my  I  not  her ! 
l.ut  thou  shall   never  tee  thy  friend  again.     Pedro— glad 
-   In-.      He  went  up  to  the  child,  and   with  hi-;  usual   gal- 
lantry requested  her  to  leave  t  he  negro,  and  take  him  for  her 
ipanion;  but  the  little  y,  and  she  clung 

.and  the  knave  declared — 1  could  have  stabbed 

him  for  tin-  lie,  f.r  was  it  m>t  a  lie.  my  brothers  ? — that 
was  hil  tnd    lie  was    under  solemn 

bond  ami  oath  to  take  her  safely  to  A  certain  eonvent.  At 
this  we  all  laughed,  and  we  cheered  on   Pedro,  who  nothing 

loth,  seized  the  giri  in  Disarms.  Then  the  negro — curse  on 
him.  my  brothers — rose  apt,  and  drawing  a  sharp  dagger, 
which  mme  of  us  had  seen,  before  the  quickest  could  cry 

hold!  he  stabbed  our  | r  friend  Pedro  to  the  heart,  ami 

instead  of  a  bloOBUng  yOUUg  1MB,  he  had  only  cold  steel. 
1'iut  ho!  .loeonio.  ho!  reach  me  that  pheasant — in  truth  it 
fat  and  comely  hird—  and  give  DM  again  of  thy  red 
wine,  for  well  the  wine  and  hird  agree  with  one  who  hath 
jourueyed    many  a  weary  mile,  ami  I    under 
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broiling  sun  <>f  travel  ami  adventure."     Thus  .  be 

hel]  f  which  he  seemed  t<> 

swn!  i  the  bones,  for  !  his 

oar-like  tu-ks.  making  all  the  erhi 

hon  the  paei 

pearetl,  he  again  lifted  the  hi  ;.*,  and  i 

tinned  drinking  until  we  though!  !:<•  should  i  ui 

a  the  iur  beside  him,  i 

lacomo,  ho! — where   was   I    in 

riend  l'< 
i.  and  the  negro  looked  el 
it  was,  the  sound  vend  wn 

mm  1  1 1 1 » t«»  him.  pered  in 

are  all  like  sworn  I. rot  hers, 
1  are  hent 

d    IM<  I . 

<od  was  his  rage.     And  now,  mj  bi 

■ 
was  truth,  and  looking  about  him.  could  see  no   1 
escape,  so  ho  looked   inn 

im_'r>.  kill  me  rati 

Of  old  tO 

as  we  weie  near,  this  thriee  accursed  black  fiend  plun 

saw  that  she  wa- 
dee-  upon  u-.  and  charged  as  if  ten  t! 

sere  in  his  soul.     '  I 

I 
I  8u 

priM-.  and    had    -  I  raw  their  faithful    km 

— when   I   say  I  saw 

hand  ;  until  four  more  as  brave  and  noble 
as  ever  .Spain  -sent  forth  were  dogs  and  birds  upon 
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the  hill.  Now  the  negro  seemed  exhausted,  when  we  rushed 
upon  him,  and  with  our  knives  cut  him  into  five  hundred 
pieces,  and  we  gathered  up  all  the  dead,  and  made  a  mighty 
pyre,  and  burned  them  there  that  night;  and  a  finer  pyre 
was  never  reflected  upon  the  snowy  mountains  than  that 
which  we  raised  then  and  there  in  honor  of  our  slain  com- 
panions. And  now  my  brothers,  did  I  not  say  truly  that  a 
fine  and  gallant  sight  I  saw  upon  the  frontier ;  a  fine  and 
gallant  sight  for  a  brave  man's  eve  to  witness  ?"     ^^ 

We  woe  all  silent  and  horror-stricken.  But  Pom  Bal- 
thazar did  not  notice  our  foolishness;  but  again  lifting  the 
jar,  he  drained  another  mighty  draught,  and  laid  it  down 
exulting  in  his  strength.  Then  turning  to  the  women,  ho 
said,  while  he  fiercely  twisted  his  moustache — 

"This  tale  have  I  told,  mv  sisters,  for  men.  brave  men; 
hut  now,  0  beautiful  ones!  hearken  ye  also,  for  1  will  ex- 
pound rare  wisdom,  and  freely  give  the  wealth  of  long 
experience.  When  married  women  ask  ye  for  their  fate  be 
sure  and  let  the  man  be  far  removed;  whisper  not  into 
their  souls  until  the  sneaking  cully  be  out  of  earshot. 
Then  may  ye  safely  tell  them,  one  and  all.  old  and  young, 
rich  and  poor,  halt  and  blind,  fair  and  frail,  that  they  have 
broken  their  nuptial  promise;  and  ye  shall  demand  gold, 
and  it  shall  be  given  ye,  as  the  price  of  secrecy.  And 
when  their  husbands  conn-  and  ask  their  fate  assure  them 
that  their  sainted  wives  love  only  them  alone,  and  are 
more  pint'  than  the  snows  of  Ararat. 

"And  next  ye  may  predict  handsome  children ;  and  be 

most  lavish  in  your  prophecies  of  this  kind,  for  they  cost 

ye  nothing,  and  always  give  delight. 

••  Next  ye  may  foretell  a  journey,  soon  to  be  undertaken; 

a  letter  to  be  received  which  will  convey  pleaiant  tidings; 

and  a  present  on  the  road  which  will  be  gladly  welcomed. 
So  that  if  the  silly  dame  shall  but  go  to  church  on  Sunday, 
or  gets  a  note  containing  nothing  but  '  how  are  you,'  or 
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receives  an  apple  or  an  orange  from  some  fool  as  stupid  a* 

herself,  each  and  all  your  prophecies  will  be  fulfilled  ;  and 

you  will  he  thenceforth  regarded  as  sibyls  in  sagacity,  who 

demand  gold,  and  spurn  silver  if  presented. 

it    to   the  y  foolish   speech    sounds  like 

heavenly  wisdom.     Tell  them  that  a  hundred  youths  are 

goi:.  icted  for  them;  they  believe  it  all  and  go  away 

in  happiness.     Predict  marriage — marriage  with  the  man 

love  most  —  let   him  he  black  if  the  postulant   be  fair; 

if  she   black   the   husband    must    be   fair,  with  bid 

.  love  in  abondai  i vat  lung 

fidelity — all  tl  trash  for  them." 

All  •  h  delivered  in  a  sing-song  voice,  which 

ma'i  him.     There  seemed  such  savage  cnn 

and  mocking  hate  la  all  he  spoke  that  a  strong  and  li. 
antipathy  against  him  hurst  out  of  my  heart.     I  felt  it  like 
within  me.      I  OOOld   not  and  I  would  DOt  COB- 

It     We  I  oth  felt  it  at  the  same  moment     Wt  lot 

into  each   other's  eyes.      He    hated    me — he  saw  thai    I  ab- 
horred  him.     There  was  a  murderous  light  in  his  eye,  but 
i  not  well  stab  me  unprovoked.     I  knew  he  would 

k  his  opportunity;  but  relying  on  myself  and    I    '   .  I 
•d  liim. 
'•II  io,  ho,"  said  he,  M  who  ma}'  this  gallai/ 

-   quality  am< 

.  you  wot.  J  •  by 

his  well-dyed  skin,  and  hands  that  show  the  walnut  jo 

.  r     he    i: 

loudly  he  may  « ■'.  J  blood.     Black 

and    dark  hi*  h:iir  in  has  the 

i  him — not  I  the  favorite  of  the  g< 

Hut  '  u>  drink  around.      If  ye  are  well  content,  why 

so  am  I.  us  he  drained  another  draught, and 

of  the  younger  gyps i-  -      u  w  ell 
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thou  knowest,  Jacomo,"  he  continued,  "that  I  of  all  men 
living  know  the  ro}al  blood.  I  have  scon  it  babbling  into 
lighl — thtragh  it  was  rather  black  and  dirty  blood,  I  own — 
l»ut  was  it  not  of  t  ho  true  royal  stock?  Ah  I  Count  Ko- 
hingsmark,  thy  boned  are  rotting  beneath  the  bedchamber 

of  the  pretty  Sophy  of  Hallo;   but  thou  wort  once  a  roaring 

blade,  only  thou  didst  tly  into  the  iiiv  more  heedlessly  than 

any  moth  that  I  over  knew.  Tor  when  our  late  royal 
master,  George  the  First,  (who  is  now  a  black  raven  if  her 

grace  of  Kendal  can  be  believed,)  was  away  in  the  a 

and  his  youfig  wife  was  at  the  old  Elector's  court,  she 
laughed    at    some   of    the    frowsy   queans    who    shared    the 

favors  of  that  gallant  old  booby,  Bui  it  is  dangerous  play- 
ing witb  such  edged  tools  MeOnrl  ladies  lie;  they  are  more 
cruel  than  lynxes  when  their  passions  :ire  aroused.  So 
they  filled  the  doting  old  scoundrel  with  all  soils  of  talcs 
about  his  pretty  dau^hter-indaw  and  the  gallant  Swede; 
and  he  was  one  night  by  a  page  who  came  with  a 

pretended  message  from  the  princess  to  meet  him  in  her 
bed-chamber;  but  the  little  Simpleton  sent  no  such  invita- 
tion;  and  when    ho   <_rot    there.  Instead  of  a   beautiful   lady, 

he  found  half  a  dozen  grim  Hanoverians,  who  stifled  him 
in  five  minutes,  and  thrust  his  body  into  a  grave  ready  dog 

beneath  the  floor.  And  "hen  her  valiant  lord  came  back 
from  his  campaign,  the  lynx*  ironnd  him  and  told 

him  all  they  pleased;  so  the  pretty  fool  was  locked  up  for 
life  in  theoaStle  of  Ahlen,  Where  she  lived  qh  bread  and  water 
for  two-and-thirty  years.  Two-and-t hirty  long  years  she 
lingered  there,  until  her  heart  froze  into  ice;  a  sad  price 
for  a  thoughtless  l&Ugh,  my  brothers;  a  heavy  penalty  to 
pay.  my  Sisters,  for  the  outburst  of  a  yountr  heart.  Hut 
this  is  the  way  of  tlic  \\<>rld.  Well.  I  was  a  soldier  then — 
on  business  of  lyirypt,  O  my  brothers — in  the  <;rim  old 
barrack,  and  was  on  guard  outside  her  door  just  before  she 
died.     So  I  was  called  in,  and  a  purse  of  gold  was  put  into 
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my  pouch,  and  I  saw  the  dying  woman,  and  she  said, 
I  know  you  to  he  Mich.  I  once  served  your 
people,  and  they  gave  me  tlii-  u-  ■  token  that  If  ever  I 
should  want  the  aid  of  one  I  should  show  lain  this  medal 
and  I  eould  command  it.  Eton  1  am  in  need  of  a  trusty 
old  this,  and  if  tl.  ith  in  th\ 

ion  wilt  i  red  me  the  silver 

medal  that  thon  wettest  of,  which  all  our  tribe  are  hound 
to  worship.    Then  I  kissed  the  medal, and  1  said:  'Com- 
mend me,  and  I  will  do  it  with  my  life;'  and  .she  looked  at 
lying  look,  and  I  knew  that  she  believed  my 

e  it  to  the  BLtag 
of  England.1     And  she  read  it  thai 


•••  I  am  dying;      In  B   few  hours    I   shall   bo  b.  : 

But  I  rite  thee,  Geoi  ind,  to  n 

me  Judgment   Throne  of   Heaven   within   the 

•  ;  and  if  thou  convi<  I  l  oonviel  thee.     Fail 

not,  for  it  shall  be  a  solemn  trial,  and  maj  Ood  adja 
the  gnili  nal  am  and  tottn 

iiii  \    1 1  Of   11  \ 

the  letter  from  kef  hand  and  w. nt  niv  way:   :u:d 

died  in  ti\«-  minntee.     Right  ^Ind  !i  ■ 

message  to  t  tie  o,  .1  weeks  elapsed,  and 

till  on  bnsinn  ypt,  and  1  eonld 

knew  how  1  eonld  cross  the  seas.    My  oath 
i. led  m«',  i.ut   I  knew  1  must  fulfil  it,  though  all 

ild  intci  \t  length  1   was  (res 

i  Ahlen,  and  my  joui  ind,  but  sud- 

denly— for  I  bad  ad  Beads  to  aid  mc — 

rought  that   G  was   on    his    way   to 

Hai  •   1    struck   out  of  my   path,  and    met    the   royal 

carriage  on  the  r  I  >snaburg,aad  right  glad  was  I.  for 

myoatfa    wonld   be  fulfilled.      -And  as  the   heavy  coach 
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lumbered  alons,  with  guards  a  and  noise,  and  all  the 

;at  atten  1  villain 

in.    So  I  called  alou-l  to  *  man — Halt !  and 

coachman  \\  ;  sign,  and  he  hall 

I 

king  took  it  and  frowned,  for  he  was  enrag. 

But  • 
!"ar»>  and  ' 

;  his  hand*  vn  as  if  lifel< 

I 
all  was  over 

hint.     I!  i  a  few  h  t<.od  th. 

I 
PPOM  if  : 

we  shou,  ilv  hear 

!    "an   »nis- 

i  shagged  blaek  breast 
lappt-ls  |  — 

•■  II  o,  ni)  bi  i  wound  I 

Dnger. 

sisters  < 

II.-  an  l   I   '•■ 

I    him    more   than    Rfc 
wat< 

iced  were  they,  the  unc 

I 
.•.  and   with  o  § 
knifi  'I  I  fell  and  they  both  gi 

i  with  inc.  and    I  was  wall    n  ly  broth* 

and  I   thought  never  again  shall   I  esa  of 

j.t.  and  km  my  I,  and  my  d  i 

eye  ;  li  of  the  four  bkx 
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!  thought  gave  me  courage  rather  than  despair; 
jth,  I  suddenly  flung  them  from 
:  the  knife  uut  of  the  villain*  band,  I   plm 
it,  an<l  left  the  gi|  it  with  her  1 . 

r.-thcrs,  laid  me  prostrate  for  many  a 
afterwai 

!  what,  my  brother,  and  beat  thou  no  cheese, 
no  delicate  fruit.-*,  no  sweetmeat*  after  this  rough  repast? 
Bg  forth  that  eshire, and  g 

of  the  U'fct,"  and  strange  to 
ight  it ;  and  the  bravo,  cutting  a  slice,  crammed  it  <i 
grinning,  laughing,  coughing  all  the  wl 
seemed  more  like  a  demon  than  a  human  bah 
\pccted  to  see  him  seise  the  one  who  sat  i 
m  him  down  body  and  bones  at  a  single 
gul|  uei,  however,  he  was  probably  too  full,  an. I 

re  ■earned  only  deferred.     Now  i 
time  he  lifted  up  the  jar,  no  longer  heavy  as  it  had  been, 

elded,  and  containing  but  a  small  modicum 
soacrowpli»h<*U  a  lr inker  as  this  new  friend  of  ours  pr 

and  in  a  trice,  we  saw  the  bottom  Oft 
ied  to  tlie  skies.    The  whole  jar  had  been  drained  to  the 
dreg*— the  mighty  stomach  waa  at  length  appeased      Then 
toaaing  it  from  him  with  a  disdainful  oath.  *  n  looked 

again  at  me,  and  as  thou,  a 

son  of  devils.     Hut  1  will  aoc  .  soon  will  I 

y  ;  he  half  rose  up  as  fee  me— probably 

ho  if  he  came  near ;  for  no  one  inter* 
fared ;  all  seemed  a w«  ,t  the  effort  was  too  n. 

for  the  swollen  druukard,  .  .11  helpless  on  the  grass. 
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CHATTER     XTX. 

All !  ill  ii'l  days.     I  recall  them  now  as  one  re- 

calls the  memory  of  -  erish  dream.     You  are  lying 

in  your  bed,  in  tin-  cool  vesper  hour;  the  soft  evening  ■oft- 
light  geutlj  in  upon  your  chamber;  the  breeth  of 
Sowen  is  v/ofted  from  the  trettii  i-cneath  :  the  sweet  chirp 
of  the  blrdi  is  h<  they  lop  among  the  tree  broaches 
thai  low  your  bedroom  window ;  you  raise  your 
up  i  i  glimpse  of  the  azure  heaves  oat- 
.  and  you  Bee  1 1  •  *  -  silver  clouds  travel  over  the  bhto  hlHs, 
Or  the  diati  >lored  in  the  descending  snn- 
Hgl  think  h<»w  happy  they  mnsl  is  ns* 
<hi-  tl  out  in  tii.it  open  Paradise,  like  ;  Mill  via 
that  celestial  sea,  with  sharply  cutting  keel,  nnd  bellying  I) 
sail,  or  mount  those  happy  hills  with  tep. 

nr  own  less  limhs,  with 

m  which  you  In  fancy  to  tin-  wanderers  outside, 

and  unhspp  r  many  i  le  with 

•  an  nneosy  sins 
i-  battling  with  a  desperate  foe,  on  m 

ing  on   your  wild  and 

-elf 

•idly  bearing  aloft  a  banner,  or  s  tword,  on  which  vic- 
tor, or  you  are  a  toiling  traveller  mounting  Dp 
hill  after  hill,  until  \  only  for  the  glorious  summit, 
which  i-  !  to  you  lend  id  gllmpt 
lands  unknown,  and  to  herald  in  the  day  which  is  to  crown 
your  name  with  the  splendid  diadem  of  immortality. 

Bud  tried    from   the  midst    of   all   these 

bright  and  shining  scene-  into  utter  darkness  ;  you  are 
flunir  into  the  Tartarus  of  Hell.  Now  it  is  an  iceberg  bear- 
lag  down  upon  you,  big  and  Mack  with  fate,  and  crushing 
yourself,  your  galley,  and  your  horror-stricken  crew  into 
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BSOf  >»oi  bQe  ton  HlfmWTid  I >1  no  sharks 

you  into  as  many  pieces.     Now  it 
ui,  a  rery  simoom  tni  u  are  av 

ou  in  its  black  wings,  and  in  a  moment,  ramp  and 
r,  and  you  and  yours  int<»  baneful 

and  despair.     Now  it  is  ■  ti. 
.«•    mountain;    at 
lul  erat.  -;  a  crater  tilled  with  I'm 

hi  instant  you  are  devoured  with  all  your  brilliant 
es,  and  nothii  but  a  swollei  upon  a 

•uouii'l  sf .  —bee.     <>  if  thoa  lia.st  rait  ami 

iced  theee  things,  know  that  those  dreams  of  the 
like  unto  tin-in.     II  thou  art  young, aa  I  once  was, 
i  strive  to  make  the  heal 
el  it'  tli"  .  as  I,  al 

i  seek  to  stifle  all  remembrance  of  them,  tor  hittrrly 
will  !i  that  w! 

dim;  thv  hand  shaken,  thy  limbs  are 

steel-cased  limbs  they  were  01  i   is 

-:£i»h,anu  tlr.  Hand  dreamless. 

mains  for  thee  ami  ■  -the  oblivion  of 

•lark  and  silent  stream  t     For  n>  ucea 

-ent  misery,     w  i  an   like-  tin-  ilaepsr,  who 

is, and  waked  mg- 

heap,  and  was  unhappy — as  how  could  he  be  otherw 
Aki  i  ken  a  strange  fancy  ton 

-,  or  introdm  new 

scenes.     One  evening  as  we  were  parting,  he  said — 

i  must  set  out  with  us  to-morrow.     \\ V 

ness  with  her.       II-    said  no 
more,  hut  Ik  I  go. 

morning  we  were  all  astir;   horses  were 

and  filled  ;  the  dukes,  counts 
and  knights  of  our  enc:  cmaelves  in 
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their  best  attire,  and  we  formed  a  brilliant  cavalcade.  We 
rode  hard  all  that  day,  and  at  night  slept  in  a  line  planta- 
tion, more  than  midway;  the  next  day  saw  08  in  the 
midst  of  the  imp,  then  the  largest  in  England. 

v  with  which  we  wen  1.    The  Zin- 

cing and  old.  i  around  ua  with  a  hearty  wel- 

tie.     Their  tei  amid  the  old  forest  tr« 

and  beautiful  was  the  carpet  which  the  old  forest  turf 
spread  beneath  then  I  and  b]  hod 

md   the   ^reen,   with   a   pictun  feot,  on   whieh  a 

•   would   have   lingered  with   rapture;    it  was   a 

ir  Balrat  Had   be  been  alive,  be  m 

haw  left  the  banditi  whom,  K  i  to 

urn,  that   he  might  study  the  wild  and  beautiful,  and 

pitched  his  canvas  under  the  aus|  l  Mother  Finch, 

who  was  herself  not  the  ■■  >f  her  tril 

was   Lent    almost   double  with 
was  more  than   a    hundred;   and    with    her   led    cloak    and 
lining  M  1   aquilia 

■  i    mouth, 
hue  !'  the  Indian  princes,  and  the 

■■■  liich   slu-  putted,  under  I 

,e  preatnted  all  t  ft  be 

1   and    pietun  at   to  Satiety  ltid< 

Into  the  eld,  I  wi 

q1)   A  U  i ' 

:a,  and  the  old  gypsy  Jacomo,  were  taken  into  counsel; 

then  •  the  full.     And  quick  and  ]•  t lie 

i   in  met  it   more 

independent,  or  more  happy.     How  delightfal 

id  nights!  indolent  as  sloths 

at  the  m  it it>ii  that  we  lived  was  in  it- 

a  rapture;  for  we  were  all  in  d  when 
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the  stomnr!  I,  and  the  skin  clear,  when  the  Mood 

:at  is  lib 
and  dm  ins  and 

I  tasted  all  that  is  deli 
of  pomp  and  pri  '.icn 

I  «:is  ■  bo} .  and  a  l  h  an  hour 

year  of  fine  ami   fashioi 
.  we  all  seemed  to  have  but  one  aim 
was  happiness.     We 
sward,  soft  and  warm  in  the  sunlight. 

it   trees,  whieh   nlgbi    have  b 
..•  centurions  tomans;  I 

nies  sang  and  pfa 
and   chanted   liki  Mtuas  of  the 

m  as,     |[.  re,   as   amoi  _• 
scale,  ware  seen  artizans  of  all  the  trades  which  I 
vers  horn  spoon  makers,  [*■ 
.  net  wea 

weavers,  bird  c. 
dark  eyed  arch i mag.  -.  male  and  female,  *kil: 

lire. 
many  a  wild   ti 

Bg,  sml  Calot,  the  fii 
gypsies;    and  of  th< 
lahlo,  of  whose  marvels  so  many  of  their  legends  arc 
full. 

ng  was  said  one  of  the 

•<,  as  we  sat  beneath  the  stars 

are  all 
— ti  i»  the  flood  of  w  |  was  tall  as 

van, 
and  his  long  hairs  m  lie  nprcn 

urself  from 
I  he  is  g< 
my  and  with  him  sank  the  glory  of  the  Calore — 
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•rue  sons  of  the  Oods  n  time,! 

i,  when  •  Calore  were  the  lords  of  the  earth, 

and  Kiiiir  Zandahlo  was  I  I.  and  t 

ejte  :nn..nur  the  Children 
.  then   indeed   \[ 
walked  amid  hia  gardens — his  gardens  tl  "ii- 

<1it  of  all  men.     And  as  King  Zandahlo  walked  amid  Ms 
:iw  two  Ang<  rid  from 

themselves  in  n  fountain  of 
upon   them,  :ni<l   tli. 
,'s  flashing  more  beautifully  than  Silver  in  i 
waters,  dazz  btrt  their  reeplendenl  fee 

still  .  and    K:  ililo   l<>. 

tad  fell  in  love  with 

pas-.  fthlo  did 

spii  bttf 

l  they  i  •  be  fount 

flasi  tree  <>f  I 

BOf  was  any  i  Mankind 

•dd  know  them,  i-ut    King  Zandahlo 
him  ••asuree  of  tin*  moon,  and 

I 

onr  Doble  King  Zandahlo. 

n  night,  'I  the 

I   Of   taming   fires,   ns   if   all    tln> 

ajjoambU 

ZandabJo  aleo  tM  ,rk- 

**  the  fair  iplrite.     He  Mid  d 

not   uplift    mi  into  heaven,  th 
may  see  *i<»me  of  thee 

li  forbidden!1    K  looght  tb 
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yet  again  r*»u>ught  them.  would  not.    They  strove 

o  would  not  lie  conafoi 
he  looked  upward  into  the  blue  and  beaming  ■ 
and  In  eutrealsd   t  ,.m;.  *»>  tpiriu,  will  ye  not   uplift  me 
nnto  heaven,  that  I  may  see  tome  of  these  thing* 

its  wept,  but  they  would  not;  so 
rose  up  in  rage,  and  ho  cried  out.  *  Begone,  dec* 
begone!  nor  trouble  me  any  longer.     Heboid,  ye  are  of 
the  faithlans  ones.'    The  spirits  w< 
udahlo,  though  they  often  looked  back  upon 
as  they  faded  away.    It  was  deep  night,  and  King  / 
was  alone,  snd  lie  was  sore  grieved  in  his  spirit,  and  he 
bad  repented  him  of  what  he  bad  done ;  and  he  called  I 

Hpirits  to  « "mfort  him,  bat  they  came  not.  It  was  now 
dsrk  midnight,  aad  he  still  lingered  by  the  fountain,  and 
was  unhappy.     And  he  heard  a  voice  aayin  ing, 

art  thorn  unhappy  ?•     King  Zsndahlo  turned  him  to- 
wards) the  place  from  which  the  voice  oame,  and  b» 
1U0  like  the  fair 
!>e  marked  not  the  dark  drao  in  his  deep  eyes, 
the  snake  that  waa  hidden  in  hie  tongue.     Neither 
he  note  that  the  voice  of  this  Spirit  was  sharp,  hi 

melodious   voices    in    which   the   fair 

it*  spake.    80  King  lands  Mo  told  the  Spirit  why  he 

waa  unhappy,  and  he  said  unto  him,  ■  I  mst 

thou  uplift  me  into  Heaven,  that  I  may  sea  some  of  these 

t   answered. 
And  be  raised  him  in  his  arms,  and  he 
hare  him  aloft  into  a  splendid  place    and  it  seemed  a  palace 
t»e  finest  art,  and  King  Zaadahlo  looked  upon  the  psl- 
1  he  said  nnto  his  heart,  »  Never  knew  I  any  thing 
'  this  In  I  when  the  Spirit  had  shown  him  the 

palace,  ho  took  him  into  the  gardens  of  the  palace,  and 
.ted  out  to  him  the  manifold  appearances  of  baa' 
g  Zsndahlo  again  sai  r  knew  I  any  thing  01 
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this  day.'  The  Spirit  brought  him  back  into  his  own  pal- 
ace, and  left  him.  King  Zandahlo  was  unhappy  because 
he  could  not  own  that  mighty  palace  and  those  splendid 
gardens.  He  grew  thin  and  refused  food,  and  was  well 
nigh  come  unto  death.  And  the  Spirit  came  unto  him  and 
said,  ;  Rise  up !  be  bold  and  strong,  and  make  thy  people 
build  for  thee  a  palace  like  unto  that  palace,  and  gardens 
like  unto  those  gardens.'  King  Zandahlo  rose  up,  as  the 
Spirit  had  commanded  him,  and  he  sent  forth  his  edicts, 
and  he  summoned  all  his  people,  and  compelled  all  his 
artificers  to  come  in  and  build  a  new  palace  and  new  gar- 
dens. When  they  were  completed,  and  a  million  men  had 
perished,  the  sea  broke  in  and  swept  them  all  away  in  one 
night,  and  in  their  mire  was  King  Zandahlo  buried.  And 
over  the  deluge  of  waters  there  was  seen  a  dark  spirit 
brooding,  and  the  spirit  cried  aloud  before  all  the  people, 
'This  is  the  reward  of  folly  and  discontent.  Zandahlo 
might  have  bees  the  happiest  of  men  had  he  not  emulated 
the  Palace  of  the  Gods ;  and  lo,  where  is  he?'" 

A  week  thus  passed — a  pleasant  week  of  free  agrestic 
sports.  I  might  have  easily  attached  myself  to  one  of  the 
franksome  ywwg  gypsies  who  were  about  me,  and  who  put 
forth  many  a  lure,  but  my  heart  was  unalterably  wedded 
to  Framvsca;  and  I  looked  upon  the  glittering  bevy  of 
dark-eyed  singers  and  dau<vrs  with  no  more  passion  than 
I  should  have  gazed  upon  a  picture  by  the  hand  of  Rubens. 
At  the  end  of  this  period  Dom  Balthazar  appeared,  greatly 
to  my  disgust  and  disappointment.  I  could  not  imagine 
what  had  brought  the  fellow  hither,  but  he  boldly  entered 
the  Queen's  presence,  and  whenever  he  pleased  went  into 
her  tent,  as  if  he  were  a  privileged  person,  and  indee  1  he 
was  so  without  any  question.  He  seemed  well  known  to 
all  the  noisy  crowd,  and  he  strutted  and  swaggered  among 
them  like  a  cock  upon  a  dunghill,  just  as  he  had  done 
among  our  quiet  little  community  in  Sussex,  being  ever  the 
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loudest,  noisiest,  and  most  gluttonous.  Akiba  and  Mana- 
sam  did  not  much  associate  with  him ;  there  was  an  utter 
disparity  in  their  tastes  and  habits;  and  the  jears  of  the 
elder  man  made  him  as  indisposed  to  mingle  in  such  rude 
revelry,  as  always  followed  wherever  Bom  Balthazar  was 
;it,  as  the  silent  student  habits  of  Manasam  kept  him 
aloof  from  the  bacchanalian  roystcring  in  whieh  our  new 
companion  delighted  to  indulge.  But  Dom  Balthazar 
heeded,  or  appeared  not  to  heed  in  the  least,  the  feelings 
of  either.  lie  followed  his  own  course  as  if  no  such  ]  i 
existed,  and  set  the  whole  assembly  in  a  bacchanalian  mood. 
Before  he  came,  we  were  like  peaceful  foresters,  disporting 
in  holiday  after  some  long-continued  labor;  our  annise- 
ments  were  simple  and  rustic;  we  pleased  ourselves  with 
country  sports  and  country  sobriety  ;  Dot  Dom  Balthazar 
turned  all  thii.  tuny.    Midnight  excursions  were 

made  into  many  a  efaoioe  preserve;   and  at  the  dawn  lie  re- 
turned with  his  wearied  followers   laden  with   spoil  —  hares, 

rabbits,  pheasants,  fawns,  peat  almon,  swims,  and 

even  herons.     Then  the  li:  lighted,  fresh  eat 

jars  wore  broached,  and  t  ipsy  jollity  and  feasting  foU 
Worthy  of  a  city  banquet  Of  U  election  dinner. 
Perhaps  these  revels  were,  more  in  accordance  with  the 

rude  nature  of  the  gypsies  tlieinsel \vs,  than  the  moiv 

and  sober  pleasures  in  which  we  bad  previously  sought 

and  found  content.      At   all  events  I  ha\e  always  observed 
that   men   generally  Will   find   amusement  in  simple   -ports, 

and  unless  some  incident  intervenes  to  arrest  them,  will  go 

on  to  the  end  as  they  began.     But  let  some  knavish,  • 

scoundrel  interpose,  and  by  word  or  example  lead 

them    into    other    and  worse    enjoyments;    let    him    pi  • 

something  desperately  foolish,  wild,  or  tricked,  and  there 

h  a  contagion  in  vice  that  it  will  suddenly  seiae  every 
one  of  them,  as  if  by  a  spell  of  magie  ;  and  they  who  five 
minutes  since  played  with  all  the  simple  zest  of  boys,  will 
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suddenly  rage  as  if  impelled  by  the  fiery  nature  of  demons. 
There  is  a  natural  devil-may-care  spirit  about  multitudes 
which  drives  them  in  a  m  ment  into  the  wildest  and  most 
unthought  of  excesses  ;  and  I  have  often  felt  convinced  that 
no  men  were  more  astonished  at  themselves  next  morning 
than  those  who  have  figured  prominently  in  history,  in 
outbreaks  that  have  had  the  greatest  influence  on  times 
and  em]  ires.  Thus  has  it  ever  been,  and  thus  I  suppose 
it  ever  will  be.  A  single  word  applied  at  the  fitting  mo- 
ment, like  a  spark  of  gunpowder,  will  produce  an  explosion, 
with  whose  echo  the  World  will  ring  until  the  annals  of  the 
world  be  no  more. 

Nor  was  our  little  kingdom  exempt  from  this  feeling. 
Dom  ]>althazar,  as  1  have  before  hinted,  delighted  in  vi- 
ciousness  for  its  own  sake;  his  example  stirred  up  others; 
and  as  there  were  many  among  us  who  I  have  no  doubt 
deserved  death  a  hundred  times,  if  such  could  be  inflicted, 
men  and  women  were  now  found  to  boast  of  exploits,  and 
give  revelations  of  their  inner  life  which  they  would  not 
have  dared  to  confess  a  few  days  before;  and  which  if  they 
had  been  confessed,  would  have  been  heard  with  a  feeling 
very  different  from  that  which  now  awaited  them. 

••Ho,  ho!  Meg  Finch,"  he  cried,  "ho  ho!  Meg,  my 
Queen,  my  beauty,  my  bright  and  splendid  star  of  Venus, 
verily  thou  hast  a  goodly  crew  of  men  and  women;  and 
some  I  think  would  take  the  devil  by  the  horns,  nor  would 
my  pretty  lasses  fear  to  catch  him  by  the  tail;  but  brave 
and  gallant  though  they  be,  they  equal  not  in  gorgeous 
devilry  the  line  Calore  of  Granada  and  its  mountains, 
whom  1  left  some  moons  ago,  and  whom  I  hope  speedily  to 
meet  again.  One  fellow  have  we  among  us — by  heaven  he 
is  a  trump  card,  and  I  would  not  give  his  little  linger  for 
the  souls  or  bodies  of  all  the  kings,  queens,  and  popes 
(male  or  female)  in  Christendom.  Why  what  think  ye  he 
did? — fill  ye  bumpers  to  his  health,  my  brothers,  and  then 
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ye  shall  hear — fill  ye  purple  bumpers  to  his  welfare,  my 
sisters,  and  then  shall  your  cars  be  gladdened  by  tidings 
of  a  brave  and  gallant  man.  He  was  a  monk — nay,  shrink 
not — for  though  in  cowl  and  cassock,  and  with  a  shaven 
i  true  son  of  Bgypt  was  he — no  truer  lives  in  whom 
the  red  blood  does  roll.  From  the  hill  he  camo — but  my 
lord  abbot  knew  it  not,  so  In1  was  enrolled  a  monk  ;  and 
would,  had  he  lived,  been  prior  and  perhaps  cardinal,  if  not 
Holy  Father  of  the  Faithful;  but  the  monks  offended  him, 
and  as  he  had  the  molten,  fiery  blood  of  all  the  true  Colore, 
he  answered  roundly,  and  gave  the  lazy  scoundrels  tit  for 
tat.  Tit  for  tat  is  not  in  convent  laws;  so  they  shut  him 
up  in  a  cell,  and  exhorted  him  to  patience,  and  let  him  fast 
on  dry  bread  and  cold  water  for  three  weary  months,  until 
my  brother  was  well  nigh  dead.  Well,  at  the  end  of  that 
time  he  vowed  repentance,  and  confessed  his  sin-,  and  was 

and  when  the  next  fe:  Id.  he  played  hard 

allowed  to  serve  the  wine  to  all  his  kind,  good,  par- 
doning brethren*  So  the  holy  men  consented,  and  my 
brother  fetched  the  wine  from  the  cellars  in  many  a  brim- 

ming  flagon;  end  whew  the  noming  oeeln  beaten, 

there  irere  forty  monks  lyiir_r  dead  beneath  the  festal   table, 
and   the   gOOdiy  abbol    at    their   head.      The   matter  WH 
quired  into,  and  my  brother  wept  indeed  in  true  sorrow  for 
the   departure  of  all    1  -    comrades;   and    when   the 

hogshead  Vai  examined  behold  a  viper  of  the  most  poison- 
ous quality  was  found  in  thi  I  of  the  ea-k.  d.  ad  and 
swollen;  hut  how  it  entered  m>  man  ever  !  So  my 
brother  was  acquitted  from  all  blame;  but  he  soon  after 
joined  our  sanvd  hand,  for  he  had  heard  that  the  Holy 
Inquisitors  liked  not  much  the  manner  of  his  acquittal, 
and    were    preparing    for    him    a    charge    of    heresy,    which 

would  have  ravished  him  from  us  forever.     Bo  lie  tied  to 

us,  and   now  he   is  one  of  our  firmest.  I'a-te-t  friends;   and 
'■■n    laughs    when   he  recounts  the   ItOTJ   of  the  forty 
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dead  and  swollen  rats — I  mean  monks — on  the  marble 
pavement ;  and  he  bids  them  God-speed,  and  he  drains  his 
flagon  to  their  memory.  So  now,  my  brothers,  and  ye 
also,  my  sisters  dear,  a  bumper,  a  bumper,  and  yet  another 
flowing  bumper  to  the  health  of  the  ex-monk  of  Cordova. 

"My  brother  went  into  the  wood, 
His  heart  athirst  for  monkish  blood; 

My  brother  sought  a  viper's  nest — 
He  hid  the  viper  in  his  breast. 

He  charmed  the  pretty  poisoned  elf 
By  secrets  known  best  to  himself; 

He  put  the  viperin  the  ensk, 

And  grinned  beneath  his  pious  mask. 

•Ho,  ho,'  quoth  he,  '  these  knaves  shall  find 
That  gypsy  skill  their  eyes  shall  blind.1 

They  drunk  the  viper  wine,  and  woke 
In  flro  of  hell  when  morning  broke." 

Whether  there  were  any  internal  shudders  at  this  recital 
I  cannot  say ;  I  only  know  there  would  have  been  a  week 
before;  but  Dom  Balthazar  seemed  to  magnetize  all  by  his 
own  evil  nature.     And  after  a  pause  he  eoutinued — 

"And  now,  my  brothers,  hearken  ye  unto  me,  and  I  will 
reveal  the  Ten  Commandments  of  (Jypsydom,  which  whoso 
followeth  he  shall  grow  rich  and  happy;  but  he  who  fol- 
loweth  them  not  shall  be  as  a  church  mouse — lean,  scraggy, 
and  a  coward. 

"First — All  charity  is  humbug  and  pretence.  No  man 
would  give  a  farthing  to  another  did  he  not  hope  to  gain 
something  for  himself  by  it;  but  the  great  source  of  the 
thing  is  to  be  found  in  the  vaingloriousness  of  men  and 
women  who  love  to  appear  better  than  they  really  are. 
Wherefore,  when  thou  beggest  an  alms,  always  seek  it  where 
two  or  three  are  gathered  together,  for  shame  or  vanity 
will  get  thee  something. 

"  Second — It  is  in  vain  to  ask  a  charity  from  a  wedded 
pair,  for  they  know  each  other  too  well — the  humbug  mask 
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is  off,  and  so  they  will  give  j*ou  nothing ;  but  from  a  poor 
man  sneaking  attendance  on  a  rich  one,  seek  it,  or  from  a 
lover,  dangling,  like  a  hungry  dog,  after  his  mistress.  For 
these  suitors  always  love  to  appear  other  than  they  really 
are;  and  they  who  would  not  give  thee  a  maravedi  to  save 
thy  soul  from  damnation,  will  give  it  that  they  may  get  a 
smile  from  the  patron,  or  a  kiss  from  the  flirting  quean. 

M  Third — If  there  he  an\-  man  of  good  estate  in  the  neigh- 
borhood who  hath  lost  a  favorite  child,  go  to  him,  attired 
in  robef  of  woe,  and  tell  him — as  if  thou  wed  ignorant  of 
his  misfortune — that  thou  hast  lost  a  Mind  boy  or  girl,  and 
make  the  resemblance  of  thy  fancied  loss  as  like  to  his  as 
ble.  Then  with  many  I  sigh  and  tear,  and  supplica- 
tion, cant  to  the  feeling  booby,  until  he  melts  and  well 
reward*  thee  for  thy  pains. 

'iirth — If  any  tender  fool  hath  a  hosband  sick,  accost 
her  as  she  walks  the  streets,  and  say  thou  prayest  hard  for 

his  recovery,  and  add  thai  Heaven  hearkeneth  to  the  poor 

man's  prayer;  hnt  if  the  Wife  he  very  young  and  the  hus- 
band very  Old,  pretend  not  that  thou  knowestofmv  lord's 
illness,  hut  say  to  her — 'God  grant  thee,  beauteous  lady,  a 
young  and  bouncing  husband.1 

fth — But  if  the  husband  dies,  then  let  your  wife  or 
go  unto  the    widowed  dame,  and,  dressed  in  sable 
count  a   loss  which   she    herself  has   ttrst 
perlenoed,  pretending  that  a  husband  has  been  snatched 

her  by  untimely  death,  and  weeping  hard  until  the 
rich  one   Sighs  in   sympathy,  and   gj  pUTSC, 

without  at  all  considering  whether  thy  tale  be  true  Of 

\th— Hut  most  Of  Si!  rely  on  wives  or  widows  with 
small  children;  for  if  thou  goest  unto  these  with  a  pitiful 
tale    of  thine    own  tarving   babes,  without   food   or 

raiment,  or  a  roof,  never  yet   knew   I  the  one  who  could 

.  or  who  did  not  weep  in  heart  over  the  dismal  fate  of 
those  helpless  ones. 
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"Seventh — The  dandy  loves  to  hear  his  person  praised; 
the  dainty  dame  to  hear  her  eyes  and  fair  complexion  ex- 
tolled;  the  Strutting  mamma  is  pleased  to  learn  that  no 
one's  children  equal  hers  in  beauty ;  the  military  monkey 
thinks  himself  a  Charles  XII.,  and  'noble  captain1  will 
draw  forth  his  purse,  particularly  if  thon  celebratest  his 
bravery  in  the  presence  of  some  woman  just  as  brainless 
as  himself;  and  so  the  priest  is  glad  when  thou  speakestof 
his  piety  ;  but  1  hardly  counsel  thee  to  beg  of  such,  for  they 
dread   to  part  with  even  a  half-farthing. 

"Eighth — If  a  pretty  woman  pass  thee  by  and  look9 
dejected,  be  sure   her   husband  or  her  lover  is  unkind,  and 

soap  thy  tongue  accordingly. 

M  Ninth — Tin-  ugliest  woman  thinks  herself  a  beauty,  un- 
less she  has  a  large  ami  broad  forehead,  ami  then  mayhap 
she  despises  outward  charms;  but  in  mind  she  thinks  her- 
self a  Plato  or  a  Dante,  and  therefore  praise  her  as  thou 
wilt,  the  never  will  lie  satisfied  with  the  feast. 

M  Tenth—  Hut  this,  the  tenth  commandment,  is  the  crown- 
ing one.  If  ever  thou  seest  a  tender  husband  with  a  preg- 
nant wife,  take  with  thee  one  who  is  blind  or  halt,  and 
press  him  with  thy  prayers  for  alms.  Fear  will  extort 
them  amply;  and  thou  and  thy  companion  shall  exult  at 
having  terrified  the  fool  out  of  gold  or  silver." 

Let  me  drop  this  hateful  fellow;  I  cannot  bear  to  think 
of  him.  I  only  lament  there  should  be  so  many  of  his 
odious  type  on  earth. 

Another  week  passed,  and  we  had  completed  the  pur- 
pose for  which  we  came.  Akiba,  Giacomo,  and  Manasam 
gave  the  word,  and  all  was  ready  for  departure.  We  had 
a  glorious  parting  feast  by  moonlight ;  the  stars  were  also 
in  the  heaven,  and  we  needed  not  lamp  or  watch-fire,  for  it 
was  in  the  delicious  month  of  August,  when  all  is  balm  and 
beautifulness. 

"My  brothers,"  said  Akiba,  "I  go  from  among  you. 
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er  again  .-hall  we  meet  on  eartli.     My  sands  of  life  are 
nearly  run  ;    I   and  your   Queen   are  the  two  oldest  of  the 
tribes  that  now  exist  in  England.     We  cannot  hope  that 
v  into  each  other  it ;  but 

such   Ul    the  way   of  human   beings.      Let   me   exhort   eaeh 
and  rill  to  be  tn;  I   to  their  native  tents  and 

ther — thus  only  can  they  prevail  against  the  common 
eneo 

"Thon   >|.<:ikest  wisely,  0  Ba/.eru'ur."  an-  :ie  of 

the  most  aged  and  venerable  <>f  the  NoTWOOd    COmpanif 
u  Hearken    unto   it,   <>    \n\    broil., 
I." 

hcless,"   continued     Akiba,    "though    W9    shall 
sever  no  d  on  earth,  there  i-  another  land  of  life 

where  we  may  al  le ;   thither  shall   the  true   ('a! 

the   S  Fire,  the  bel<  I  j>>\  ful 

1    be  their  union    1 1 1»«  1  •  |   what   .-: 

is    of  great    ; 
spirit   that    is   in    man   dieth   not;   it    Ls  a  Spirit  of  lift   I 

lovo,  it  ihaU  ither  form,  and  in  .a  different  orb.' 

They  who   know  -ay   that  iulidels   as  to  a 

future  being;  that  we  bare  neither  ^"ds  i,,,r  .;,  i;ut 

I >  in)  It  led  that 

-hall  not  perish  like  th<-  lx  the  held,  but  thai 

!1  survive,  and  be  what  Bbe 

i    faithful   to  ithei   in  all    i  . 

UdngS  unto  the  end.     So  shall  ye  |  nd  rejoi' 

After  this  we  btruck  our  tents,  and  departed. 
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CHAPTER    XX. 

One  clay  as  Mnnasaiu  and  myself  were  out  fishing,  our 
conversation  turned  upon  the  past,  and  from  those  learned 
stores  which  he  possessed  he  displayed  an  amount  of  vast 
and  varied  knowledge,  greater  than  he  had  ever  yet  shown 
me.  He  was  in  sooth  a  man  of  wonderful  accomplishments, 
and  to  me  it  was  then  matter  of  surprise  to  find  such  a  one 
loading  a  vagrant  Life  with  gypsies;  hut  of  such  incidents 
I  have  since  found  life  is  full,  and  nothing  amazes  me  now. 
He  knew  seven  or  eight  languages,  which  he  spoke  per- 
fectly; he  had  read  also,  and  mastered  a  great  Dumber  of 
books,  and  he  was  not  destitute  of  eloquence;  he  was  at 
all  times  witty,  wise  and  moral.  He  was  fond  of  meta- 
physical speculation,  and  infused  into  my  mind  the  primary 
of  many  an  odd  notion,  which  I  have  since  made  my 
own,  and  which  have  put  forth  strange  blossoms,  and  still 
stranger  fruit.  For  age,  he  was  about  eight-and-twenty  ; 
his  appearance  was  dark,  but  noble;  there  was  a  haughty 
flash  in  his  eye,  which  only  occasionally  shone  out,  but 
when  it  did  it  told  :i  tale  of  fiery  and  romantic  passion.  1 
had  attached  myself  to  him  with  so  much  boyish  trust,  and 
he  saw  that   my  liking  was  BQ  genuine  and   unfeigned,  that 

he  reciprocated  my  regard  with  the  Binccrest  friendship, 

and  1  loved  him  with  more  than  fraternal  fondness.  lie 
delighted  in  softening  that  fierce  pride  and  unsocial  temper 
which  from  the  first  were  mine;  and  humanizing  me,  not 
so  much  by  counsel — which  seldom  succeeds — as  by  ex- 
ample, which  almost  always  vanquishes. 

M  Manasam,"  I  said,  "  how  comes  it  to  pass  that  you  live 
with  my  brothers  of  Egypt?     You  are  not  of  them." 

"I  scarcely  know,"  he  answered,  "  but  the  Zingari  reject 
no  one,  and  I  feel  a  vague  sort  of  happiness  among  them, 
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such  as  I  cannot  describe,  but   which  contents  me  more 
than  any  thing  in  my  former  life." 

id  what  may  your  former  life  have  been,  0  Man- 
asain  ?" 

"  Well,  it  is  not  remarkable  for  any  telling  incidents,  but 
i  would  like  to  hear  it  you  shall.  My  father  was  a 
gentleman  of  large  fortune  in  one  of  the  western  counties; 
he  had  two  sons;  I  am  the  second.  Our  home  was  an 
ancient  mansion  that  had  been  in  our  famiby  for  centuries, 
and  we  possessed  all  that  heart  could  d  Thus  time 

;!y  on  until  niv  sixteenth  year,  when  I  was 
-ent  to  Oxford.     1  had  a  little  cousiu,  a  sweet,  inno- 
cent girl,  whOSS   father  and   mother  4jtttg  early,  had  left 
mlianship  of  ni3*  father,  and  she  lived  with 
us.     As  her  fortune  when  she  came  of  age  would  be  con- 
:n\  father  was  n<  lined  to  secure  it  if  he 

.  and  she  was  our  playmate 
in  all  youthful  pranks.     I  soon  noticed  that  she  was  par- 
ticularly fond  of  me;  and  I  suppose  I  let  her  and  others 
at  1  «:is  not  insensible  of  it;  for  one  day  my  father 
and  spoke  thus: 
>u  must  go  I  I  in  a  day  or  two.     It 

will  not  do  for  you  to  remain  here  making  love  to  8 
She  is  to  be  your  brother's  wife,  so  you  had  better  put 
away  all  nonsense  out  of  your  hea 

••  •  I  i  Will  to  have  the 

Mother,   ami    I   don't    grumble 

:  that.     Wbj  my  cousi: 

••  -  M  .       |f  lieorge,'  he  replied,  'the  estate  is  mortgaged 

avily  that    q  a's   money  redeems   it, 

will  he  ii  it  all,  and  we  mu^t  all  turn  out  and 

seek  our  fortune 

"1  What  lay ''.   I  had  no 

doubt   it  wu*  true,  and  1  supposed  all  was  for  the  best. 
1G 
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That  evening  I  strolled  into  the  old  park.  It  looked  beau- 
tiful. There  was  not  an  ancient  mossgrown  tree  that  I  did 
not  love  as  an  old  friend.  '  Yes,'  I  said,  *  I  will  sacrifice 
myself;  this  noble  old  place  shall  never  pass  to  strangers 
if  I  can  help  it.  How  are  Sophy's  feelings?  Is  she  also 
to  be  sacrificed?  Yet  will  it  be  a  sacrifice ?  My  brother 
is  a  finer  and  bigger  fellow  than  I  am.  Perhaps  she  will 
love  him  in  time,  and  all  will  go  well.'  "While  I  mused  in 
this  way  I  saw  her  in  one  of  the  distant  walks.  How  sweet, 
how  beautiful,  how  innocent  she  looked!  She  was  twining 
some  wild  flowers  about  her  little  straw  hat,  and  singing 
merrily  all  the  while.  She  does  not  know  that  I  am  leaving 
her,  I  thought.  Alas!  she  will  be  sorry  when  she  does.  I 
went  to  meet  her,  and  as  gently  as  I  could  told  her  I  MM 
going  in  a  day  or  two.  She  struggled  hard  with  her  feel- 
ings, but  she  fainted  in  my  arms. 

UI  went  to  Oxford  and  remained  there  four  years.  I 
was  then,  for  the  first  time  since  my  departure,  invited 
home.  My  cousin  had  grown  into  a  beautiful  young 
woman.  The  moment  I  saw  her  I  knew  that  she  loved  me 
still.  She  had  been  betrothed  to  my  brother  during  my 
absence,  and  I  suppose  she  had  not  thought  very  seriously 
about  the  matter,  or  about  poor  absent  (Jeorgr.  hut  when 
she  saw  me  it  was  evident  that  she  felt  for  the  first  time 
the  ordeal  through  which  she  must  pass.  \I\  father  did 
not  notice,  or  if  he  did  he  all'eeted  not  to  do  so.  However, 
he  took  care  that  we  should  have  no  interview,  for  he  stuck 
close  to  me  all  the  while  I  was  there,  and  in  a  week  he  sent 
me  on  the  Grand  Tour.  My  allowance  was  liberal,  but  I 
would  rather  have  stayed  at  home ;  this,  however,  was  not 
to  be,  so  I  went.  I  did  all  I  could  to  have  but  one  short 
private  meeting  with  my  cousin ;  but  every  device  failed, 
and  I  was  obliged  to  leave  without  unburthening  my  soul 
of  its  secret  passionate  love.  For  I  did  indeed  love  her, 
with  all  the  intense  feeling  of  a  man,  and  I  struggled  hard 
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with  all  my  emotions  in  her  presence.  My  father's  grave 
look,  however,  awed  me,  and  1  departed.  '  George,'  he  said, 
•  your  cousin  is  dead  to  you  ;  she  is  your  brother's  atlianced 
i  •.  It  would  be  dishonorable  in  the  extreme,  if  own  1  > v 
a  look  you  made  that  faith  to  waver  which  now  belongs  to 
another.     I   have  brought  y<m  up  Dtleman  and  man 

of  honor.     Rememl>er  the  obligations  which  I 
words  impose,  and  he  worthy  of  them.'     So  I  went  my  M 

"Three  years  passed,  dating  which   I   heard  only 
my  fath.-r.  and  he  wrote  about  everything  but  her  of  whom 
1  longed   most  to  hear.     One  day  I  Milan  admiring 

the  beauty  of  that  famous  capital.  I  had  sauntered  from 
gallery  to  gallery,  from  palace  to  palace,  but  I  could  not 
I  was  wretched  and  most  unhappy.  I  strolled  into 
the  ojkmi  country  ;  then  a  strange  feeling  came  over  me, 
and  I  fell  into  a  species  of  reverie,  in  which  I  thoagl 
con!  it  was  actually  going  on  at  th:; 

you  ever  had  this  feeling  d  cannot  understand 

I    walked   along,  but  I  saw  nothing  of  the  th 
fore  me.      1   was  in   Kn  gland;  I  was  In  my  father's  It- 
I   went    mto  the   old    parish   church ;   I    saw   her  stand    in 
bridal   veil   I 

I  magnetic  si 
Ijefore  m  led,  hut  in  my  mind  within. 

of  her  p 
and  Ian  ;. 

that  seemed  to  flow  from  her  being  into  mine:   yel  I  fcl 
that  we  em  separated  by  thousands  of  miles.     It  was  not 
a  dr.  am.  it  was  not  a  vision,  it  was  not  a  jea  n's 

i   torture  ;   but  it  was  the  Strong  conviction  of  I 
that  at  that  moment  her  nuptials  were  be 
that  our  hearts  were  one  though  far  apart  j   that  her  soul 
was  blended  into  mine,  as  mine  a  ttfa  hers; 

and  that  she  was  probabh  tncing  the  very  same  sort 

of  sensation  herself,  and  though  corporeally  present  in  the 
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church,  yet  was  she  spiritually  far  away  in  some  old  Italian 
haunt  with  him  she  loved. 

*  Three  months  passed,  and  still  I  heard  no  tidings  from 
England.  I  was  at  Naples  one  night,  at  the  theatre ;  the 
play  had  already  begun,  and  I  was  rapt  in  the  scene. 
Suddenly  I  heard  a  door  open — the  door  of  a  distant  box, 
and  I  heard  it  close  again.  By  heaven,  I  said,  it  is  she — 
m}-  cousin  is  in  the  theatre.  My  heart  knew  it  at  once ; 
u  magnetic,  fiery  thrill  ran  through  it.  It  came  from  her 
and  entered  into  me.  1  dated  not  look  around,  for  I  dreaded 
to  see  her  with  her  husband.  My  heart  was  swollen  and 
almost  bursting.  At  last  I  could  bear  it  no  longer.  I 
turned  my  eyes  from  the  Stage,  and  east  them  backwards 
towards  one  of  the  central  boxes.  She  was  there.  My 
brother  Will  was  with  her.  How  beautiful  she  looked! 
She  outshone  the  princesses  of  the  land;  but  not  like  them 
was  she  arrayed  in  costly  pearls.  She  \\:i-  dressed  simply 
in  a  white  robe.  How  I  loved  to  look  upon  her!  Yet  the 
sight  made  me  unhappy.  There  she  was,  hopelessly  lost  to 
me — the  property  of  another;  so  young,  so  beautiful,  so 
1,  and  lost  to  me  forever.  1  retired  into  the 
farther  OOrfter  of  my  box  Aftd  contemplated  her  face.  Her 
eve  was  restless;  she  reined  to  me  not  happy.  Mcthought 
her  mind  was  far  away.  She  looked  about  in  various 
quarters,  eagerly,  as  if  hoping  to  see  some  one;  but  re- 
curred again  to  the  stage,  and  ever  with  a  disappointed 
expression.  At  length  1  mustered  courage  to  approach 
her.  She  was  agitated  for  a  moment — she  grew  deadly  pale 
— but  it  passed  off,  and  our  greetings  were  cordial.  My 
brother  was,  as  usual,  good  humored,  and  he  manifested  no 
jealousy. 

••  1  stayed  with  them  a  month.  One  night  as  I  wandered 
by  that  glorious  bay,  and  sent  my  thoughts  aloft  among  the 
moon  and  stars,  then  shining  splendidly  in  that  intensely 
azure  arch,  I  perceived  that  I  was  followed.     The  figure  was 
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muffled.  I  was  not  afraid  of  the  stiletto,  for  I  had  injured  no 
man  ;  but  I  thought  it  well  to  be  on  my  guard.  I  stood  beside 
a  fallen  column,  and  still  gazed  aloft,  occasionally  looking  at 
the  distant  figure;  it  came  nearer  and  was  at  length  bea 
me.  The  dark  hood  was  then  thrown  aside;  the  stars  of 
heaven  then  shone  upon  that  heavenly  face — it  was  my 
lift,  my  lirst,  my  last,  my  only  love  on  earth — alas  !  my 
brother's  wife.      Upoft   DO   faiivr,  sweet  og   form  did 

that  moon  ever  shine,  wince  God  commanded  i  its 

e  in  the  firmament,  and  to  give  brightness  to  the  ft 
of  men. 

ieorge,' she  said,1  I  have  folio v 
the  first  and  last  time,  because  I  see  that  \<ui  l> 
shunned  mo  since  we  have  met ;  and  I  can  peftc  this  sil. 
no  longer.     Why  am  1  ther'swife?     Why  have 

yen  Car  gotten  m< 

-  1  groaned  aloud,  but  could  not  ansv 

told  me  that  you  were  married,"  she  resumed, 
an  Italian  lady  ;  and  now  I  find  that  I  was  de- 
i\  this  falsehood  had  been  i*ed 

to  name  a  day  for  my  marriage;  after  that  I  re* 
hmgea      Why  thiol  ile  alone   vfco  was 

another's,  and  I  should  never  again  see  him.    George,  I 
me?' 
••  1  Hung  myself  at  her  feet. 

'a  !  spare  me. 
'•  •  Yes,  you  i  i«un  j  but    I  can  never 

ir  brother — I  accuse  him   not     He  is 
and — but  only  in  name.     I  have  tried  I 
but  I  cannot.     My  heart  is  broken  in  the 
little  while  and  it  will  hi  Hut  While  it  does,  it 

beats  only  for  yon.  -tell  me  once  before  we  B 

»u  love  me  still.' 
••  My  tears  answered  for  me — tears  of  blood  from  my 
heart. 


246  EDWARD     WORT LEY     MONTAGU. 

"'0  Sophy,'  I  said, 'I  love  you  more  than  God.'  I 
could  say  no  more. 

" l  Now,'  she  said,  '  I  am  content.  We  part  forever. 
Kiss  me,  dear,  dearest  George  ;  obey  my  command.  Go — 
and  never  let  us  meet  again,  until  we  meet  in  heaven  above, 
and  shall  be  no  more  iHfltttftud  by  deceit.' 

"  I  obeyed  her.  I  was  passive  as  a  bird  in  her  hands. 
I  propped  her  to  my  heart  beside  that  silver  sea,  and  then  I 
tore  myself  away.     1  never  again  saw  her  living,  but  I  bi 

wept    for  nights  over  the  cold   grave  at  M ,  where  she 

sleeps  her  final  sleep.  She  died  in  three  months,  but  my 
brother  soon  forgot  her,  and  consoled  himself  with  another 
healthy  bride.  I  followed  her  eotlin  home  to  Kngland  in 
disguise.    I  watched  it  until  it  was  conveyed  to  earth  ;  then 

I    knew   that    1    was   :done   and    woe-stricken    f  and 

I  cursed  niv  l':ite,  and  lifted  up  my  tongue  even  against, 
God.  I  became  like  Cain,  a  vagabond  and  a  wanderer.  I 
could  not  bear  a  settled  home;  1  shunned  the  daylight ;  I 
loathed  to  look  upon  the  sun.  At  night  only  I  roamed 
abroad  and  U-A  mv  B9tt]  on  melancholy  meditation.  In  the 
course  of  these,  midnight  rambles  I  found  myself  in 
encampment  in  a  distant  county.  I  had  money  now  in 
abundanee,  for  our  fortunes  were  now  seemed,  and  ray 
father  atoned  to  me  as  far  as  he  could  for  the  one  great 
■wrong  by  giving  me  an  ample  income.  I  shared  it  with 
these  wild  people,  and  became  one  of  themselves.  I  con- 
cealed ray  name,  and  was  adopted  into  their  community, 
receiving  the  surname  which  I  now  bear.     From  them,  after 

•  ay  Of  two  or  three  years,  I  came  among  these  attracted 
hither  by  Akiba,  with  whom  I  had  formed  an  acquaintance 
among  my  first  gypsy  friends;  but  who  left  them  for  some 

101  and  persuaded  me  to  accompany  him.  Since  then 
we  have  lived  like  brothers,  and  in  his  company  I  have  for- 
gotten or  have  striven  to  forget  the  Past.  Ue  has  taught 
me  many  things — more  indeed  than  all  the  books  I  ever 
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1  have  ta  ad  I  Wdieve  his  friendship  for  m 

That  we  both  regard  you,  I  need  not  I 
since  jou  have  made  us  acquainted  with  your  story,  out 
gard  has  increased.     I  .  must  not  abide  with  us  much 

la  a  species  of  deception.     You  must  n<>t  doit 
Besides,  you  are  but  beginning  life,  and  you  have  fair  pros- 
pects.    I,  ou  the  contrary,  am  an  old  and  broken 
iii.in.     Winn  ><»u  have  been  tried  like  me.  then  \  .m  an] 
ataaV  If   forever  from  the  busy  world — but  not  till 

i.     Meanwhile,  rely  implicitly  on  us,  and  propar. 
remove   Franceses,  for  in  this  place  is  no  longer  a  safe 
This  is  the  counsel  of  your  I 
B  losee  yon,  will  lose  a  part  of  himself;  but  who 
would  not  friend  if  he  counselled  otherw 

rove  to  dissuade  Manasam  from  this  view  of  my 
affair-,  hut   in  vain.     IN*  and   the  Indian  it  seemed   ) 

Item  over,  an  .id  both  decided  that  I  must 

art  soon.     Money,  as  much  as  I  required,  waa  to  be  at 

t  friendly  wisdom  could 
suggest  waa  prepared  for  my  departure — but  as  to  the  de- 
peal  f  they  were  inflexible.  I  waa  scarcely  pleased 
with   this  symbol  of  their   friendship;  but   where   I   <«>uld 

murmur,  and  I  hoped  to  gain 
time,  and  trusted  to  the  chapter  of  accidents. 


r  ii  a  i'T  i:  B    \*xi. 

itiiazar  had  now  abided  with  us  nearly  three 
non  .ring  the  f  this  period,  with  th< 

the  first  week  I  paaaed  at  Norwood.  I  felt 
isy,  restless,  agitated  by  a  dim  uncertain  fear  of  an  im- 
pending danger.     When  at  his  eye  was  upon  me. 


248  BDWARD     WORTLKY     MOKTAdtJ. 

lie  seemed  to  watch  my  every  movement.     I  could  have  tto 
interview  With   Francesea,  nor  was  it   possible  for  MM 
have.     Manasam  was  gone  away  to  a  distant   part  of  the 
country;  Akiba  was  laid  up  with  illness;  the  journey  to 
Jf<  rwood  having  proved  too  much  for  one  of  hit  advanced 

yea  .nurd  to  conspire  against  me.      1  knew 

m>t  wh:it  was   the   matter — yet  w:i->    I    mhv  that    something 
evil  was  lowering  ahove  my  head.     Meanwhile    Don    lhil- 
thazar  was  swaggering  about  in  his  usual  style;  he  did  not 
iiv  op.-n  collision  with  me.     We  both 

shunned  each  other  as  if  by  mutual  consent — yet  were  both 
perpetually  thrown   together  and  clashing  "1,|,  un- 

accountable  way,    thai    I 'tween    friends    would    have    1 
awkward,  bl  D  IWOrn  enemies  like  us  was  particu- 

larly disagreeable.     There  was  a  mocking  '.out  his 

lip  whenever  he  saw  me.  What  could  1  do?  Be  could 
han  1    me  like  a  bird  or  a  smelt,  within   his  iron 

|, — 1,^  thews  and  muscles  were  like  cords  of  Steel,  and 
ilution  was  aqua]  to  his  strength. 

lie  l  have   no  occupation,      lie  lived  anion 

I   like  an   independent    nobleman.      He    had    plentj 
1,  which  he  exhibited  with  a  ci  mprovidence;  ho 

had  but  to  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  ami  it  immediately 
appeared  laden  with  guineas.     These  he  distributed  fie  ly 

ug  the  (titanos — as  freely.  Indeed,  as  if  his  n 
were   inexhaustible.      Yet  it  was   Dot  this   lavish   profusion 
so  much  as  some  mysterious  influence  About    him,  which 
:ied  to  consolidate  hi  Despite  his  roughness, 

blasphemy,  contempt  of  all  things  sacred  and  divine  ;  his 
mockery  of  the  women,  and  his  assumption  that  they  were 
all  detestable,  and  the  audaciout  :i nominee  with  which  he 
recounted  his  own  personal  admixture  among  ;  I  de- 

grading and  infamous  exploits,  all  of  which  would  have 
been  quite  enough  to  destroy  any  ordinary  adventures,  and 
certainly  tended  to  make  him  odious  to  all  the  gypsies, 
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there  wu  an  indefinable  something  about  him  which  spoke 
of  force,  and  the  consciousness  of  an  .importance  among 
which  produced  its  el!  i  the  mind;  and 

the  C^ueen  herself  and  her  chief  councillors  acknowlc- 

•  1  not  disdain  to  play  a  sub- 
ordinate part  while  he  was  presen 

an-'  I ;  he  advised  measures  and  they  were 

ad'  prescribed  routes  and  they  were  followed;  he 

adzed  expeditions  and  they  were  carried  out.     In  a 
word  In*  seemed  suddenly  to  ha^  art  of  a 

prit  i or  was  his  adoption  of  the  character  dis- 

All  this  was   particulariy  odious  to   me.     I  knew  the 

f  my  hold  on  these  people;  my  tenun  I  de- 

pended more  on  their  caprice  than  on  any  other  basin.     I 
ha<i  now  lived  for  two  years  with  them,  dnrinp  had 

certainly  made  many  friends,  but  the  Calero  cha: 
fickle  in  the  extreme;  the  revolutions  of  a  sc  rset 

it  from  its  whole  foundation.    Indians  in  descent,  they  have 
all  the  qualities  of  that  mercurial  race;  easily  impress 
by  tin-  fancy  <•.   t!..-  mon  will  be 

nd  destroy  you  to-morrow,  jost  ss 
to   appear   t  excitable    imaginations.     I   was    t 

aware  that  I  had  done  nothing  for  these  people  in  ret 

>  mount  of  hospitable  k  i 

•  liey  had  fed  and  clothed  me 
there  seem  to  lie  the  rem«'  that  I  tho 

■bla  to  remunerate  them.     They  had  Hheltered  me 
when  I  was  a  honseless  wanderer.     All  fealty  wa* 
me  from  them.     I  was  conscious  of  the  most  si  sire 

to  prove  my  gratitude  and  display  my  loyalty;  but  what 

V  balan 
of  t  of  a  man  lik 

Balthazar,  who  evidently  had   immense  resources  at  his 
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command,  had  a  profound  and  horrible  antipathy  to  my- 
self, and  was  by  no  means  likely  to  falter  in  gratifying  it 
by  any  scruples  of  conscience  or  suggestions  Of  fear? 

IJut  whence  originated  this  fiery  hate  which  it  was  now 
obvious  raged  in  both  our  hearts?  This,  0  reader,  is  one 
of  the  mysteries  0f  mankind  which  never  have  been  :uid 
never  can  be  solved,  unless  by  the  doctrine  of  our  pn 
istence  in  some  former  condition  of  being,  before  we  breathed 
the   air  of  earth.      For   how  else  can   that    dread    hostility 

which  at  the  Aral  view  exists  between  two  men  arise  aid 

*   be   explained,  except    on    the    supposition    that   they   were 
deadly  foes  in  some  other  sphere  of  existent  •  into 

a  theatre  or  drawing-room,  whose  barpet  I  have  never 
crossed  until  this  night ;  I  s».e  a  man  or  woman  there  whom 
I  never  s.iw  before,  to  the  besl  of  my  belief.  We  look  on 
ii  other,  and  vivid  hate  is  seen  in  the  eyes  of  each;  a 
cold  chill  creeps  over  the  frame;  some  nerve  within  the 
heart  g»  liver;   :i  mum-less  weight  and   oppression, 

a  feeling  of  disgust,  or  fear,  or  antipathy,  arises  bet* 
us;  eaofa  views  the  other  with  soorn,  or  with  an  icy  ■ 

that  tills  one  for  the  moment  with  a  tormenting  sensation. 
This  cannot  be  mere  accident  ;  it  must  be  something  more 
than  wmrit  of  harmony;  neither  does  it  always  arise  from 
a  mutual  repulsion;   I  have  myself  be  I  by  this  feel* 

ing  againsl  ■  man  who  exhibited  no  similar  dislike  to  mv- 
self;    I  have  myself  been   an  if  virulent    hatred  and 

persecution  by  persons  to  whom  I  had  no  distaste  at  all, 
whom  I  was  not  conscious  of  baring  offended,  and  whom  I 
really  would  not  injure,  even  though  the  most  favorable 
opportunity  for  doing  so  were  presented  to  my  very  hand. 
IIow,  then,  can  it  be  rationally  explained  ?  In  noway 
except  as  my  (Jooroo  explained  it — we  were  foes  in  a  for- 
mer life;  we  lived  and  hated,  and  one  of  us  probably  be- 
came the  victim  of  the  other.  I  know  a  man  at  this  present 
moment,  who  stands  high  in  the  world,  a  fine  scholar,  a 
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civil  gentleman,  and  so  forth — yet  I  nevrr  by  accident  find 
■yself  in  his  presence  without  feeling  satisfied  that  he 
once  deprived  me  of  life.     II  OBM  odl 

fill  to  me;   my  Mood  runs  cold   as   ice,  from 
brain  to  bed  .    I  tun*  the  idea  all  through  of  blood,  Li 
blood;  of  fierce  tusks  or  claws;  of  somethii 

ijje,  and  sanguinary.     My  flesh  creeps;  my  blood  cur- 
dles; If  1  were  to  be  beside  that  man  for  an  hour,  1  should 
swoon  ;  if  I  were  to  be  near  him  for  a  month,  I  should  die. 
mere  antipathy,  for  I  have  nom-  towards  him. 

ive  labored  hard  to  divest  myself  of  the  feeling ;  I  have 
accosted  him  in  I  -pirit — but  nil  is  useless, 

can  get  over  this  fixed  idea;  or  (ail  to  associate  him  with 
death  in  my  own  mind.  Probably,  it  may  be  said,  be  is 
destined  to  murder  me;  and  perhaps  this  would  be  a  fair 

\er  to  my  argument  while  we  both  li \ . -.     1   van  only 
remark,  however,  that  at  present  there  seems  no  poss 
chance  of  such  a  contingency ;  it  —ems,  in  sooth,  too  most 
unlikely  event   that  could  occur.     Hu  ,•  at 

one  time  t*cu  his  victim,  or  whether  he  Is  destined  at  some 
future  period  to  destroy  inc.  I   never  can  get  rid  of 

n<r  and  powerful  idea  has  revelled  in  my  blood, 

and  drank  it  hot  as  it  llowed  out  of  my  heart.     1  believe 

This,  however,  was  not  precisely  the  feeling  which  I  en- 

1    towards  Dom   Balthazar.     Towards  him   there 

was  fierce  and  burning  hatred;  but  no  fear  mingled  with 

my  sensation.     On  the  contrary,  while  1  detested,  1  felt 

ii   spirit  at  least  his  master.     As  boy  to  mn: 
was  of  course  no  match  for  him ;  he  could  have  crushed  me 
at  a  blow;  but  as  spirit  marshalled  against  i 
that   mine  was  the  Si  and  that  I  either  conquered 

him  in  some  other  place,  or  would  eventually  do  so  hi 
Even  in  his  sternest  moods,  and  when  his  hard  eye  was 
fixed  on  me  with  a  concentrated  glare  like  that  of  Medusa, 
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I  confronted  him  with  an  unquailing  gaze,  and  stared  him 
down  ;   his  shaggv  lashes  were  lowered,  and  his  dark  glance 

-  arrested,  as  if  in  fear;  he  could  not  hoar  my  fixed  and 
lion  look.  At  those  periods  I  could  see  that  he  shook  all 
over;  hut  whether  with  rancor  or  apprehension,]  could 
not  of  course  guess.  But  it  invariably  happened  that  after 
nflict  of  this  kind,  he  Fought  to  tempt  me  into  Open 
quarrel,  l>y  taunts,  or  hints,  or  shrugs,  or  insinuations  of 
my  falsehood,  cowardice  or  treachery.  I  bore  all,  howv 
for  it  would  have  been  insanity  to  have  entered  into  a  fray 
with  th:  i!y  man,  who,  if  he  failed  in  bodily 

Of — a  most  unlikely  chance — would  Dot  have  scrupled 
to  resort  to  one  Of  till  Spanish  arguments  with  the  ttflg 
and  would  have  deprived  me  of  life  with  no  more  scruple 
than  a  cat  exhibits  to  an  unhappy  mouse.  If  so  taken  otf, 
what  motive  could  there  I c  in  any  one  of  the  tribe  to  exert. 
themselves  to  bring  a  brother  to  justice  for  the  sake  of  a 
wanderi!  per  like  myself? 

M  Xala-Mayna,"  said  he  to  me,  one  day,  "why  do  you 
linger  here  among  th*8*  people  ?  you  are  not  of  their 
>d  ;  you  never  can  1  e  reconciled  wholly  to  their  customs. 
You  are  yoiini:.  bold,  brave,  handsome;  why  chain  your- 
self down  to  the  <  aieer  of  a  vagabond,  when  you  might  be 
a  soldier  and  a  hero  ? 

"i'oin  I'.altlia/.ar.'*  I  answered,  "when  I  am  sure  that 
you  take  sullicient  Interest  in  my  welfare  to  justify  you  in 
questioning  me,  then  I  will  answer  you,  but  not  till  then." 

II  is  eye  quailed  ;  his  lip  quivered]  his  liver  grew  white 
within  1 1 i tn.  He  affected  then  to  be  in  a  most  companion- 
able mood. 

v,"  said  he,  "I  know  not  why  you  should  repel  me, 
or  why  you  should  suspect  that  any  but  a  friendly  feeling 
has  prompted  my  question.  You  are  young.  I  am  a  man 
who  has  travelled  much,  observed  much,  and  goffered  much. 
I  have  traversed  nearly  the  whole  habitable  eartn,  and  can 
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put  you  in  the  way  of  great  adventure.     I  see  that  this  is 
you.  more  than  that,  it  is  your  destiny;  you  can- 

not avoid  :  you  muM  fulfil  it.    Why,  then,  should  you  spurn 
a  man  who  could  put  you  in  the  way  of  achieving  that  very 
:   r  \*  hich  Fate  haa  marked  you  ?" 
-  What  it  be,  most  excellent  Dom  Balthazar? 

•.;   negroes  in  the    typaootof     Keeping  guard   at 
;  messages  to  devil-kings?  selling  poisons 
:ifuithful  wives?     None  of  these  will  an it  p 

•  not  these,  nor  such  as  these.     In  the 
•  rts  of  Arabia  there  are  tribes  who  make  the  bra  veal 
»•  their  kirn;.     Follow  me,  and  I  will  lead  you  to  th< 
b  your  knowledge  and  your  right  arc  iay  l«e  a 

sec<  •>  bead  of  a  new  faith,  an  iing 

banner  from  Stamboul  to  Home  or  Lon- 
re  arc  primes  i  who  require  the 

arts,  the  sciences,  the  skill  of  i  will  repay  ti 

owner  with    kingdoms   and    with   jteoples.     All    these  are 
»y  be  yours — what  hinders  Zala-Mayua  fi 
wn  of  Aureng  /  following  in  the 

anerlane,  or  Chengiz 
"I   sou  :ttiug  another  —  what 

a  doing  all  these  fine  things,  wol 
\y  reaoni  f<»r  me?" 
lay  obstacles  interpose — the  first  and  greatest  is  my 
age.    lam  no  longer  young  like  ;.■•;.     I   am  fifty — what 
man  of  lit!  \  1  have  marked  out  unless 

Sad  passed  bis  youth  in  laying  the  found;. 

Again,  I  am  not  learned  as  you  arc ;  and  it  is  now  too  late 

•  go  tosrhool.     1  1  am  no  longer  ambitious. 

gained  all  I  need ;  and  my  years  require  repose. 

Bat  you  have  a  lot  .  ou.    Ail  mine  is  in  the 

heless,  Dom  Balthazar,  I  am  content,  end  will 
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not  seek  my  fortune  in  the  way  you  point  out.     My  fortune 
is  with — " 

I  was  about  to  add,  "Francesca,"  but  I  stopped  myself 
in  time.  I  had  never  breathed  her  name  to  this  villain.  It 
would  have  been  a  sacrilege. 

M  Ah,"  said  he,  "  I  know  what  you  would  say — but  you 
are  wrong,  you  will  fail.  Poor  youth — you  arc.  Indeed, 
infatuated."  And  he  left  me  with  a  scornful  sneer,  more 
burning  than  AleCtO*B  t<uvh  unto  my  heart. 

(Mi!  how  I  wished  f«>r  Wings  to  bear  her  off  from  this 
hfttefttl  bully'-  presence;  from  his  machinations  against 
both;  for  now  I  felt  convinced  that  lie  was  devising  evil; 
and  how  I  longed  to  possess  some  magic  art  whereby  I 
could  dive  into  his  heart,  detect  hi  .  whatever  it  f 

and  meet    him  with   his  own  artifices!      Lose  her!  lose  my 
Fra  the  very  thought    was  death.      But    how  secure 

her.'      I   v     -  Alone,  helpless,  a  boy,  a  beggar,  living  aim 
on  the  alms  of  the  (Jitanos.     I  was  in  the  centre  of  a   tribe 
with  fierce  passions,  watched,  probably,  by  a  hundred  c 

quick  ami   keen  as  that  of  a  serpent;  for  now  it. 

flatbed   on  my  mind   like  lightning  that  of  late  wherever   I 
had  been,  I  always  saw  a  gyp-y  boy  or  girl  loitering  near; 

tig  into  the  grass,  sometimes  rilling  the 
bushes,  sometimes   lingering  about  the  hedges,  us  if  in 

search  of  bird's  nests.      I   had  not  noticed  it  before,  but  now 
it  ran  through  my  whole  being  like  an  illuminating  flood. 
"  res,"  I    0)  btless   there   is  truth   in   the  man's 

word-.     Maoasam  is  away;  Akiba  is  ill,  experimented  upon, 
doubtless,  by  some  of  Balthazar's  potions.     Why  snfl 

the  old  man  now  for  a  whole  month  F     Such  a  thin 
happened  before.     I  must  watch;  I  must  spy.     1  must  dis- 
r  what  is  going  on,  or  I  am  undone." 
I    went  home  to  my  tent,  I    flung  myself  on  m}T  bed, 
dressed  as  I  was,  but  I  could  not  sleep:   I    was  restless;  I 
turned  from  side  to  side ;  my  brain  worked  incessantly,  it  went 
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round  and  round  like  a  revolving  water-wheel ;  an  uneasy 
passion  convulsed  me ;  in  vain  I  closed  my  e3'es  and  sor. 
repose;  in  vain  I  tried  to  lull  my  quick-growing  thoughts. 
I  seemed  to  lie  in  a  bed  of  torture;  sleep  was  wholly 
1  from  my  lids.  The  hours  marched  on :  all  was 
still;  the  w.it<  h-dogs  were  asleep;   I  could  only  hear  the 

rh  of  our  horses  as   I  mmunicated   at  later* 

tog-  .mething  evil  is  being  devised,  I  thought  ;  this 

lessness  i«  supernatural.     Let  me  explore  it.     I  rose 
•ed  out  of  my  teat.     The  night  was  pitch  dark.     I  could 
trace  the  outline  of  the  Downs  as  they  mingh  i  with 
.  but  saw  a  light  penetrating  through  a  chink  ; 
face  and  hands  la 
from  ■  lu<  h  the  gleam  shone.     Not  a  sound  was  heard  save 
the  twitter  of  a  bird  occasionally  in  the  thicket.    One  of 
our  dogs,  startled  from  his  sleep,  came  near  and  smclled  at 
me.     I  stilled  him  with  my  band;  he  knew  my  touch.     I 
bowed  him  down  to  the  ground,  and  he  moved  not;  he 
seemed  to  understand  that  I  wished  to  he  unobserved ;  he 
made  no  sign,  but  I  could  see  be  watched  me  with  anxioua 
eye  the  damp  grass  I  crept  still ;  I  could  hear 

beating  hear*  lougbts  were  wound  up  to  a  point,  end 

now  I  knew  the  tent  from  which  the  light  flashed.  It  was 
that  appropriated  to  Dom  Balthazar.  I  heard  the  sounds 
of  conversation.     There   were  et  more  than   two 

within.     I  glided  on  and  on  until  I  was  hidden  beneath  its 
with  restless  curios i:  n  my  fat« .  f.*r   I 

thai  it  waa  now  at  ate  i  dually  I  came  nearer  and 

nearer,  until  I  was  close  to  the  place.     I  hid  myself  at 
back  of  the  tent.     To  look  within  was,  of  course,  out  of  the 
-t ion ;  but  in  a  moment  I  knew  ail  the  voices.     I  had 
need   to  learn  more.     Dom   Balthazar  was  there,  tho 
sy  Queen,  and  Uiacomo.     These  constituted  the  three 
great   powers  of  our  comm  Dom   Balthazar  was 

speaking  when  1  got  near. 
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"Thus  it  is,"  said  he,  "my  brother,  this  is  a  Busne — in 
our  tents  is  not  his  home;  he  must  Abide  there  no  longer. 
In  a  week  I  shall  iiiul  out  his  birth,  his  place,  and  why  he 
is  among  us.  The  watch  which  you  have  just  given  me 
will  he  a  elue  to  all.  The  symbol  of  the  eagle  is  merely  the 
coat  of  arms  of  his  family;  for  these  Gentiles  think  it  fine 
t<>  say  they  are  descended  from  birds  and  beasts.  They 
worship  not  idols  of  wood  or  stone.  So  they  swear,  and 
BO,  I  suppose,  they  think;  hut  their  great  ones  worship 
Ullages  of  this  kind  more  truly  than  they  worship  their 
Ood  ;  they  make  them  to  he  their  religion,  for  those 
emblems  of  rank  and  power,  which  are  their  onlyci. 
They  would  sooner  abandon  all  than  to  relinquish  these 
bauhlo  |  l'  devils!    yet  thus  they  seek   to  cheat  their 

grand  progenitor.      I  have  said  it — lie  must 

li  our  faith  is  pledged  to  him."  said  ( i  iaeomo,  "  he 
hath  become  as  one  of  OOTBelVes.  He  hath  broken  our 
bread,  hath  learned  our  language,  hath  slept  in  our  tents, 
hath  sworn  rind  kept  fealty  to 

M  What  of  that  '.      It  was  not  with  him  ye  made  a  league, 

but  another  wholly  different,  whom  \e  supposed  him  to  be. 

lie  hath  come  here  under  a  mask.     The  mask  is  oil,  and  ye 

he  is  an  impostor.     "What  further  ha\  do  with 

him 

r    my   heart   clings   to  him   nevertheless,"  says    the 

(Jyp-.v  Queen  .nth,  and  hath  behaved  well." 

"It  will   he  worth  gold  to  Of,"  answered  Balthazar;   "if, 

as  I  Suppose,  hi>  parents  »le  Of  condition,  the}'  will 

give  a  large  linn  for  his  recovery.'1 

The  eyes  of  all  three  sparkled  at  this.     I  could  not   see 
them,  indeed,  hut  my  heart  instinctively  felt  it.     Place  gold 

■re  a  gypsy,  and  be  is  half  mad.     .Mention  the  acen: 
thine:,    Stafl    all    Other    considerations    vanish.     Th€ 
silence  for  some  minutes,  as  if  each  was  ruminating  over 
the  luxurious  idea  which  the  bare  name  had  en  lied  up. 
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The  Gypsy  Queen  first  resunv 

.  Uu«nc,  doubtless,"  she  said,  "and  he  hath  lived 
on  our  [>eople  now  for  two  years.    Gold  only  will  repay  us; 
his  mother  will  be  glad.    I  suppose  she  weeps  for  his 
loss.     She  will  give  gold  in  many  a  purse  for  his  r» 

idd  not  help  smiling  bitterly  at  this,  MHi«  n 
will  be  |  <e  eharming  serpent — no,  seraph — but  I 

te  same  thing  in  the  Hebrew.     /  knew  how  glad  she 
id  be.     She  would  be  glad,  no  doubt,  to  send  me  back 
my  school  torturers  ;  to  remove  away  forever  the  living 
witucsa  of  her  fully. 

omo,  u  there  will  be  gol  I  not, 

he  shall  stay.     I  will  depend  upon  his  faith.     Besides,  if  he 
goes,  what  becomes  of  her  f" 

i  »f  whom  quotha  ?"  a*ked  Balthazar. 

r,  thou  surely  must  know  this.    I  speak 
incesca,  his  betrothed  bride." 

o  is  also  a  limine.     .She  also  must  go." 
.  she  was  c\  i 
little  girl  had  twined  herself  arou: 
. 

esoa  mu*t  not  go,"  she  en 

simply  uswtn  liallhazar.     'I 

was  a  tone  of  decision  about  this  short  speech  which 

i:irt.      I  -appose  it  ! 
his  co  It  bazar. 

ving  lik>  said ; 

len  to  us, 

■n"iit — why  should  she  '! — the  daugi 
of  a  Busne — of  a  Gentile— of  a  dog  ?     Besides,  she  also  is 

m  you,  Dom  Balthazar  ?"  said  bo: 

affright*  was  an  evil  omen. 

mdred  pieces  of  red  gold  for  lam  thst 

will  to  a  man  who  wants  I  is  not 

IT 
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safe  while  she  is  free.     He  will  do  her  no  harm — only  send 
her  to  Spain  to  be  a  mm,  1  think.     Will  the  Galore 
unto  the  man  of  ten   hundred  pieces,  '  Begone — wo  want 
thee  not.     We  are  rich.'  *' 

••  I  *.ut  who  is  this  man  "'"  asked  Giacomo. 

"  He  is  her  uncle,''  answered  Pom  Balthazar.  "I  know 
him;  he  sent  me  here.  The  gold  is  ready  when  the  girl  is 
his." 

A  long  and  dreadful  pause  followed.  M\  t 
the  balance.  I  felt  like  a  criminal  who  awaits  the  verdict 
that  is  to  set  him  free  once  again  in  the  bright  open  air. 
or  to  send  him  to  the  gallows  with  bolt  and  gym  I 
Id  f>nnt  the  pulses  of  my  heart.  I  could  number  t  ho 
throbbings  of  my  temples;  it  seemed  an  age.     At  length 

u  Well."  .  M  Pom  Balthazar,  with  yon  be  it.     Bring 

the  pttrseaj   the  Busnc  girl  may  go.     1  suppose  t lie  boy  will 
60011  follow  |  .well,"  and  I  -eparatc. 

treated  rapidly.     I  got  into  my  tent.    I  Bang  myself 

on   my  bt&      Suddenly    I    heard   a   noise — a  footstep,  as   if 

ltd.      I   closed   my  eves;    I  breathed   b  The- 

ned  ;    he  brought  his  horrid  eyes  near 

mine.      I    knew   by   instinct   it   was  hr — tie  .1   fiend 

Balthazar.      But   I  moved  not.      The  thought  occurred, 

murder  me  in  my  sleep?"      Well— I    must    risk 
it.     I  did   not  move.      He  mi  •  It  is  all  right*"  ttbMi 

Stole  aw 

The   next    day  Horn   Balthazar   departed.      1  knew  where 
■••■as  gone — to  London  to  make  inquiries.     I  went   into 
the  town  and  bought  a  map  of  the  ro:: 

be  lost  ;  every  nerve   and    muscle    I    had  w:  |   Up  for 

the  of  this  g  -is.     1  knew  that  if  I  faltered 

now  I  was  undone,     if  1   |  rated  from  Fran 

she  from   me,  what  was   to   lcc, me  of  her?      She  would 
handed  over  to  the  uncle.     What  guarantee  was  there  that 
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be  would  not  destroy  her?     He  had  already  killed   her 
parents.    Why  should  he  spare  the  child  ?    I  did  not  believe 

word  of  the  convent  in  Spain,  or  the  tale  that  she  was 
to  be  made  a  nun.     How  was  he  more  safe  with  her  among 

-ts  than  with  the  gypsies  ?    The  priests  were 
Soldiers  of  the  Vatican.     Here  was  the  heiress  of  s  great 
estate  and  an  ancient  peerage  in  their  hands.     What  might 

.  not  accomplish  if  they  restored  her  to  both  ?  First  of 
all,  her  own  devotion  to  their  cause— her  wealth,  her  name, 

connections,  no  doubt  power 

I  would  be  a  great  deal.    Secondly,  and  this  would, 
„'h  more  with  them,  the  renown  through   . 
rope  of  having  done  a  transcendent  piece  of  justice.     This 
crcfore,  was  evidently  nonsense.     It  could  impose 

I  >n  fools.  Only  her  death  could  make  him  secure — and 
who  could  doubt  that  any  scruple  of  conscience  would  in- 
terfere to  stay  him  ? 

j    msp,  and  carefully  studied   it.     I   made 

■If  a  thorough  master  of  the  roads  to  London.  Upon 
tftdl  lereforc,  I  was  satisfied.     But  how  coram 

cate  with  Franceses?    She  was  securely  guarded  ;  all  it. 
course  between  us  seemed  prohibited.     Nothing,  it  is  true, 
had  been  either  said  or  done  which  could  be  considered  a 

:il  of  access.  Nevertheless,  there  seemed  a  moral  chain 
'  i  which  we  could  not  break.  She  was,  in  fact, 
watched,  no  doubt  an  vigilantly  aa  I  myself  was  wstc! 
Well,  I  said,  I  shall  outwatch  the  watcher.  She  most  be 
saved,  or  I  will  perish.  1  knew  she  had  unbounded  faith 
in  me.  I  knew  that  with  one  word  she  would  follow  me  all 
over  the  earth.  N<>  pemiaaJon,  no  tedious  argument  would 
be  needed  could  I  only  once  approach  her.  But  she  lsy  in 
of  the  Queen  gypsy,  and  that  waa  always  carefully 
guarded.  Here  she  waa  confined  night  and  day.  What 
waa  to  be  done?  Time  pressed.  Balthazar  would  rrturn. 
All   hope  would   then   be  ended.     I  should    probably  be 
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seized,  jracrcred,  and  taken  away — home,  or  to  a  ship,  or  I 
knew  not  whither.  I  watched,  and  watched,  and  still  I 
watched,  but  no  communication  could  I  make.  I  could  not 
send  her  the  slightest  token  from  my  hand. 

Five  nights  thus  passed.  My  agony  during  all  this  time 
I  never  shall  forget.  I  dreaded  the  lapse  of  every  hour 
lest  it  should  bring  back  Pom  Balthazar.  The  sixth  sun- 
set came,  and  with  it  departed  nearly  all  my  hopes.  "  To» 
night,"  I  said,  uor  never.''  I  had  marked  out  two  of  the 
best  horses  in  the  encampment.  They  'were  strong,  docile, 
and  swift.  They  knew  me  well.  I  had  often  fed  them, 
they  had  licked  my  hands,  they  had  come  to  me  for  ' 
which  was  never  refused.  I  took  care  that  they  should 
remain  idle  all  the  week.  This  required  a  little  manage- 
ment, luit  none  suspected  my  design.  I  procured 
clothes,  a  basket  of  food,  a  lantern,  and  made  fv^o  with  a 
pair  of  double-barrelled  pistols  which  were  in  Man- 
tent.  These  I  loaded.  I  had  a  couple  of  daggers  also, 
and  a  larp'  horseman's  cloak.  I  pot  some  quick  poison, 
Which  I  wrapped  up  carefully  in  some  pieces  of  meat,  and 
with  these  I  proceeded  towards  the  tent  of  the  Gypsy 
a,  about  midnight.    The  horses  I  led  gently  clo 

and  tethered  them  to  a  bush;  the  pack-saddle 
their  bftcks.  On  my  arm  I  bore  the  horseman's  cloak  loose, 
and  Ifanasam's  pistols  were  in  my  belt.  The  dogf  knew 
me.  they  barked  not;  but  had  T  sought  to  enter  the  tent 
they  would  have  torn  me  in  pieces.  I  flnng  them  the  meat  ; 
1  it,  and  in  a  few  moments  lay  lifeless.  Then 
I  stole  into  the  tent.  I  knew  where  Francesco  slept.  I 
crept  noiselessly  to  where  she  slept.  I  could  perceive  by 
her  breathing  that  she  was  not  asleep — she  wept.  I  si 
into  her  ear,  "  Franeesca,  I  am  here;  I  am  come  to  Bave 
you  from  ruin — death.  Get  up  quickly,  and  follow  me. 
There  is  not  a  moment  to  he  lost."  I  think  she  gave  a 
slight  scream,  but  she  knew  my  voice.     A  harsh  murmur 
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was  heard;  some  one  caine  from  another  part  of  the  tent. 
I  was  suddenly  grappled  by  the  throat.  Then  exerting  all 
my  strength  1  Hung  orT  the  Gypsy  Queen,  for  it  was  she, 
and  cried  out,  "  Quick,  q 

With  me  lite  and  love — with  them  your  uncle  ami  death." 
I   flung  the  und   her,  she  clung  to  im  .itio 

am  was  beard.     It  was  from  tl  Queen.     "  1 

son,"  |hf  .  "trea»ou!      Rescue    ere  it  be  too  la 

led  a  Urge  bell,  which  was  at  the  i  of  her 

.  and  which  I  ha  re.     The  sound  rang 

through  mj*  ears  like  a  death-knell.     From  all  sides  a  con- 
fu»eil  murmur  was  heard.     I   beard  loud  and  threatening 
es — tones  that  gurgled  blood.     Again  she y  me ; 

again  I  flung  her  otr,  and  again  she  screamed.  "  Treason, 
treason.  rs  me."     The  shouts  of  the 

•  re  all  but  on  me.     I  bore  ft 
caeca,  who  had  l  arms  away  ||  |>en  air; 

I  plaeed  her  on  one  of  the  horses, 
I  mounted  the  other  myself.  All  this  hap(>ened  in  one 
mte — qui 

were  half  naked  and  variously  armed, 
larkness  was  in  i.  had 

brought  a  li 

leaped  and 
I  down  the  crvwd.    A  "•€ — as!. 

of  pain,  angi  r,  inadneaa,  and  revenge.     8u  three  or 

four  of  the  gypsies  n  -«*  an<l  began  to  pursue 

us.     Aw  .e  btars  flittered 

on  the  sleeping  ocean;  all  seemed  peace  end  beaut 

threats.     We  soon  on  rs,  bat 

we  heard  their  following  footsteps  for  a  long  tii. 
slackened  our  pace.     A  solitary  horseman   rode  leisurely 
Be  seemed  a  spectt  heart  felt  a  fore- 

boding; 1  drew  forth  a  pistol,  for  nj  regard  that 
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silent  monitor  which  is  a  divine  voice  within  us.     As  he 
came  near,  the  moon  came  from  hehind  a  cloud,  and  dis- 
closed the  dark  hellish  features  of  Dom  Balthazar.     We 
both  saw  each  other  at  the  same  instant  of  time.     He  turned 
white  with  rage  and  astonishment.     He  put  his  hand  into 
his  breast  as  if  feeling  for  a  weapon,  and  drew  forth  a  dag- 
ger.    He  leaped  his  horse  upon  me;  but  I  avoided  him. 
As  I  passed  he  aimed  at  my  breast,  but  missed  his  stroke. 
He  then  turned  to  Francesca;   she  was  close  behind  me. 
He  interposed.     I  called  out  to  her  "Jump!"     She  struck 
her  horse  a  quick  blow,  and  he  also  passed  the  steed  of 
Dom  Balthazar.     1  could  see  the  devil  quiver  in  his  face. 
He  was  a  picture  of  all  the  hate  of  hell  concentrated  into 
one  small  compass.     We  passed  on  rapidly,  hut  were  pur- 
sued rapidly.     He  rode  a  powerful  steed,  and  soon  began 
to  gain  upon  us.     Francesca  trembled  ;  I  almost  despaired 
of  es» 'ape     His  horse  snorted  on  our  shoulders.     Suddenly 
I  whirled  round.     I  could  have  shot  him  dead  that  moment, 
but  I   knew   it   was    needless.     I    will   not   shed   blood,   I 
thought,  now  ;  if  I  kill  him   I  shall  he  pursued  as  a  mur- 
derer and   taken.      What   will   then    become  of  Franeesca? 
This  reasoning  seems  the  result  of  cool  and  profound  cal- 
culation.     It    was   the    instinctive   wi-dom   of   the   instant. 
It  was  the  tin. ught  of  less  than  half  a  second.     As  he  was 
close  upon  me,  evidently  wondering  why    I    had  ceased  to 
gallop,  I  fired  and    his    horse    fell   dead.     The   bullet   had 
entered  his  brain.     Dom  Balthazar  tumbled  heavily  to  the 
ground.     I  heard  him  groan.     We  rode  on  all  night,  and 
the  next  were  in  London. 
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CHAPTER    XXII. 

O  London,  thou  vast  and  terrible  desert,  how  shall  I 

thee? — to  the  duke  rolling  in   wealth  1  Parn<! 

— to  the  pauper  empty  of  purse  a  wilderness  more  blank 

than  Ki  -  Here  the  extremes  of  riches  and  poverty 

meet;  here  theyjost.  In  one  room  I  see 

i  thing  about  like  ditch  water:  that  young  spendtl 
has  just  succeeded  to  the  accumulation   of  fifty  years  of 
fraud    and    in.  unm.---.  and    depravity.      He    has  SUM 
himself  with  e  ;  loose  women,  jock. 

pri/  ilora  and  decorators.     Hi   drinks   up  the 

mo>  s;  ho  feeds  only  on  the  most  co 

he  at   h«  f  the  dirtiest  and  most 

lows  that  poisons  the  atmosphere  bo  breat 
i  -  as  small  as  that  of  a  toad ;  his  heart  as  base 
and  sin 

till.  with  her  favors,  m  If  in  derision  of  those 

.   think  gold  the  chief  Messing  of  m  I!     OM 

is  Dame;  he  is  almost  unable  t<»  reed  the 

•  rant    of   all 
things  but  that  gold  is  power  and  that  money  islnxn:;,.      II.- 
knows  only   the  vilest   wretches — Cor  no   i 
taminate  themselves  by  • 

state— end  seeing  in  them  habitual 
baseuessaui  thinks  all  mankind  a: 

same  mould  ;  and  he  disbelieves  in  virtue,  has 

red  it  in  his  own  eel- 
his  mind,  you  will  Ik?  amazed  to  find  it  all  a  blank — DOI 
the  page  white,  as  most  blank  pages  are ;  but  it  is  all  dirt 
I    filth,  and   smuttiness.      J  lOOSesd 

I  London  is  the  home  fur  him.     Could 
•  last  forever,  how  glorious  would  his  eondl 
ie  now  with  me  into  the  opposite  end  of  London. 
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Let  us  climb  up  this  narrow  flight  of  stairs,  which  creaks 
at  every  step.  The  smell  is  dreadful ;  put  thy  kerchief  to 
thy  nose,  and  let  it  be  well  perfumed,  or  I  shall  never  get 
thee  to  the  garret.  Let  us  knock  and  enter.  A  miserable 
pallet  is  on  the  floor;  a  few  books  are  strewed  about,  there 
is  a  dying  ember  in  the  fire;  the  rain  and  cold  outside 
pierce  through  these  crazy  walls  of  misery.  The  air  is  con- 
fined ;  the  window  must  not  be  opened,  or  the  east  wind 
will  penetrate  with  still  greater  force,  and  kill  the  occupant*. 
Alas!  they  are  already  half  dead  with  every  privation. 
These  people  have  known  want  for  years ;  they  are  dying 
of  starvation  and  blood-poi9oning,  and  heart-aickm 
The  man  is  a  scholar,  a  critic,  perhaps  a  poet  tilled  with  the 
>t  spirit  of  genius.  He  shone  at  his  university;  the 
itest  triumphs  were  predicted  for  him.  He  ame  to 
London,  and  here  he  is.  He  is  the  miserable  drudge  of 
booksellers.  He  can  get  no  honest  employment  j  he  is 
obliged  to  take  up  with  the  meanest,  lie  it  a  booktelli 
hark.  He  goes  through  every  phase  of  wretchedness.  <>h! 
that  his  father  had  but  apprenticed  him  to  a  trade — had 
made  him  ■  shoe-Maek,  or  a  sweep.  His  life  would  1; 
been  happier  than  it  is  now.  lie  sits  late  into  the  nl 
and  writes  a  pieee.  He  passes  the  whole  of  the  following 
in  hawking  it  from  shop  to  simp.  In  some  he  meets 
witli  ribaldry,  in    ot!  egg.  rudeness,  in  all  contempt. 

He  erawis  home  at  night, miserable,  heartbroken, oowardly, 

scorning  himself  and  life,  ami  praying  for  the  hand  of  death 
to  release  him  from  life  and  London.  Thank  heaven  it 
will  soon  come,  and  he  shall  beg  from  booksellers  no  more. 

Bach  were  my  retleetions  after  two  or  three  months' resi- 
dence in  London,  and  while  I  was  yet  B  sort  of  outcast.  I 
felt  their  bitterness  then,  and  I  recognize  their  truth  still. 
But  let  me  go  back. 

When  I  arrived  in  London,  I  rode  straight  to  an  old- 
fashioned  inn  enough — the  Tabard,  in  South wark.     I  de- 
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livered  over  my  Franccsca  to  the  landlady,  who  behave  I 
uith  as  much  kindness  as  usually  belongs  to  a  landlady  in 
an  inn  ;  and  after  seeing  our  horses  stabled,  we  supped  and 
separated  for  the  night-  Our  hostess  suspected,  and  half 
hinted  our  elopement,  and  we  did  not  deny  it.     Of  what 

could  it  be  to  do  so?     This  interested  her  in  our  i 
fare, — all  women  like  to  be  mixed  up  in  an  intrigue.     N 
day   I  Mold  the   horses.     They  were  honestly   worth  ten 
guineas  each,  bat   I   got  only  three  guineas  for  the  two. 
The  landlord  introduced  me  to  a  very  pious  .  and 

the  very  pious  dealer  was  so  conscientious  that  he  would 
not  I  hem  himself  without  consulting  his  foreman  ; 

and  tin-  foreman  thought  them  such  wretched  animals, that 
he  lis  master  to  have  nothing  to  do  with  them, 

should  die  on  his  hands  before  the  week  was  over; 
and  I  was  half  persuaded  myself  that  what  they  said  was 

1  should  have  probn  p  them  away  as  H 

said  for  a  song,  had  not  the  landlord  again  good-naturedly 

ie  dealer,  and  the  bargain  was  at 
made,  greatly  to  my  satisfaction,  and 
worthy  landlord  too,  whom  I  treated  with  a  bottle  of  ■ 
on  the  occasion.     But  my  landlord's  good  nature  did  not 
re,  for  be  was  so  apprehensive  that  his  friend  the 
dealer  would  lose  by  the  transaction,  that  he  bought  the 
again  from  him;  and  I  heard  him  a  I 
;  gaining  with  an  old  farmer,  and  saw  him  get  thirty 
■as  for  the  pair  that  had  been  sold  for  three, 
r  oi«ned  my  eyes  to  London 
customs;  and  I  began  to  think  that  the  gypsies,  after  all, 
only  people  who  earned  a  questionable  liveli- 
.  I   have  since  seen  mankind  in  all  countries 
and  under  all  characters,  and  I  am  not  much  disposed  to 

ear  some  one  say. u  Master  '  1 t agu, 

art  thou  thyself  so  fi  lame  in  this  tran* 
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What  right  hadst  thou  to  sell  the  horses  of  the  gypeii 
Were  they  not  in  fact  stolen  ware?  and  wert  not  thou  at 
this  very  moment  liable  to  be  hanged  for  felony  ':"  I  admit 
1  was.  I  half  wish  I  had  been.  I  should  have  escaped 
many  sorrows,  and  shed  a  novel  lustre  on  our  genealogical 
tree.  But  1  reconciled  the  theft  to  my  conscience  in  this 
Way;  and  that  same  conscience  of  ours  is  a  marvellous 
List.  In  the  first  place  it  was  essential  to  my  own  safety 
— ami  this  I  think  high  politicians  and  statesmen  alwi 
put  forth  as  an  unanswerable  argument  for  any  departure 
from  the  straight  line  of  morals,  in  the  second,  I  had  Left 
a  gold  watch  In  the  gypsies'  hands,  which  was  worth  si\iv 
guineas  if  it  was  worth  sixpence — and  this  doctrine  otquid 

pro  quo  ought,  I  think,  to  satisfy  the  souls  of  all  who  ha\c 

i  ••  Father  Sanchez,"  and  the  "Seraphic  Thomas  Aqui- 
nas," "ii  cases  of  this  nature.     In  the  third  place.  I  resolved, 

the  moment  I  had  got  an}'  monoy,  to  repay  tin  for 

the::  i  this  I  considered  then  not  only  conclusive 

proof  Of  mi  perfect   honestj,  hut  also  have  found  since  that 

it  is  mi  :  i  hy  the  universal  practice  of  man- 

kind— except  indeed  in  those  rascally  places, courts  of 

where  1  once  saw  a  very  honest  gentleman  sentenced  to 
hanged,  simple  for  borrowing  a  diamond  ring  from  a  jewel- 
ler, which  he  protested  solemnly  to  both  judge  ami  jury  lie 

Intended  to  pay  for  when  he  could.     I  have  no  doubt  be 

did — only  that  as  the  time  of  payment  was  to  he  left  to  his 
own  honor,  it  would  probably  I  I   longer 

than  convenient.      Lastly,   I    confess    I  am   now  sincerely 
ashamed  of  the  t  ransact  ion  ;   and  though  I  remitted  a  large 
sum  of  money  to   llsnaism  some  years  after,  which 
more  than  ten  times  the  value  of  the  horses,  the  pistols  and 
all  the  other  pillage  with  which  I  had  made  off, and  though 
the  said  sum  was  carefully  by  him  distributed  among  t 
to  whom  it  of  right  belonged,  still   I  am  by  no  menus  . 
about  the  conveyance,  and  I  am  in  truth  very  sorry  for  it. 
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It  is  one  of  those  errors  in  a  man's  life  which  we  all  wish 
blotted  out,  and  from  which  I  fear  few  of  us  are 

If]  urse  would  have  been  to  let  the  horses  loose 

when  tlu-v  -,.r\t'l   my  turn,  and  to  ha  >n — but 

evei.  much  doubt  whether  their  unerring 

won  onducted  them  safely  home — for  there  were  a 

good  many  horse-stealers  at  that  time  as  well  as  myself  on 
the  i  I  probably  they  had  as  litt  jth  of  virtue 

to  support  them  agai:  at  ion  aa  the  grandson  of  1 

Ora'  iid  one  good  aet  the 

same  week — I  married  Franceses-     A<  to  all  rule, 

I  was  a  fool  to  do  so,  for  she  was  entirely  in  my  po^ 
Hut  I  think  it  is,  on  the  whole,  better  to  pi 
i  he  knave  in  these  matte**;    M\  I  •nscience  is  rather  clc:i 
I  have  been  had  I  deceived  and  cast 
ill  have  often  since  suspe< 

1  nt  all ;  r<>r  this  proceeding  was  against  all  tradit 
and  all  hereditary  customs.     1  Deter  before  knew  or  heard 
of  a  •  •  the  ass  in  that  a 

Ami  now  arose  the  grand  question,  how  was  I  to  li \ 
how  was  port  a  wife?     An  interrogation  of 

■r,  which   I  I    has  often  start 

man  soon  got  rid  of  me;  wh.  ree 

.1  he  was  qu:  <»re 

turned  us  bo1 
go  t«  But  his  wife  left  us  half  a  gi 

gave  us  courage  to  face  a  new  lodging.     This  was 

At  a  crown  a  week  I  rented  an  at1 
began  to  look  my  prospects  in  the  toe.     1   was  a  good 

most  men  wl 
a  some  nonsense,  an! 
t»t  got  a  guinea  for  it.     1  f 

ip  a  chance  sort  of  a< 
wits,  and  scribblers,  and  philosophers;  at. 

way  of  employment  aa  a  translator,  at  the  rate  of  a 
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guinea  or  a  guinea  and  a  half  for  every  printed  sheet  of 
sixteen  pages.  This  was  killing  work,  but  it  enabled  me 
to  live.  I  passed  under  the  name  of  Smith — and  a  Smith 
indeed  I  was,  for  I  was  fabricating  bread  out  of  my  OWB 
brains.  George  Sale  was  then  translating  the  "  Koran," 
winch  he  published  about  two  years  afterwards.  What  I 
had  learned  from  my  Gooroo,  Akiba.  was  now  called  into 
play.  I  think  I  gave  him  some  valuable  information.  At 
all  events,  he  was  pleased  more  than  once  to  tell  me  s«>.  and 
out  of  his  scanty  earnings  as  a  compiler  of  the  M'ni 
History,"  he  often  gave  me  a  guinea,  and  subsequently  en- 
1  me  as  a  contributor  to  B.     lie  was  a  well- 

looking   man;    and    though   a  Lawyer,   honest.     He   often 
invited  myself  ami  Franceses  to  his  house  in  Surrey 
where  we  became  acquainted  with  his  wife  and  family,  and 
I         lly    lamented    his    death,    which   took    place    in    LT88« 
Here  I  met  another  lingular  character — Geo  iinan- 

nazar — the   author  of  the    History  of  Formosa.      This  was 
not  his  real  name;  but  after  the  detection  of  bis  imp< 
tamed  to  di\  olge  either  it  or  bis  native  plaa  . 

as  he  said,  it  would  bring  disgrace  upon  his  mother.  He 
Was  a  short  man,  with  a  scpiare  fare,  long  hair  of  raven 
color,  and  piercing  black  eyes.  I  rather  think  he  was  of 
gypsy  blood,  and  Indeed  the  whole  course  of  his  career 
would  justify  me  in  coming  positively  to  such  a  conclusion. 
For  his  marvellous  adventures  as  a  pretended  pilgrim  on 
the  way  to  Rome,  to  equip  himself  for  which  he  stole  out 

of  a  chapel  a  palmer's  robe  that   hung   before   some  saint's 

sumption  of  the  character  of  a  mendicant 
Japanese,  converted  to  Christianity,  travelling  through 
Europe  to  acquire  knowledge;  his  curious  experience 
among  the  Begnines,  from  whose  saintly  faces  he  tea 
the  mask  of  pudency;  his  career  as  a  soldier,  in  which  ho 
probably  did  as  many  strange  mad  things  as  Dom  Balthazar 
himself,  all  struck  me  as  being  in  such  singular  accordance 
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with  what  I  know  of  the  Zingari  life,  that  I  entertained 
little  doubt  at  that  time,  and  have  none  now,  that  he  \ 
of  the  true  Calore  breed.     Like  them,  he  knew  many  lan- 
guages, and  had  mingled  in  alm<  order  of  human 
and  I  think  his  silence  on  his  origin,  birthplace,  and 
family  name  ma                 wed  as  strongly  confirming  the 
notion  that  he  was  an  offshoot  of  I  le;  who 
I  know)  mo!                -,  Generals,  and  Cardinal*  to 
world  than  would  readily  l»e  1" 

le  was  :\  q — as  lazy  an  s     elo  him- 

self—an to  furnish  th< 

i  dozen  sheets  a  month,  he  lid  not  sup- 

in  one  or  two.     lie  was. 
ha  v.  pers/'and  of  thl  Me 

confraternity  ntal  stu  nd- 

Domber  of  years,  had  ran 
Moses  and  his  cosmogony;  he  was  in 
tnedan  in  .nd  was  persi;  di- 

Inspiral  ••  son  <>f  Alxl'alla.     My  tutor. 

!    half   imprej  If  with   notions    rerj 

ngeniality  thus  existed  between  us  on 
■  ur  publishers  were  of  eoliU-ral  ■  turn 
that  when  Sale  soon  after  :ib:uib'!ird  the  work.  >rge 

I "    dmannazar  was  taken  in  to  fill  his  place,  that  worthy,  who 
had  now  become  a  n<  run 

bo  (  beta]   views  the 

■  »st,  sent  for  bin  "no 
mi,  and  begged  it  as  a  favo: 
•us  over  much."    The  reformed  Jew,  o 

was,  ho  thy 

man  that  it  was  much  more  profitable  to  wr  Ioees 

than  to  write  bin  down;  and  :ngly  an  •  new 

was  given  to  the  whole  work.  waa 

framed  for  parsons  rather  than  for  pi  Bnt  the 

-■•us  did  not  fop  '-rally  as  might  have  been 
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expected.  In  fact  they  were  better  employed  in  putting 
out  their  Johns  for  college,  and  their  Jennies  for  Fox  Hall, 
60  that  the  only  person  who  gained  much  by  the  transac- 
tion was  Psalmannazar,  who  extended  his  connection 
among  the  orthodox,  and  filled  his  pockets  and  his  paunch 
through  his  zeal  for  Moses. 

Reverend  Thomas  Woolston  was  another  who  be- 
came known  to  me  at  this  period,  and  whose  brief  career 
furnished  matter  of  amusement,  blended  with  melancholy. 
He  used  to  stroll  into  a  poor  coffee-house  when'  I  was  ac- 
custom. irt,and  Ball  into  eon  Venation  with  whoever 
happened  t<>  be  present,  indulging  in  speculation  da  the* 
most  abstruse  subjects,  srith  an  otter  disregard  of  time  sad 
place.  lb-  was  a  man  of  great  good  humor,  and  extensive 
learning;  baft  not  content  with  ridiculing  Moses  and  the 
prophets)  be  published  some  desperate  pamphlets  on  the 
miracles,  which  he  dedicated  to  those  right  reverend  Esthers 

in  Qod,  the  Bishops  of  London  and  Liehlield,  St.  Davids, 
and  St.  Asaph,  in  B  strain  of  Gutting  sarcasm  and  fun, 
which  was   ^all   and   bitterness  to   those  truly   pious  men. 

But  this  ecdesiasticaJ  merriment  was  by  no  means  to  the 

taste  of  our  saintly  prelates.  They  got  up  a  must  dreadful 
OUterj  against  him,  and  had  the  poor  fellow  tried  and  con- 
victed  before   Lord   Chief  .Justice   Raymond,  s   vrretched 

judge,   who   Of  Course    was    baSS   enough    tO    side    with    the 

popular  feeling,  and  induced  a  jury  to  convict  poor  Wool- 
ston. Be  was  condi  o  s  year's  Imprisonment,  and 
fined  one  hundred  pounds  ;  which  last  penalty  was  intended 

to  operate  as  :i  sentence  of  perpetual  jail,  for  nobody  knew 
better  than  the  judge  who  imposed  it  that  a  million  could 
as  easily  be  raised  by  poor  Woolston  as  a  hundred  pounds. 
The  bishops  exulted,  and  the  clergy  were  in  raptures. 
Woolston  was  sent  to  the  King's  Bench  prison-house, 
where  he  died  of  the  jail  fever,  and  thus  relieved  the  minds 
of  the  hierarchy.     But  I  have  often  reflected  with  indigna- 
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tion  on  this  outrage  against   opinion,  and  I  do  not  envy 

either  the  bishops  who  persecuted,  Of  the  inquisition  who 

condemned  him.     He  was  a  harmless  man,  wit!  wit 

than  judgment  ;  hut   his  I  was  pious.  and  his  last 

Is  were:  "This  is  a  struggle  which  all  men  must  go 

through,  and  which  I  bear  not  only  patiently,  but  with 

:  illness." 

s  also  accustomed  to  meet  with  Richard  Savage,  the 

natural  son  of  Lord  Rivers,  by  the  Countess  of  Maccles- 

I  —now  Mrs.  Brett,  whose  singular  histor\   la  BUffldcntly 

wi  to  tin  WW  tad  published  a  Miscvllany  which 

to  my  mother  in  the  moat  absurd  :m< 

stra  and  on  the  first  occasion  wboi  hi-  and 

•  h  (mjsc  ue  acquainted,  ha  [nod  me 

with  a  satirical  account  of  La  Mid  in 

all  the  phrase*  of   Billingsgate,  and  did  not  to 

•euabrimst  l  artarua  itaclf."     "Oh!  howl 

he  aaid;  Ml  1  lu-r  OQl 

it  came  from  htt  Itki  her  blood,  still  I 
had  tie  she-shark  was 

!>itter  satin-,  "Since 
has  been  honored  with  the  glory 
as  i '  ud  immortal  aa  your  soul,  it  no  Ion 

ar  sex  hare  strength  of  mind  in   ■ 
sweetness.     There  is  something  in 
-ea  as  distinguished  as  your  air.  ;c  as  strong 

as  truth,  as  deep  as  reason,  aa  clear  as  innocence,  and  aa 
as  beaut  nftain  a  nameless  and  peculiar 

mixture  of  fonv  -  nee  bo  movi] 

sen  10  majestical!  .  that  it  is  too  amiable  to 

apjH-ar   anywhere  but  in  ngs. 

As  fortune  is  not  more  n  than  I  am  tin-  incniv  of 

lottery,  I  know  not  how  I  can  forl>ear  this  application  to 
your  ladyship ;  because  there  is  scarce  a  possibility  I  should 
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say   more  than   I  believe,  when   I   am   speaking  of  your 

\nd  did  you  write  her  all  this?"  I  asked. 
'•  I  did  more,'  I,  "  Smith,  I  printed  it, — I  published 

it.     I  let   it   Loose  upon  the  town,  and  made  her  the  ridi- 
cule of  all   serious  people,  while  she  fancied  she  beCSJB 
cynosure."     And  the  honest  fellow  laughed  very  heartily, 
in  which  he  was  joined  by  a  coterie  of  wits  who  heard  the 
•  on. 

I  by  this  fellow's  hypocrisy  and  impnde 
i  blended  as  curiously  as  in  Orator  Henley.    When  his 
I  \onr  pnrse  was  full,  he  would 

i 1 1 1  the  most  abject  servility,  and 

:i  \  mi  had  rewarded  him  with  a  piece,  he  would  abruptly 
turn   away  with)  .  "Thank   ye,"  and  would 

go  and  spend  it  all  in  a  debauch.     Next  day  be  would 
as  servile  as  ever,  until  you  had  VI  him,  when  ho 

you  as  oBeeremoniously  as  before.     !!<•  sin 

i  his  birth,  and   fa  led 

■  to  both.    He  could 

gentlemanlike  tfl  .and,  hut  he  seldom  did   pie 

and  he  I  in  his  1,  aeiit   when    he  W| 

and  flllgV.      In    pra  i    ami   hi  all 

:ue  and  honor;   t 
or  Plato,  and  he 

Of  temperance  when  drunkenness   made  him  even  inOSpabls 

of  walking.     Ou  the  vbole,  he  was  a  very  worthless,  I; 
fellow,  and    Samuel    Johnson    has   disgraced    himself  and 
Uteratun  leecending  to  1  <•  his  pat  I .  while  he  has 

ad  an  outrage  to 

-  with  an  excuse  or  a  palliation,  which  all   similar   i 
cals  will  not  fail  to  copy,  an  iefend  under  so  emi- 

nent an  authority. 

1  saw  something,  too,  of  Theophilus  Cibber,  a  son  of  the 
old  player,  and  a  most  abandoned  reprobate.     He  dabbled 
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in  literature,  but  was  half  his  time  hunted  by  .  and 

he  has  been  more  than  once  arrested  on  the  stage;  for  he 
had  some  histrionic  talent  which  lie  might  ha  ibly 

exercised,  but  his  dissipated  habits  exhausted  all  he  got. 
II"  married  a  most  lovely  woman,  a  sister  of  I  and 

like   him,  remarkable  for  musical  talent,  l«ut  though  site 

ued  a  large  sum  by  her  acting,  lie  sold  her  to  a  mat. 
me  named  Sloper;  and  when  he  suhsequc  ight 

an  action  against  him,  and  laid  his  damages  at  five  thousand 

;uds,  a  jury  appreciating  his  rascality  at  it* 
value,  gave  him  the  munificent  sum  of  ten  pounds,  so  that 

latt  one  of  the  finest  women  in  the  world  for  a  few  paltry 
shillings,  and  while  he  covered  himself  with  infamy,  realised 
of  the  fool  who  cut  open  his  goose,  and  for  golden 
eggs  found  only — disappointment.     He  and  Savage  were 
fellows  of  the  same  kind,  who  would  have  stuck  at  nothing 
btr  was  drowned  crossing  the  ian- 

nel,  and  Savage  ought  to  have  been  hanged,  and  would 

e  been,  only  that  Justice  Page  outraged  all  decency  by 
harge  to  the  jury  on  his  trial  for  the  murder  of  Sin- 

r,  and  that  Savage  had  a  half  sister— Miss  *ho 

saved  him.  Old  Mandeville,  also,  the  author  of  the  Fable 
of  the  Beea,  took  a  sort  of  liking  to  me,  and  often  accom- 
panied me  borne.  He  described  Addison  as  a  u  parson  in 
a  lye  wig,"  but  be  was  himself  a  sly  old  rogue,  and  though 
he  affected  the  austerity  of  a  philosopher,  I  have  seen  him 
stealing  up  Drury  Lane  at  eight,  after  a  tawdry  bit  of 
finery  and  pa  it  modest  neighborhood. 

London  was  at  this  time  deluged  with  periodical  publi- 
cations, for  most  of  which  Sale  wrote,  and  be  had  given 
me  a  sort  of  introduction  to  toe  booksellers.  There  was 
the  Craftsman,  which  was  great  agaiest  the  Whigs;  there 
was  the  London  Journal ,  Fog's  Journal,,  Grub  tkrtei  Jour- 
nal,  Wetklu  Register,  Universal  Spectator \  Frte  Hriton, 
Rntxsh  Journal,  Dailg  Counxni,  and  Rrrdt  Journal,  the 
18 
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whole,  or  the  greater  part,  of  which  dealt  in  politics,  scan- 
dal and  lampoonery,  for  whose  perpetual  production  there 
was  one  of  the  finest  bodies  of  literary  laborers  that  could 
he  got  together.  These  were  principally  the  country  men 
of  that  great  patriot  Bute,  and  they  came  to  England  with 
equally  noble  views,  and  earned  money  by  similar  exalted 
practice*.  There  was  s.arcely  any  kind  of  prostitution  to 
Which  they  would  not  submit,  so  long  as  it  brought  in  "the 
bawbee-.  I    I    mention    Swinton   and    Mitchell,  and 

Camp!  ell,  and   the  notorious  llouer,  who  was  alternately  a 

.it,   an    atheist,  a    protectant,   a    quaker,   and    a   .Jesuit 

.n,  as  it  suited    1,  ,-.„  and  who  cheated   the  pub- 

lishers of  the  1'niversal  History  out  of  no  less  than  £.'300, 
while  he  pillaged  tailors,  ami  plundered  landladies  with  the 

t    glorious   ,i  f  honesty.      There  «  hoc 

Ibiek,  who  from  a  thresher   became  a  poet,  and   penned  the 

t    ridiculous  verses,  which   got    him  a  pens  '>0  a 

y<  ar  from  pious,  good  Queen  Caroline.      He  supplij 
of  these  journals  witli  poetry,  and  the  eem  to  1 

been  written  with  a  Hail.  There  was  ESaitace  BudgeU,  who 
began   hi  the  infamous  Lord  Wharton, 

father  of  the  Duke,)  and  who  having  i  n  fortune  by 

the  most  discreditable  arts,loai  it  all  in  one  day  by  the 
failure  of  the  South  Sea  Scheme,  lie  was  now  libelling 
Walpole  iriifa   tin-  most    ;  bitterness,  and  receiving 

bribes  from  the  old  DuohCM  of  Marlborough  for  hi 

on  the  parly  who  had  displaced  her  old  traitor 
of  a  duke.  Oldmixon  was  on  the  other  side,  and  was  ridi- 
culing the  Tories  with  unflagging  bitterness,  for  which  he 
icntly  rewarded  by  a  post  under  government. 
He  wrote  the  life  of  Arthur  Mainwaring,  the  first  keeper 
of  poor  Mrs.  Oldfield,  and  would  have  penned  the  life  of  a 
hangman  if  he  could  have  got  money  by  the  job.  Welsted 
was  also  in  the  employ  of  Walpole ;  an  indefatigable  scrib- 
bler of  political  trash.     Ned  Ward,  who  kept  a  public  house 
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in  M  s,  was  an  imitator  of  Butler,  and  a  desperate 

antagonist  of  the  Low  Church  Whigs,  which  drew  a  great 

-lier  of  customers  to  his  house,  so  that  he  derived  equal 

-in  his  beer  and  brains.     Defoo — but  why  go  on? 

I  saw  and  lived  with  these  gentlemen  who  constituted  all 

lower  empire  of  letters;  Pope  and  a  few  others  bt 
at  the  supreme  head,  and  hated  and  abu>.  >rm 

ieae,  the  writhing  wretched  extremity, 
morning  Sale  sent  for  me  in  a  lain  :ith," 

said  In-.  ••  I   lad   I   <  an  hare  little  or  no  employment  at 
I  can  profitably  put  you  for  some  time  »ga- 

I  Psalmannazar  and  his  canting  set  have  under m 
and  underbill  me.     We  must  therefore  ace  what  is  to  be 
rll,  who  ia  always  ready  to  take  on  new  hands. 
■  not  much,  but  it  is  certn 
went  and  found  the  bookseller  behind  his  coun- 
Rose  Street,  Co  vent  Garden.    From  all  I  had  heard  of  him, 
I  was  prepared  to  see  in  him  rather  a  low  sort  of  rascal, 
he  was  not  so.    He  had  light  gray  eyes,  not  un pleat- 
ing, only  that  they  were  enormously  large  and  projecting; 
he  was  purblind,  and  splay-footed,  but  his  manner  was 
smooth,  and  not  without  a  certain  polish.     After  an  intro- 
.  and  some  commonplace  remarks.  Sale  mentioned 
the  his  visit,  sneaking  rather  favorab:  pre- 

tensions.   Curll  asked  me  into  a  room  behind  his  shop, 
and  Sale  waited  for  me  at  the  next  tav< 

nth,"  said  the  bibliopole,  abruptly,  udo  you 
know  I 

I  answered  «  Yes." 
"  Any  other  languages  f* 
"Oh!  yes— French,  Italian  and  Greek." 
Curll  lifted  up  his  bands.    "But  do  you  really  know 
them,  sir?     By  J- 

ill,  when  1  say  any  thing,  yon  may  be  assured 
it  is  true." 
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u  Then,  sir,  I  shall  make  your  fortune,  by  Jove,  sir.  You 
arc  a  lucky  man  to  have  c;  me  here  this  clay.  Zounds,  sir, 
I  have  a  pack  of  scoundrels  in  my  employ,  who  pretend 
that  they  know  all  these  languages,  but  when  I  give  them 
a  work  to  do  into  English,  by  Jove,  sir,  they  can  do  noth- 
ing with  it  until  they  have  got  grammars,  and  lexicon8, 
and  dictionaries,  and  the  deuce  knows  what ;  and  then  the 
critics,  sir,  by  Jove,  sir,  when  the  work  is  published,  the 
critics  fasten  on  it,  and  in  the  brutallcst  manner  prove  to 
all  the  town  that  the  translator  searcery  knew  the  rudiments 
of  the  language  winch  he  translate!." 

"That  rnu-t  le  an  annoyainc  to  yon,  Mr.  Curll." 

by  .Jove!  sir,  it   drives  me  mad — it 
makes  me  di  .  sir.    I  can  neither  eat,  sleep,  walk,  nor 

drink,  on  account  of  it,  by  Jove!  sir." 

••  Well.  Mr.  Curll,  what  do  you  propose  that  I  shall  do 
in  this  dilcuni: 

"  Why  tliis,  sir — this  is  what  I  propose,  sir.     I  have  at 
>ent  some  half  score  of  these  gentlemen  at  work  lor 
and  what  I  frith  \«.u  to  <lo  is  to  revise  their  translate 
so  that  none  of  those  infernal  critics  can  find  a  Haw  in  ti 

by  •' 

Mr.   furl!,   if  yon  to  put  out    a    hook   in 

which  t!  :i't  flod  a  Haw,  I'm  afraid  you  ask 

m  impossihilr 
. !   dear  me.  I  did  not  me:m  that,  by  Jove,  sir,  1  know 
they  will  find  a  flaw  in  any  thing,  from    !b>mcr  Dp  to 

stament,  but  I  mean,  sir — by  Jove,  sir,  ywn  know 

what  1  Hasan — a  real  Haw — a  great  big  boobyish  Haw,  Midi 
as  oha&ging  ttOtsei  into  asses,  and  men  into  women,  which 
some  of  my  writers  frequently  do.  I  -ir." 

"I  can  undertake.  Mr.  Curll,  thai  DO  such  metamorphosis 
as  that  shall  happen  under  my  supervision." 

M  velv  good,  sir,  very  good,  by  Jove,  sir.  You'll  do — 
and  the  ternib,  Mr.  Smith  ?" 
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Ifr.  Curll,  I  must  leave  these  to  yourself." 

"Well,  sir,  the  troul  le  will  not  be  great,  and  there  will 
be  a  goo<l  deal  of  work.     >:iy   half  a  guinea  for  e\ 
printed   ibeel   •'!'  thirty-two  page- 

I  was  obliged  to  consent,  and  Curll  introduced  me  to 
hi*  re  I  found  about  fifteen  poor 

authors  in  various  styles  of  raggery  and  wretchedness,  with 
woebegone    features    and    unkempt   hair,   working   M 

it ly   at   their   various   employments.      Most   < 
were  Scotchmen;  there  was  an  Irishman  or  two;  the  rest 
were  of  this  country.     The  pens  m  rand  audi 

over  the  paper  in  the  learned  stillness;  they  all  looked  np 
when  we  entered  ;  they  seemed  afraid  of  Curll  like  a  pack 
of  beaten  hounds  or  schoolboys. 

44  Gentlemen,"   says   <  I    have  hrou 

Smith,  who  is  now  in  roj  service  as  general  reviser  of  all 
Greek,   1  rench,  and  Italian  translations.     So  J 

will  have  to  look  pretty  sharp,  I  can  tell  you,  and  n 
mind  your  I's  and  IJ's.     I  am  well  assured  of  his  compe- 
tency and  skill,  and  the  next  printed  half-sheet  that  comet 
from  the  printers  is  to  be  put  into  his  hands  before  it  is 
. 

aid  see  a  shudder  among  some  half-dozen  of  the 
poorest  devils  at  this  intimation,  bnt  they  dared  not  mur- 
mur |  they  looked  at  each  other  and  at  me,  saying  as  plainly 
as  t'  >.  "  HV7/  soon  make  this  place  to< 

e  us  indeed." 

14 1  shall  have  to  deduct  a  penny  f<>r  crery  grots  err 
each  sheet,"  added  Curll,  u  and  that  is  certainly  very  little, 
hut   I   have  too  long  put  np  with  impositions.     Aud  now 
let  us  see  how  goes  on  husine- 

14  Ali  have  you  finished  the  *  History  of 

maV     I  sir,  I  want   it.     The  press  is  waiting 

■Miami  so  are  the  public 

irU,"  said  MaoAuley,  "I  have  hunted  through 
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all  the  lanes  and  alleys  you  have  directed  me  to,  for  some 
of  the  last  dying  .  but  could  not  gel  them.     I 

I  can  discover  little  or  nothing  authentic  about  Bill  Bj 

Sally  Richardson,  Poll   Murray,  and  the  man  who  (.-hopped 

up  his  irife  in  Thames  Street. M 

ithentie!  Mr.  MaeAuley;  what  the  dev —  by  Jove! 
sir,  you  must  be  mail,  or  drunk,  or  damnably  silly,  sir. 
Authentic  indeed!  Why,  who  eares,  sir,  for  Authentic? 
If  you  <:ui't  find  '  ant  hent  if.'  -ir.  you  must  invent  'an- 
then  tie,'  sir;  or  go  about  your  business  and  Btarve,  sir ;  and 
sir;  and  be  d d,  sir.     Do  I  live  to  hear  one  of  my 

writers  insult  me  with  '  aut  hent  ie  ?'" 

ley  shrank  into  his  shell,  and  Curll  passed 
to  anotl- 

liiA    Defence  Of  the    M  -  of  the   Present   Adminis- 

tration.'    a  i  are  .'it  the  patriot*  again,  I 

Hit  'cm  hard  —  hard,  sir;  by  Jove  1  sir;  hit  Vm  with  a 
whip  Uf  iron,  sir — the  infernal  knaves,  the  lOUSy,  dirty 
who  pretend  thai  they  only  ran  save  the 
This  will  l»e  a  Very  nice  sixpenny  volume.  And 
here  is  sixpence  for  \oiirself,  (ileip; — Only  hit  the  pati 
ri^'ht  and  left,  up  ami  down,  by  .low,  sir." 

(ileig   took    the    lnoi,  thankfully.       He    had    just. 

published  an  elahorate  apology  for  adultery,  in  the   biog- 
rtain  great  man. 
••What's  this?     4A   Comparison  d    the    Present 

Ministry  and  the  Turkish  Court.'     Capital!      By  .1 
that's  a  taking  title.      It  will  sell,  sir,  by  .love,  sir:   it  must 
sell.      Let  me  see,  let  r  '  When  w.  r  the  pre- 

nid  ahominahh?  administration,  which,  to  the 
disgrace  of  England,  now  holds  us  in  thick  fetters,  we  can 
liken  them  to  nothing  so  much  as  that  accursed  gang 
eunuchs  and  cut-throats  wdiich  recently  brought  the  Sultan 
of  Turkey  to  an  untimely  end.'  Very  fine,  sir,  by  Jove, 
sir;  that  will  tell — it  will  sell,     Go  on  in  that  style,  Archie. 
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and  you  are  sure  to  prosper.     They  are  a  set  of  rop 
v  do  deserve  banging.     By  Jove,  sir,  these  two  pamph- 
vrill  be  a  hit,  sir — a  hit ;  for  all  the  Whigs  will  buy  the 
and  all  the  Tories  will  go  mad  after  the  last." 
He  passed  on  to  another  desk,  where  a  raffish,  drui 
looking  fellow  was  working.     He  had    i   I 
and  he  was  I  pleased  with  himself,  and  his  employ- 

ment.    Curll  paused  and  read — 

s  from  a  Deist  to  a  Friend,  concerning  I 
ns,  Ac'     Mr.  IYrQtt,  sir— l>y  Jove,  sir,  how  is  it  these 

;c  6t ill  unfinished  ?     I  have  had  a  dozen  orders 
d  fur  the  country ;  the  fops  and  fine  gentlemen,  n< 
•  the  Ladies  of  Quslity,  are  all  demanding  I 
••  Why,  faith,  sir,  I  have  been  living  rather  free  fur  the 
last  two  or  three  days,  and  I  ooold  not  make  out  som< 
the  Greek  of  the  Emperor  Julian,  which  I  wish  to  quote  in 
He  of  my  second  I 
— n  the   Emperor    Julian,  sir,  whoever   he  was. 
1  he  know  shout  the  subject  ?   One  of  your  rascally 
Hanover  Germans,  I  suppose,  who  wss  all  fur  the  Tope." 
lian  was  a  Human  Emper 
"  So  much  the  worse,  sir ;  by  Jove,  sir,  a  regular  Ja< 
and  Papist.     You  mustn't  quote  him,  sir,  in  defence  of  the 
le,  or  any  thing,  air.     It  will  never  do  for  this  Protest* 
ant  country.      Anti-Roman,   r.tr,   is   what   we   want, 
Roman." 

juote  him  in  defence  of  Deism,  and  again- 
Bible.     I  assure  you  he  didn't  believe  a  word  oi 

"  Ah!  Perfitt,  my  dear  fellow,  that  alters  the  esse ;  go 
on  snd  prosper,  but  don't  live  freely  again  un  ave 

finished.     Don't,  like  a  good  boy." 

I  what  are  you  doing,  Warren  7 — *  The  Parson  Hun- 

in  two  cantos.     Very  good  title— very  good  title,  by 

Jove,  air.    Give  it  to  the  parsons— hypocrites,  sly  foxes, 

drones,  whited  sepulchres,  hirelings,  mammon  worshippers, 
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and  so  on ;  their  belly  is  their  God,  and  so  on.  That's 
your  sort,  Sam,  my  boy.  Finish  it  soon,  and  it  will  have 
a  run.  And  you,  Mutt,  what  are  you  at  f  Why  yon  dirty 
shabby  Irish  brogneanier,  have  you  not  finished  that  'Let- 
ter'  yet  ?  What  do  I  pay  you  for?  by  Jove,  sir.  I  will 
send  you  back  to  OOnntUght,  sir.  I  will  send  you  back 
ur  potato.-,  and  salt,  sir." 
Here  Ourll,  to  my  amazement,  bepran  to  kick  this  wretched 
fellow,  at  which  he  whined  pitftOnsly.  Starvation  had  evi- 
dently dOW  iN  work  on  him  ;  it  had  broken  even  the  spirit 
of  p<»or  Paddy.  He  revived  his  cull's  very  contentedly, 
and   slunk   into  r.     Curl]   did  not   escape.     From 

some  unknown  place,  tenanted  in  nil  probability  by  some 
•her  Hibernian,  s  large  leaden  Ink  pot  was  Bang  with 
■lleut  aim,  and  hit  the  bookseller  right  in  the  poll.    He 

howled    wit  ud    quickly   turned    round,    but   c\< 

hand  was  busily  enur:iur,'d  in  Writing,  and  when   he  groaned 

out,  there  wi  sral  burst  of  honest  indignation  from 

whole  of  his   literary  regiment.      Some  of  then   kindly 

ran  to  i  inoe;  others  called  aloud  for  the  discovery 

of  the  saeri:  i  who  had   dared   to  lift  his   hand 

,ust  the  person  of  the  mister,  but  the  varlet  was  no' 

round.      Curll'fl  head  began  to  I  leed  profusely;    some  of 

the  gang  wenl  I  Corfl,  who  rushed  upstairs  in  a 

fright,  and  caterwauled  very  loudly  when  she  saw  her 
wounded  lord.  Darting  around  her  fiery  looks  of  rage,  she 
sought  (1  would  to  heaven  she  could  have  found)  the  wrath- 
ful Irishman:   but    as  there  was  no   possibility  of  this, 

and  Curll   finally  left    the  room,  amid   badly  suppressed  tit- 

.  leaving  me  to  shift  for  myself  fcatong  my  new  asso- 
ciat 

This  introduction,  it  must   be  owned,  was  not  the 
favorahle   in   the  world.      1  did  all   I   could  to  make  my  re- 
vision as  easy  as  possible,  and  II  n  read   over  and 
corrected  heaps  of  manuscript,  so  that  but  few  errors  ap* 
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peared   for  the  revise.     I  soon   found  that  even  by  this 
indulgence    I    could    not  these   gentlemen.     They 

a  nearly  all  starving,  out-at -elbows,  and  gni  ilar- 

in  their  own  estimation  they  were  the  shining 
tsof  literature  and  England,  without  whose  blaze  the 
world  would  be  in  darkness.     Their  conceit  was  dreadful; 
the  ;"  each  other  quite  maniacal ;  their  scandal  and 

you  quite  wretched  to  hear  it. 
xisted  among 
the   Irishmen,  scorned  the  .v 

other;   the  Irishmen  repaid  the  mutual  dislike  of  both  with 
alternate  laughter,  threatening*  and  abuse.     The  Scotch- 
men   hoarded   up  their  bile   until  a  proper  opp    ' 
arr;\  u  they  squirted  it   indiscrimiii 

came  from  the  «  I  'weed.  u  ns 

B  not  translators,  by  degrees  scrap  1   up  an  iutin 
with   m  .  u  well  t  with  those 

whom  I  was  placed  a 
little  t-r  nothing.     Tl  BOO  did 

■ 
boa-  Taonlii.  Ish- 

man  was  our  great  hand  at  Italian.     The  blunders  win.  h 
each   and   all   made  were  most   ridiculous,  and    I 
scarcely  blame  the  i  it  these 

backs  would  not  ••*■  ledge  its  fairness, 

h  them,  all  such  i  was  scoundrelism — \ 

dabbled  in  it,  they   hunted  out   | 
same  sort  of  ankers  D| 

At  ls>t  h  up  in  wrath  j 

ne  of  them  said  to  me  one  day — 

our  bulls  and  blunders  .1,  I 

new  an  Englishman,  who,  if  he  was  born  in 
md,  wouldn't  make  as  many  bulls  and  blunders  as 
worst  of  us." 
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CHAPTER    XXIII. 

'Why  don't  j'ou  join  our  club?"  said  Savage,  to  me 
one  day;  "the  ezpenM  It  little,  tin-  fun  great." 

"What  club  '•  I   never  heard  yon  WW(  in  a 

chil-." 

••  Why,  the  Apollo  Club,  to  be  sure;  the  club  of  all  the 

.   DOati  ami  eoholl  : 

••  You  have  yourself supplied  a  reason  why  1  don't 
long  to  neither  of  tin  •  oommunitii 

••  I'     •  i.   DOOh,  you'll  do   very   well ;    I   wish  we   bid   B04 

alulhr  doge  than  yon  among  u<." 
I  DOWed,  and  gravely  thanked  him  for  the  compliment, 
ii^e  looked  conl'u- 

he,  ••  I  didn't  mean  it  in  that  way,  drat 
Bttt  nmit'  and  join;   it  will  be  good  fun  fur  yOB 
\  on  arc  in  the  ipll 
■•  Where  do  you  meet?  and  what  are  tin-  preliminary 
••  W'c  ihr.t    ottOl  a   month,  in  I  livriiient    hoi 

I  M         .  the  eiga  of  the  Jolly  Fiddlers.    We  I 

•y  night,  ami   th.  i  j»rol i tiiina rios 

i  he  proposed  and  seconded.    When  your  «•:■ 

follows,  yon   pay   five  shillings,  and   you   take  your   plan- 

eg  na,  a  regular  son  of  l'lm-bus." 
'•i  all  do  discredit  to  so  bright  a  aire;  never* 

.if  you  wish   it,  I   will  see  what  sort  of  divinities 

you  | 

!    like    us,  you   can   join.      Nothing   can    he 

fairer,  so  be  ready  by  n»xt    Friday  night ;  our  monthly 

meeting  will  then   take  pli  I        all  call   for  you  about 

end  we  shall  go  together.  Bring  the  needful,  alias 
tin-  price  of  your  nipper,  which  is  eighteen  pence;  what 
you  order  :'  drink  or  smoke  will  lie  an 

extra.     But  we  are  generally  sober  fellows.     Ami,  by  the 
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bye,  I  was  near  forgetting — bring  a  good  oak  stick.  It 
may  \>c  useful." 

I  rather  stared  at  this  last  article  of  costume,  but  a  club 
of  wits  must  have  their  eccentricities,  and  this  no  doubt 

scene  of  our  symposium  was  a  large  tavern  in  < 
Market — the  delicacy  was  tripe ;   the  refreshment  in  the 
of  liquor  was  strong  beer.     We  walked  up  into  a  long 
room,  the  whole  centre  of  which  was  occupied  by  a  table 
spread  with  plates  and  glasses;  the  cloth  was  coarse,  and 
not  very  white,  but  the  worthy  landlady,  I  suppose,  • 
aidered  these  nice  particulars  beneath  the  notice  of  literary 
gentlemen,  whose  thoughts  are  usually  in  the  clouds  of 
heaven.    A  large  chair  was  at  the  head  of  the  table,  and 
here  we  already  found  seated  Orator  Henley,  who  had  ap- 
pointed himself  president  for  the  evening.     Amongst  the 
motley  crowd  was  Mr.  John  Dennis,  Aaron  Hill,  Ward,  the 
author  of  the  London  Spy,  Archibald  Bower,  Curll, 
one  of  his  poets,  Pattieon,  whom  he  literally  st:> 
death,  and  who,  indeed,  died  soon  after  ;  these  tripe  nights, 
tlM  "tily   period*  from  mouth  to  month 
when  he  had  any  food.     Morgan,  who  sought  to  mak 
his  readers  Mohammedans,  and  who  published  some  funny 
works  on  the  subject:  Concanen,  a  mad  son  uia, 

and  poor  Jack  Dunton,  a  broken-down  bookseller,  were 
there;  hunger  in  their  eytw^  rags  on  their  bodies.  Came 
also  Charlie  (iildon,  who  lodged  at  an  ale  house,  in  Long 

y  Bessie  Cox,  the  frowsy  Chloe  of  M 
and  whom  that  silly  bard  would  have  married  had  he 
beta  prevented  by  death;  Amhur»t,  the  I  POT 

of  the  Craftsman,  Oldmixon,  Boycr,  Mat  Green,  of  the 
Custom  House,  Tibbald,  who  changed  his  name  into  the 
more  sonorous  one  of  Theobald ;  Dr.  Martin  and  Russell, 
the  tors  of  the  Orub  Street  Journal ;  Will  Avers, 

himself  a  i  ustace  Bridge!,  and 
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Tindal,  whose  will  the  first-named  afterwards  forged,  to  the 
great  indignation  of  the  rightful  heir;  and  most  ridiculous 
of  all,  Figg,  the  prize-fighter,  brought  up  the  rear,  but  how 
or  why  he  got  into  this  literary  club,  I  knew  «ot.  We 
formed  altogether  a  harlequin  group  of  about  fifty,  many 
of  whom  were  out  at  elbows — the  great  majority  evidently 
at  starvation  point*  At  half-past  nine,  the  smoking  tripe 
wbm  pfodooefi;  by  ton  it  had  wholly  disappeared,  and  tl 

were  pool-  devils  KmOfig  us  who  seemed  inclined  to  swallow 
■  greasy  plates,  so  ravenous  was  their  appetite,  and 
60  unusual  the  appear*]]  <>d.      Tints  and   pots  of 

ing  l>eer,  stout  October  as  it  was  called,  were  now 
brought  up.  with  pipes  ami  tohaeeo,  and  Henley  having 
called  to  Figg  to  keep  order,  knocked  On  the  table  with  a 
little  hammer,  ordering  silenee  and  attention. 

"Gentlemen,"  rried  Henley,  "are  yon  all  Ailed  P" 

louted  a  score  of  voice-.  u  ire  have  drank  only  a 
r  so,  and   haven't    had   half   as   much   tripe  as 
ought." 

••  I  meant  your  glasses,  not  yourselves,  j'ou  sots,"  retorted 
the  orator.     M  Fill  them,  and  listen." 

Thi  ttion  was  joyfully  obeyed.     After  a   \ 

•an. 
••  1  am  not   going  to  begin  with  a  text,  nor  shall  I  detain 
3*ou  with  a  long  preamble  about  the  Ten  Commando* 

DC  of  which  I  believe  you  have  broken.      I  am  ahout 
:  he  health  of  the  most   renowned  critic  in  1. 

laadfthi  lian,  ami  the  finest  political  writer — 

i    I    name   Mr.  .John    Pennis?      His   father  was  ft  decent 

Her,  which  probably  I  -  for  the  son's  detestation 

of  mules  and  donkeys,  (such  as  I  see  aroumlj  and  also 
•  nuts  for  his  own  Peg&sian  flights  to  the  highest  sum- 
mit of  Part  I  don't  believe  there  is  much  in  the 
tale  that  he  was  expelled  from  Cains  for  attempting  to  stab 
a  man  in  the  dark — for  all  poignard  blows  arc  gcnerall}' 
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given  in  the  open  day,  as  Poj  on,  and  Steele,  those 

Three  Impostors,  can  well  testify;  bat  I  do  wry  weU 
lieve  that  fine  and  Spartan  trait  in  Mr.  Pennies  chara 
which  runs,  I  think,  as  follows.  You  all  know — I  n 
have  heard — of  the  late  Dick  Steele.     W.-ll.  in  a  magna  u- 

is  moment,  when  the  wine  was  in,  and  the  wit  was 
this  Irish  knight  became  bail  for  Mr.  Dennis  for  some  fifty 

nds.     Steele,  as  may  be  supposed,  was  soon  after  ar- 
bsd  for  this  sum;  our  venerable  brother  was  infon 
of  the  fact.     '  Sdeath  !'  said  he,  '  what  an  ass  be  was  I     ' 
did  he  not  keep  out  of  the  way,  as  I  did?'     And  with  this 
grand  philosophical  reflection — well  worth  the  whole  sum 

teele — he  allowed  that  unreflecting  Samaritan  to  cxtri- 
himself  from  the  Philistines   as  well   as   he  could. 
Gen  here  was  a  moral  grandeur  about  this  wbi 

am  sure  you  will  all  well  appreciate. 
in  return  I  cannot  well  approve  of.     For  while  he  anV 

e  our  friend  for  that  heroic  Stoicism  «  tare 

already  mentioned,  he  bad  the  cruelty  to  cite  in  the  'Spec- 
tator,' as  one  of  the  happiest  couplets  in  lieh  lan- 
guage, that  famous  stanza,  in  which  Mr.  Dennis  describes 
himself  and  his  brother  authors.    The  stanza  is  as  follows : 

•  •  Tboj  dm  tool  loiu  kit  tooira*  out  i  toother. 
And  BhakM  hU  empty  doU4U  »t  hi*  teuUm.' 

Pennis,  though  proud,  snd  justly,  of  beii 
author  of  these  admired  verses,  was  conscious 
written  others  v.  and  as  !■•  it  it  was 

a  very  mean  piece  of  envy  in  Steele  to  suppress  all  men' 
of  those,  while  he  so  pompously  cited  the  foregoing,  he 
wrote  him  a  reathing  hot  the  noble  Indignation  of 

his  soul;  and  from  that  day  uutil  the  death  of  Dick,  those 
hty  men  continued  foes. 

Dennis  has  always  been  proudly  jealous 
of  the  high  consideration  due  to  men  of  lie  was 
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once  invited  to  Lord  Halifax's  house,  whom  they  call 
\$e  Montagu,  because  I  suppose  he  ratted  from  his 
party,  and  Bufo,  because  he  was  as  ugly  as  a  toad,  in  soul 
and  body.  Baft  was  playing  with  a  parrot,  of  which  he 
was  extremely  fond,  it  was  so  like  himself,  and  not  paying 
that  marked  attention  to  our  venerable  Nestor  which  he 
was  conscious  he  deserved.  'My  lord,'  6ays  he,  'as  you 
and  your  companion  are  so  engaged  in  admiring  each 
other,  I'll  wait  on  you  at  some  other  opportunity.'  W  here- 
upon, tO  the  honor  of  literature,  he  left  the  scene  of  insult — 
a  dignified  and  noble  step,  which,  even  if  it  stood  ah 
deserves  our  eternal  gratitude.  Bufo  did  not  stop  him, 
but  laughed,  and  soon  after  invited  him  to  supper.  The 
wine  was  good,  and  Mr.  Dennis  drank  it — may  1  be  par- 
doned, O  venerable  Sage,  for  jast  hinting  that  thou  <l 
drink  a  little  too  much  thereof? — and  just  as  he  was  main- 
taining that  BhaktpMOra  was  a  scoundrel,  and  Pope 
stupid  ami  venomous  as  a  hunchbacked  toad,' he  received 
rather  a  blunt   contradiction   from  some  vile  led-captain  of 

ny  lord,  who  did  m»t  properly  appreciate  our  Gerenian 
knight.    The  Mood  of  Pboebni  took  fire— our  aoble  brother 

;ied  out  of  the  room,  upsetting  in  his  angry  (light  a 
whole  .sideboard  of  bottles  and  glasses.     Next  day  Mat 

Moyle,  one  of  the  company,  met  him.  Mr.  Dennis  told 
him  he  remembered  all  that  had  happened  up  to  a  certain 
point,  but  after  that  all  was    Lethe.     'And   how  did  1 

quoth  he.  'Why,'  says  Moyle,  'yon  went  away 
like  the  devil,  and  took  one  corner  of  the  house  away  with 
you. 

Here  there  was  a  general  roar  of  laughter.  Dennis,  I 
think,  did  not  like  the  fun,  but  he  sat  still  till  we  had 
drank  his  health,  which  Savage  did,  with  u  one  cheer  more." 

He  then  rose  up.     He  *  wry   old,  yet    he  retained 

all  the  characteristics  of  his  earliest  years.  Bis  eye  was 
small  and  fierce  ;  ho  had  a  squab  nose,  like  a  prize-fighter's, 
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a  mouth  of  iron,  knitted  eyebrows,  a  round  chin,  and  a 
low,  narrow  forehead.  It  was  no  wonder  that  such  a  man 
should  have  a  temper,  involving  him  in  perpetual  squab- 
Pope,  who  always  reminds  me  of  a  flea,  he  stung  so 
fchn:  I  but  a  day  or  two  before  given  to  the  press 

that  shucking  epigram  on  him  which  conveys  the  most 
malignant   poison*  to  the  mind,  and   the  old   man   had 
evidently  been  brooding  over  it,  for  there  was  a 
of  rage  and  fire  suppressed  within  his  angry  bosom.     II,' 
looked  as  black  and  malignant  as  a  scorpion.     He 
.or  supper,  but  had  smoked  plentifully . 
to  have  come  for  solace  to  the  place  to  be 
aged  by  some  of  the  younger  men,  all  of  whom  he  knew 
hunchback  of  Twickenham.     He  was  si- 
ng from  sou.  >rs,  who  had  set 
bailiffs  after  him,  so  that  he  was  in  the 
thai  II.  nlrv  liked  of  all  others — inflammable  as  gunpo» 

titles*  orator,  it  must  be  avowed, 
ry  flaming  match  indeed  to  this  dangerous 
■ 

aid  Den:  1  are  a  parson  is 

from  my  just    indignation.     I   will    not    sully  my 
sacred  hands  by  thrashing  yon;  parsons  and  women  are 
:apt  from  the  aaget  of  men.     You  have  affected  to  pro- 
pose my  health,  but  you  really  hare  insulted  me.     80  be 
it.     The  moon  regai  e  yelping  of  the  puppy  n 

bays  at  her  solemn  light.    My  father  was  a  sad.l 
that  is  no  disgrace — had  he  been  a  parson,  whose  whole 
life  defamed  his  reverend  calling,  it  would  have  been  so. 

•  Should  Dennis  publish  you  had  tubbed  your  brother. 
Lampooned  your  monarch,  or  debauched  yomr  mother, 
Say  what  revenge  en  Itennls  can  he  had? 
Too  dull  for  laughter,  for  reply  too  mad. 
On  one  ao  poor  yon  cannot  take  the  liw, 
On  one  ao  old,  yon  acorn  your  sword  to  draw, 
Uncaged  then  let  the  harmless  monster  rage. 
Secure  la  dalaeas,  ■ndneni,  wast,  and  age. 
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You  accuse  me  of  attacking  Addison — he  was  a  smooth- 
tongued hypocrite,  as  most  of  your  cloth  are;  of  censuring 
Steele — he  was  an  Irish  rogue,  as  poor  and  drunken  as 
yourself;  of  vilifying  Pope,  who  resemhles  you,  for  as  you 
delight  in  the  butchers  of  Clare  Market,  so  docs  he  in 
butchering  every  man.  I  suppose  3'ou  think  yourself  a 
scholar,  and  can  judge  of  his  Homer — but  you  are  not  a 
scholar;  you  are  a  dunce,  a  humbug,  and  ignoramus; 
wherefore  it  has  been  well  said  of  you — 

'O  Orator  with  l>rarcn-faee  ami  lung*, 

1  i>f  trn  unlearned  tongues, 
Why  stumlcjt  thou  there  a  whole  long  hour  haranguing, 
When  half  the  time  fits  better  men  for  hanging?' " 

ITcre  there  was  a  general  smile,  and  Henley  looked  rather 
sheepish  for  a  moment.     Qcnnis  continued  : 

'•Sir,  I  shall  always  be  proud  of  having  been  among  the 
first  96  that  scribbling  Papist.     When  I  die,  let  it 

be  graven  on  my  tomb,  '  He  defended  the  Great  Prince  of 
Song  from  the  vilest  of  his  imitators."  For  I  aver,  and  let 
none  contradict  me,  that  the  Homer  which   Lintol   pri 

I  not  talk  like  Homer  at  all,  but  like  Pope  ;  and  he  who 

translated    liim,  one   would    swear   had   a    hill    in   Tijipcrary 

nd  a  puddle  in  s..ine  bog   for   his  llip- 

rene.      But  it*  we  want  further  to  know  what  this  fellow 

i-.  ht  US  take   tin-   initial   and    final   letters  of  his   name,  to 

.  and  this  <;ives  you  a  true  idea  of  the  creature. 

16  COmeS    from  the    Latin  word    Popa,  which   signil'h 

little   wart,  or  from    Popysma,  because   he  was  continually 

popping  out  squibs  of  wit,  or  rath.  nala,  or  Popisius 

— so  that  when  I  think  of  him — " 

line  there  was  a  general  coughing;  for  though  the  com- 
pany hated  Pope  mortally,  yet  it  was  evident  that  Dennis 
1  about  to  give  them  a  longer  diatribe  than  they  quite 
liked,  and  the  coxcombs  were  themselves  each  so  anxious 
to  hear  his  own  wit,  that  they  listened  with  impatience  to 
any  of  their  neighbors. 
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"Pooh,  pool:.  Aaron  Hill,  "we  have  had  enough, 

and  more  than  enough  of  Po\  • 

Tuneful  Alexis  on  the  Thine*'  fair  tide. 
The  lft>!y'i  plaything,  an  1  the  miik'i  pride. 

"  But  won't  you  allow  me  to  speak,  when  I  am  attack 
ask<  s ;  and  li 

Iv  attack  was  all  f 

n  to  us,  but  death  to  the  frogs,"  groaned  Aral: 
you    dare    to    call   me   a   frog?"    thundered  out 

ii're  an  old  fool,"  bawled  Gleig  from  the  bottom  of 

\ou  ought  to  be  my  best  friend  1  orted 

all  fools  are  kinsmei 

^hort,"  said  liar.  'he  author  of  '  Sally  in 

our   I  Poor  Harry  was  a  son  of  Savillr.  ^  of 

-he  hanged  himself  in  I  .ml  left  no  more 

goo'i  I  roan  all  re.     Why  do  so  many  good  fellows 

•  s  in  this  best  of  all  possible  worlds? 

it   in    I1  cut   it  short — do, 

-o ;  as  short  as  your  own  U 
re  was  no  resisting  this  general  outcry,  so  Dennis 

•  go  on. 

."  said  he,  uyou  are  all  in  league  wit1 
el  in  the  chair,  and  he  is  in 

igue  with  the  I'rctc'ndor,  ami  t 

li — and  the  whole  of  them  ag> 
liecause   !  more  barm  than  all  the  Duke  of 

>ugh'a  battles;  but  this  will  •  r  again 

to  k  ih  u  parson,  nor  will  I  die  with  one 

•iv s  au  Irishman, 
ou'll  die 


290      EDWARD  WORTLEY  MONTAGU. 

This  last  sally  produced  fresh  laughter,  in  the  midst  of 
which  Dennis  resumed  his  scat,  trembling  with  fury. 

"Gentlemen,  and  brother  wits,"  .says  Henley,  as  cool  as 
rates  himself  vrben  his  wife  threw  a  dirty  pail  over  him, 
"it  is  quite  true  that  I  am  a  parson,  but  that  is  more  my 
misfortune  than  my  fault,  and  I  hope  it  is  not  enough  to 
lode  me  forever  from  the  company  of  honorable  men, 
01  virtuous  women.  For  t his.  I  can  say,  that  though  a 
parson.  1  :Un  no  hypocrite,  nor  did  1  ever  Btab  a  man  in 
the  dark  like  some  that  1  know.  The  Bishop  indeed  has 
waved  his  atheistical  hand  over  me,  but  though  the  episco- 
pal touch  like  the  money  which  Caiapbas  gave  Ucariot 
generally  gives  entrance  to  a  whole  legion  of  devils,  yet  in 
my  case  it  was  not  so." 

Here  l><iinis  looked  quite  crestfallen.  Henley  begged  his 
pardon  in  a  way  irresist  ihly  ludicrous,  and  we  drank  the 
Orator's   health  with   a  gusto  rather  displeasing  to  the  <>hl 

critic,  who  soon  rose  up,  and  in  a  silent  rage,  disappeared. 
Hire  l  ventured  to  put  in  •  word. 

atlemen,"  I  said,  "as  you  have  mentioned  Steele, 
allow  me  to  suggest  that  his  memory  Is  d<  of  honor 

in  any  literary  society — more  especially   in   one   like   OUTS, 

many  of  whose  members  have  been  beholden  to  him."    And 

I  told  them,  with  a  little  variation,  all  that  had  happened 
between  myself  and  him. 

"  A  .  another,  M  Hick  was  a  line,  good    fellow.      1 

-  down  in  Wales  when  lie  died;   where,  as  it  was  said — 

'From  perils  of  a  huixlrol  jnll.., 
Steele  fled  to  starve  and  dio  in  Wales.' 

He  retained  his  cheerful,  happy  temper  to  the  hist.  When 
he  was  so  far  gone  that  he  could  not  walk,  he  would  he 
carried  out  of  a  summer's  evening,  when  the  country  lads 
and  lasses  were  assembled  at  their  rural  sports;  and  I  have 
seen  him  give  one  of  his  few  guineas  to  buy  a  new  gown 
for  the  best  dancer." 
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drank  his  memory — G  a  him.     I  am  now  old, 

and  as  hard  as  adamant  itself;  hut  I  sometimes  find 

-  when  I  think  of  wild 

as  Will-o'-the-Wiat,  but  he  was  the  only  one  amid 
eally  crew  of  what  is  railed  our 
who  had  any  human  feeling.     To  bare  had  even  a  glin 
of  him  has  helped  to  humanize  me.     What  a  J 
make  such  an  honest  fellow  Master  of  the  my 

of  Comedians — the  g  of  rogu.  mi- 

-  I  suppose  that  •  re  brought  togeth 

uny  berth  hi 
have  got  had  he  not  by  some  means  got  himself  to  1  G  M   P. 
>ver. 
nother   l-uiii|  1   Henley;    "another  fnl! 

rue  preface  it  with 
is  in  Scotland,  last  year,  I  found  to  my  am: 
there  was  nothin  1,  rain,  rain.    Rain  in  < 

in  Ibe  valleys,  rain  in  the  lakes,  rain  in  the  st 
lual  drizzle.     The  univen»al  cl- 

Hill's  tragedies,  or  John  Oldmixon'a 
operas.     At  last  I  said  to  a  fellow,  4My  good  sir. 
always  rain  here 

1  i,  dear  nay,'  answered  the  fellow,  4 17  snares  toh 

also — and  a-  that  it  was  in  ctieof  thos< 

hurricane*  <-ur  i 

us,  I  beg  to  propose 
may  his  muse  be  always  like  his  country's  showers  in  | 
-" 

'•  II. •:.■■. .it.  I  should  hi  »u  so  im 

:inc 
B  bottle;  you  si.  I   be  too  fond  of  reminding  us 

.." 
"A  bottle!"  says  Savage;  "and  where  the  deuce  do  you 
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expect  I  shall  get  the  money  to  pay  for  it  ?  If  I  were  a 
mountebank  like  you  I  could  raise  pence  at  will  from  the 
butchers,  but  I  have  to  depend  on  more  unfeeling  brutes 
than  they — the  bookseller 

"Yon  know  the  law,  Mr.  Savage,"  said  Henley,  "and 
you  must  either  pay  the  One,  or  give  us  an  impromptu." 

'  Flow,  Savage,  flow,  like  thlno  Insptrer— beer, 
Though  Kale  not  ripe,  though  thin  yet  never  clear; 
So  sweetly  mawkish,  and  so  smoothly  dull. 
Heady  not  strong,  o'erflowlng  though  not  lull.'" 

The  orator  repeated  these  lines  with  a  mock-heroic  imi- 
tation of  Pitt,  LlT6iifltibIy  comical,  and  when  lie  had   done, 

■in  bawled  out,  M  Now  for  the  impromptu*" 
"An  Impromptu  1   an  impromptu!"  cried  half-a-dozen, 

who  probably  knew  from  experience  '>t*  their  own    pockets 

the  impossibility  of  getting  a  bottle  from  Bavage. 

"On  what  sui  jf.  •  i  this  hopeful  scion  of  Lady  M. 

u  A  friend,  b  friend,"  said  Henley;  "then  we  know  you 

can  be  severe.  Lei  me  sec.  Pope  feeds  you  now  and  then 
— cri\,  abOUl   l'< 

e,   Pope-"  Pope,"  echoed   nearly  all  the  company. 

The  bard  had    made   them  smart  under  his  hoofs,  and  they 

now  gathered  at  his  name  like  a  nest  of  hornets,     There 

no   zest    in    satire   on    that    subject    from    Dennis,  but 

□   supported    by    Tope's   bounty,  and   the 

thing  promised  -J 

Dtlemen,"  saya  Savage,  with  a  mock  air  of  sadness, 

u  it  is  tOO  bad  for  you  to  force  me  to  attack  my  friend 
ami  benefactor:  but  if  I  must,  I  must,  and  here  goes." 
And  after  musing  a  while,  the  grateful  pensioner  of  Twick- 
enham's imp  began  as  IbliO 

"Oft  have  I.  moved  with  anger,  seen 
Sad  object  of  envenomed  spleen 
A  painted  butterfly  unlold 
Its  spangled  winga  bedropt  with  gold, 
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And  basking:  In  a  summer's  day 
The  glories  of  its  plumes  display. 
While  Issuing  from  bis  maiy  cell 
With  rage  replete,  a  spider  fell." 

"Hear,  hear,"  says  Hill,  "that's  Pope,  I'll  swear." 

••  Indignant  views  the  pretty  form. 
And  spits  upon  the  painted  worm. 
So  Pope  of  spiders  kind  and  make—" 

"Hurrah!  hurrah!"'  clamored  half-a-dozen. 

"A  monstrous  form,  all  legs  and  book. 
Crawls  hateful  from  his  bole  obscure. 
Nor  lovely  object  ean  en.lure. 
Bat  views  with  envy,  pride  and  halo. 
The  shining  honors  of  the  great ; 
Till  squeezing  forth  hU  poisonous  steam. 
The  subtle  still  malignant  stream, 
DUcktn*  Infectious  as  it  flows: 
Heroes  and  statesmen,  belles  and  boailT. 

lis  and  bids  the  world  drepUe 
Wuatccr  his  Bgly  soul  outvie*." 

Tho^e  verses  were  r*  tn  BpplmOM.     lavage  was 

in  as   an  air  igh    i    think    soi 

of  them  as  a  I 

ur  own?"  asked  Aaron  Hill, 
think  ! 

it    is  what  -  iys  of  your  nil  I 

i  nobody  is  mad  enough  to  doul.t 
it  is  your  own." 

Patrick,"  says  one 

1  write  as  bad  as  Hill.  •  v«  n  if  he 
was  paid  for  it." 

md  we  know  wha' 

'Says  Moseo  to  his  brother  Aaron. 
Your  songs  are  bad  and  beyond  bearing."* 

Poor  Aaron,  who  was  not  at  all   |  I   for  this  on- 

slaught, remained  silent  for  the  rest  of  the  evening. 
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"  And  yet,"  says  Concancn,  u  I  own  I  foci  anxious  to  see 
his  tragedy  of  Cinna,  on  which  Rowe  has  written, 

1  Hill  for  his  precious  soul  cares  not  a  pin-a, 
For  he  oan  now  do  nothing  else  but  Cinna.'" 

"But  we  have  not  heard  Mae  A  nicy's  speech,"  says 
Booth,  the  actor.  Who  by  some  odd  chance  found  himself 
amid  this  troop  of  ragamuffins. 

••  N.i\."  Bays  .Mac.  ••  1  ha\e  no  speech  to  make,  but  I 
should  like  to  say  a  word  Of  toi" 

'•Hear!  beat!  heart"  bawled  Henley. 

"  Waa  any  one  present  t'other  Right,"  asked  our  Scotch- 
man, "  when  the  orator  was  Moored  by  two  lads  from  Ox- 
ford 

'pier!   onlcr!   chair!   silence!"    roared  Hen 

"'fell  us — tell  us!"   bellowed  OUt  B  do/en  voices  in  reply. 

••  ^  OS  Know,"  cri.  -  Mac.  "that  our  hoble  chairman  has 
covered  the  metropolis  with  posters,  promising  to  giTB  an 
impartial   decision  OB  any  question   that  may  he  discussed 

before  bin  at  bit  Wednesday  night  meetings.    Well,  tw<» 

lads  came  before  lii  111  a  night  or  two  ago — I  hear  their 
names   were    Selwvn    and     1\  md    atgWCd   at    gl 

length,  one  in  favor  of  Henley*!  ignoranoe,  while  the  other 

contended   that    iinpu<lencc   was   his  chief  characteristic 

When  the   question    came  to  he  decided    by  the  chair.  1  am 
f.niid    empty,   the    universal   genius 
having  sneaked  oil'." 

'•It  appears  to  i  M        a, "that  these  Oxford 

boys  treated  our  reverend  friend  as  discourteously  as  Swift 
did  when  he  Waited  on  him;  for  they  say  he  Offered  him 
the  dregs  of  a  bottle  of  wine,  saying  that  he  always  kept  a 
poor  parson  about  him  to  drink  up  his  dregs." 

H  Bravo']  brafol"  cried  MacAulcy. 

A  general  titter  went  round  the  room;  the  Scotchman 
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had  avenged  himself,  and  Henley  looked  black  with  fur}-. 
bald  got  up. 
••  Mr.  Preai  lent,"  said  ne»  "allow  me  to  addre- 
•out  what!'"  demanded  Hen]  rent  jron 

»sed  yourself 
^How?  why?  when?  where?  explain!   ei  ame! 

chair!    i  hair!    sil<  b  was  tl. 

nda  thai  greeted  this  question  of  the  01 
-\\ !  \.  •  aaid  ll.nl,  :  beobeid  had  had  the 

good  sense  to  remain  silent,  no  one  would  have  known  that 
waa  drunk,  or  guessed  that  he  was  a  pedant :  bat  he  now 
propone  bj  a  speech  to  exhibit  himself  in  both  chanu 
at  once.     I  hope,  gentles  «e  sake  of  ou:  as  a 

club,  we  shall  not  permit  this  folh 

<>f  a  par- 
ball :     but  aft  he  could  say  another  word,  1 
.rg  and  I 

i  at  once  rose,  end  making  towards  Theoba! 
him  down  -  dopoattod  bin  \l  -m-l, 

<  I   i  me  l»ack  as  if  there  was  nothing  unusual  in 

»ummary  proceeding  silenced  some  of 
-e  who  would  have  b.  tt  who  ai 

wen  11. 

d  places,"  said  II 
now  devolve!  en  M  t«>  propose  tl  ■  of  an  il 

is  ami  honore<l   1  >so  fate  is  not  6o  splendid  as 

lescrves,  but  who  will  be  regal  ages  as 

i,  perhaps  even  the  Maro  of  the  preej 
ids  name  with  that  of  the  judge  P 
him.  for  the  two  should  not  be 
nor  will  1  allude  to  his  r%M  honorable  dame,  whose 
will  last   wfa  I  run  into  the  oeean,  or  the   i 

iuces  sanaycu.     Hut  this  I  will  say. 
all   :  i  in 

the  m poser 
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hard  Savage  has  the  most  right  to  fling  all  the  dirt  he 
can  collect  upon  that  tipsy  jade  Miss  Fortune.  And  never 
has  the  caprice  of  that  ill-favored  harridan  been  more 
clearly  developed  than  in  the  harlequin  career  of  our  vaga- 
bond— I  mean  our  wandering  friend  and  brother,  who  from 
the  moment  of  his  birth  down  to  the  present  instant,  when 
he  can  scarcely  be  said  to  live  at  all,  has  been  the  flying 
football  for  her  Incessant  kid. 

"Hear,  hear,"  shouted  half  a  score  of  wits,  poetasters 
who  envied  or  hated  SavagO;  and  who  had  not  a  tenth  of 
his  [ 

MTl  "  continued  Henley,  '•  1  beg  leave  to  propose 

and   his   health,  as  our  next  and  honored 

We   all   drank   it;   Indeed  we  would    have  drank   Satan's 
Ith  had  it  been  ejven.     The  thing  served  as  on  excuse 
!   a  pot. 
".May  he  lc  promoted  to  the  pc.  iid  one. 

.•red  another,  "  I  should  like  to  see  him  with 
hereditary  coronet.     lie  will  do  honor  to  the  House  of 
Is." 
"And  I  hope  he  will  impeach  aid  Warren* 

id  spend  his  money  on  literature,"  added  Butt 
"  My  lords  and  gentlemen,"  said  Savage,  rising  L,rracefully 
enOQgb,  for  he  wa«   not   drunk   yet,  "I    thank  you    fop  this 
high    and    unexpected    honor.      Pliny   I   think   it  was  who 
said  that  he  could  collect  >re.      I  also 

have  been  equally  happy  in  getting  applause  from  a  source 

as  dignified; — I  mean  our  reverend  illustrious  chairman, 

and   the  noble  wits  by  whom   he   is   surrounded.     1   Ijclt  to 
drink  all  your  good  healths,"  and  he  sat  down. 

This  horrible  sarcasm  would  probably  have  produced 
bloodshed  had  it  been  understood  J  but  the  great  majority 
of  the  assembled  wits  knew  Latin  only  when  it  was  made 
plain  to  them  by  a  dictionary,  and  the  rest  were  perhaps 
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too  drunk  or  indolent  to  resent  what  was  a  general  rather 
than  an  individual  insult.     Henley,'  ,  knew   what 

friend  intended  to  convey,  but  he  was  for  ojiee  abas! 
and  did  not    ivtort.     After  a  pause  of  some    minutes  he 

iien,"  quoth  he,  "I  hope  your  glasses  are  all 
filled;" — •  anj  immediately  replenisl 

••  1  he  orator,  '•  the  health  of  oar 

literary  patron,  Howard,  Earl  of  Suffolk,  an  illus- 

trious prose  and  poetical  writer,  great  in  i  iter 

in  Bapphlcks,  though  I  n  h  doabt  whether  a  future 

will  have  the  happiness  of  knowing  any  thing  about 
. 

•w  can  that  be?"  says  Savage,  "when  his  lor 
nine  living  muses  to  inspire  him?  each  as  chaste  and 
itiful  as  those  of  Helicon  itself." 

;. lain,  explain, 'V  >ught 

his  only  muse  was  'Bysshe's  Art  o 

u  I  oalled  OH  his  lordship  last  week  to,  ahem — to- 
:  witli  it,"  says  Atnhurst,  "to  solicit  a  subscr: 
— to  beg  a  guinea." 

"To  ask  him  whether  in  the  last  Craftsman  the  m:» 
silly,  or  the  stupid  element  most  predominated,"   ad 
Savage,  apparently  pursuing  the  sou.  -lit, 

Karl  began  to  read  some  of  his  most  tffl| 
sioi.  me  to  a  paasage  something  like  this — 

'  Hut  who  can  paint  the  rplcodora  <*f  her  ejrea 
i  All  the  Ooda  of  llraren  with  turpriaa. 
And  make  Jore'a  lightning  «avtou  aa  It  BL 

"Here  he  st.  '  .  Savage,  I  am  not  like 

mo-  I  do  n«»t  draw  from  -<»s,  I  n\\\ 

have  m\  for  a  footman, 

>tal  from  Drorj 
:nl>e's,  or  Home  such  elate 
hood,  appeared.     'Fine  1  1  my  lord, 'look  full  on 
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this  gentleman,'  and  he  read  some  more  of  this  nonsense 
descriptive   of  her  Another   and    another    was 

6nmm<>h("l„.'is  neck,  breasl  or  arms  came  to  he  portrayed, 
until  I  had  seen  all  Ins  Mums  from  head  to  foot,  and  com- 
pared the  living  charms  which  they  presented  with  those 
which  Lord  Suffolk  had  described." 

"And    how   much   did    you   swindle   the  fool    out  of?" 
asked  Bower,  when  our  chorus  had  subsided. 

'*!  think  I  should   have   nailed    him  lor  a  dedication 
but  that  he  said  you  had  sent  to  him  a  week  before  from 
bet,  and    his   last    available   funds   were  expended   in 
ihkgyOO,"  answered  E  H  ith  fine  coolness. 

M  I  VOW  it  would  puzzle  Satan,"  retorted  Bower,  "to  find 
Which  of  you  was  the  greater  liar  and  rascal. " 

dor,  Order,   illustrious    and    nohle    writers,"  shouted 

Henley.  "don't  let  qi  qnairel  over  such  a  dunco  as  tins. 

1  remember  Seeing  one  of  his  plays  in  manuscript.      It  was 

.ions  tragedy,  such  as  Tibbald  should  write  note 

in  which  Charles  the  Second  played  the  chief  character. 
After  the   hat  tie  of  Wi  Ling   shelter  at   the   hut 

Of  an  old    woman,  the   royal    fugitive   WM   accosted   I 

'Why,    you     hlack.    taw  ney-I'aced.    lanthoru-; 

oal-browed,   wide-mouthed,   Long-nosed,  lath-baoked, 

spindle-shanked   ninuy  ' — which   it    must   he  owned    R 

ription    enoogfc.     I>ut    that    rogue    Colley 

wouldn't  play  it,  and  so  I  think  we  had,  therefore,  better 
proceed  to  the  next   toast  on  my  list.      (lent  leinen,  fill—  fill, 

replenish  grandly,  plentifully  and  bounteously,  until  we 
resemble  the  happy  fly  of  Rabelais.  If  there  was  any  one 
here  who  knew  Latin,  I  would  say  j 

•  In  cyatho  vini  pleno  cum  mutea  ptrirrt 
Sic  ait  Deruut,  tponte  pcrire  velim.' " 

Here  a  tumult  arose  among  the  translators,  who  were 
indignant  at  this  reflection  on  their  classical  lore. 
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"Why.   faith,    gentlemen."    MJfl    Henley,   K Seeing    that 
not  one  of  3-011  knows  English,  I  could  scarcely  sup] 

Latin — bat  fill  full.     1  u  the  health  of 

Archibald  Bower,  Esq.,  late  a  Jesuit  and  lover  of  the  j>r. 
nun  of  Perugia;  though  I  nrfleh,  for  the  sake  of  the 

th,  that  the  scandal  was  found  out.     Hip,  hip.  hum 
'•I  don't  see  why  yon  should  regret  :  -   arrow, 

one  of  our  translators,  "as  the  discovery  of  the   amour 
him  to  come  among  us,  and  shine  so  brightly  in 
the  literary  world. 

'  r«rausot  b*J  »  mighty  Bower. 
Which  Phabas  m  and  chrteteMd  Bower.' " 

"Aye,  faith,"  says  Mil  wood,  another  poor  hack,  "hut  I 
think  he  didn  »  well  in  that  affair  of  >n." 

••  What  nfl'ai:  df-a-doy.  Bower 

uneasy,  and  I  think  if  he  had  been  n<  »od 

he  would   bntV  <  h«>kid   him.      But  the  latter  k 
temper,  and  took  care  to  be  a  good  distance  away  from 
him.  ise  I  am  sure  he  would  not  hare  ope 

."  says  Bow-  -this  story   I 

eton  i«*  a  lie." 
••  What  story?"  says  the  orat 

Ulght — fairh 
•  \\  '  . .  •  on  are  all  a 

low-bred  rogues  If  you  *  and  I  won't 

gra«  f  any  longer  by  sitting  In  j 

An<l  he  room  in  great  dudgeon.     We  could  hear 

irses  as  he  rolled  down  §tfl 

tor. 
iy  this  .1  lgged  eTerywhere  that  he  had  writ- 

ten a  pot  .  and  as  it  was  a  pretty  thing 

he  got  some  applause.    The  next  time  he  waited  on  his 
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patron  Lyttleton,  he  said  to  Tlowcr,  'Bui   Mr.  r>ower,  is 
this  true  what  I  hear — that  you  wrote  Blenheim?' 

■■  •  W  .  :.  -.:.  iayi  the  Scotchman,  *  J  did,  and  I 

you  like  it.' 

M  -  And  how  long  did  it  take  you,  Mr.  Bower,  to  spin  so 
fine  a  work  V 

"'Oh!  sir.  I  did  it  all  at  one  sitting.' 

"'I  should  like  to  see  the  original  manuscript,'  said  the 
patron. 

••  ■  You  certainly  shall,  sir;  and   when   D exl    I   <all  I  will 

bring  it.' 

who   was  present. 
*  What  do  yon  think  of  \  0  loeentknow 

that  r  wrote  the  poem  myeell1     B  i1  of  the 

root  i  not  :   1> 

dirty — I  mean   his   p<  lit;  k,  1 

enppoee  he  has  forgiven  him." 
M  Hurrah  l"  say-  Bet  id  well  to  take  hii 

i  ild  be  do  eaej  matter  I 

his  Bootoh  hide  wear  ■  bin  bnmpei . 

till  tell,  and  drink  the 
and  I  Know  ik)  man  since  the 

•  tin  better  than  the  Bret  •.  and 
Like  the 
■nd.    They  ere   Indeed   A  -which   I   l 

i  translal 

id  still  |  .  who  was  : 

only  with  his  pen.  «viv  both  I  1  on  the  head  by 

•inpliiiH-nts.    Tbej  could  not   epeak  ■  word,  hut 
\  bn rating  with  ihanMi    Bo  ere  drank  to  them 

without  calling  for  a 

In   this    manner    Henley    pro 

member  of  tins  gay  and  brilliant  company  had 

under  his  tongue.     I  ooul  itbering  and 

into  boi  .  and  wai  anxious  to  csca] 
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■*  to  ■  crisis.     The  clul>  was  now,  indeed,  more  tlmn 
half-drunk.      11.  and   he 

more  personal  and  savage.     At  la-- 
,  who  had  sat  in  terril ■!• 

.  and  was  evidently  a  ig  vengeance 

isult  to  his  countryman. 

said  the  orator,  "give  us  a 
I'm  tired  of  having  to  do  all  this  talk." 
The  Scotchman  made  no  answer,  hut  rising  up  he  rushed 
id  hit  him  1-etwecn  the  eyes  with  all  his  force. 
v  took  effect,  and  knocked  him  over, 
re  was  a  general  uprising,  in  the  midst  of 
Irish  hard,  whose  blood  was  at  fever-heat,  and  i 

ug  panting  for  a  battle,  jumped  up  ami 
clai:  ng  at  laid — than  whereupon 

■trafak    OUt    r._'..t    .-nil    Uf.    Villi    I    BOhk    'ii-ri-.ir.l    «.f  :m\ 
consider:  its  luxury  of  ml!  >wa. 

pommelling  now  became  general.     Figg,  like  a  lion 
aroused,  rushed  into  the  conflict;   the  li. 
guished  ;  1 1. ere  was  a  common  rush  towards  the 

e  vent  t«»  uccalcd 

frenzy  and  revenge  on  the  unfortunate  tenant  in  possess r 
!.  and  glasses  were  smashed — I  now  ki 
ige    had   counselled  me  to   bring  a  cudgel— groans, 
:vt»,   and    curses   were  intent  and    I    escaped, 

with  whole  bones,  getting  free  Just  as  the  nl 
watch  entered  to  convey  the  ringleaders  to  the  round-house, 
where,  I  fear,  they  fared  but  badly  orning. 

tad  tins  hickeotd 

me  for  the  rest  of  my  days  with  literary  clubs  and  coteries, 

which  I  be  only  hotbeds  of  falsehood  and  defara- 

•t  come  near  me  for  some  weeks.   Even 

he  was  ashamed  of  the  rapscallions  to  whom  he  had  intra- 

<-d  me,  and  when  we  did  meet  be  made  no  allusion  to 

the  fray. 
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CnAPTER     XXIV. 

Ovf  day,  about  ■  WBel  liter  fcbie,  OwD  sent  for  mo.  I 
found  liim  in  a  small  room  behind  his  shop.  He  took  me 
by  i  in-  band  m  I  enter 

.  Smith.  i.  u  I  have  hi  r   made  to  BR 

by  a  noble   lotd   «>f  ■   stun  Of  money — not  very  much,   by 
but  still  it  is  DMMMJ  .  by  -I' 
t  he  looked   at   mi'   very  hard,  ami  seeing  that    I   in- 
quired as  plainly  as   I  could  with  my  eyes  bow  much  it 
was,  In-  added — 

••  \  bandied  pound-,  wfd  to  divide  equally 

between  aa.    The  consideration  for  whioh  it  is  to  in-  paid 
is  this :  the  appi  i  tor  kha 

boron'.'1,  ler?    (<'i  incut  is  kindled  oa 

H  ix  rati  'ion  bel •  rival  boa 

tbeeaadidatt  stly  backed  by  Pnlteaey — 

than  betweea  oppoetta  pottttcal  fketlone.     Money  will 

procured,  do  matter 

Tha  noble  individual  who   has  applied  to   nic  is  de- 
tcrmincil  to  win  him  some  sharp, 

shrewd,  low,  by  .1  •  can  comjx.se  squill, 

ballads,  and  broad-ides,  write  letters,  and  If  need  be,  pen  a 

iphlel  daring  the  squabble.    Be  will  alao  probably  l 

OB  after  the  doubtful  l  .  and  make  himself  irencr- 

nlly  useful,  by  Jove,  sir.  at   the   pl:x  e.       I    think   the 

in  whom   I  fairly  depend  ms  on  your- 

self for  qualifications;   and  now  what   do  you 

What  could  I  say?  I  had  only  five  shillings  in  the 
world  at  the  time,  and  but  little  prospdt  of  an  immediate 
llKiroaetl       fifty  pounds  was  like  the  mines  of  PotOsL 

••Mr.  <'uill,"  I  replied,  "I  suppose  I  must  do  as  you 
wish.     It  is  a  sort  of  work  to  which  I  am  new,  and  I  fear 
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iall  play  my  part  but  indifferently  in  it.  Ilowevcr, 
»oc« Is  must  when  the  devil  or  a  noble  lord  drives — and  so 
I  am  at  your  serv 

•■  1   am  very  glad  jon  see  it  in  so  sensible  a 
view,  by  Jove,  sir,"  answered  my  patron;  "you  ■ 

•utich  alarmed,  though  you  are  a  I  will  not 

be  alone  in  the  work,  but  shall  have  a  couple  of  com  pan- 

o  are  up  to  all  this  sort  of  thing,  and  will  enlig! 
you  fully  upon  these  masonic  matters.'' 

ud  pray  who  may  these  gentlemen  be, 

iey  are  rather  loose  characters,  but  useful,  usc- 

love!  sir,  when  work  turns  up.     The  first  we  will 

inibaL     His  real  name  is  Rooke;  but  ho  is  so 

horribly  ugly  and  fierce,  that  he  has  acquired  this  pleasant 

nickname.     lie  is  the  secretary  of  tho  bribing  comm 

at ,  and  will  do  most  of  that  sort  of  work,  which  is  a 

little  too  dirty  for  bin  employer*.     When  a  deluge  of  cor- 
ruption-   Km    i   -peak  frankly  to  yon,  Mr.  Smith — is  to  be 
upon  some  unlucky  town,  the  Cannibal,  I 
is  called  into  requisition,  and  as  be  is  an  ad 
greatest  confidence  is  reposed  in  his  tricks  snd  schemes. 
liae  done  more  bribing  than  any  men  in  England  ;  and 
(here  ia  not  an  electioneering  dodge,  .  by 

il  Kir,  in  which  he  is  not  well  skilled.     ll<-  it  was  who 
e   grand   mysteries  of  *  hoomeieg,'   M 
rats,'  and  '  polling  dead  men ;'  and  when  his  friends 
com  v  will   probably  make  him  a 

•ns,  or  something  else  equally  dignified,  in  re- 
ward for  his  invaluable  services,  by  Jove!  * 

Need  I  say  how  glad  I  felt  at  the  i  ng  happiness 

of  knowing  such  sn  i!  leherectei  led: 

other  gent  we  call  Shavdey  I  is  a  sort  of 

travelling  name,  such  as  the  knowing  'uu«,  l 
use  st  rsce-courses  and  prize-fights.     He  will  do  the  show- 
man's part  at  the  election.     He  ceil  speak  for  two; 
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hours  bj  Shrewsbury  dock,  and  there  will  he  nothing  in  it 

hut  words,  words,  words;  but,  by  .love!  sir,  they  sound 

like  tinkling  brass;  when  be  sees  the  attention  of  his  audi- 

[ging,  lie  will  introduce  something  broad,  fat,  and 

v.  and  make  them  langh,  by  Jove!  sir.  but  whether  at 

his  filth,  or  his  folly,  he  don't  much  care.     Thi 

ami  thi-.  ■■!    sir,  is  his  vocation.      He  can  laughlikt 

n  horse,  sad  tell  lies  like  an  Austrian  ambassador;  you 

:i    him   at    Coventry   hist    election;   he  can 

drink,  smoke,  .-mil  jollify  with  the  il  blackguards  in 

own  st  \  le.     He,  like  the  Cannibal,  is  looking  out  for 

mlortahle   berth,  and   he  was   last  uy  to  a 

slinin  committee  for  an  <>\f<>ni  election,  in  which  a  noodle 
lling  was  put  up  man,  so  that  be  will 

B  indetatigably,  by  Jorel  sir,  and  he  may  possibly 

into  so;  ,"km|,  such  as  a  footman's   place,  with 

the  prospect  of  a  pension.     Indeed,  I  have  no  doubt  this 

of  the  best   introductions  into  public 
life  that  -and   after  all,  my  <har 

Mr.  Smith,  though  literature  is  a  One  thing,  (here  he  put 

hand  upon  his  n<>se,  ami  cried  'fudge,')  not  hi 
like  polities,  by  Jovel  sir.     Brains  command  their  px 
to  1  .  more  worth  to  a  poli- 

tician; and  the  ablest   head  in  England,  by  Jove!  sir,  I 
only  for  much    in   the    Eoose   on   a  <li\  the 

vilest  dunce,  who  ■  no  talent  to  dispose  of,  sells  Ids 

soul  to  the  minister,  and  gets  a  bribe,  or  a  baronetcy  for 
his  compliance,  bj  -v." 

Little  as  I  ht  t'  the  active  world  of  life,  I  had  be- 

held enough  to  I'nii'  ■,  in  thi-  at  least,  CurU 

Lccurately,  ami  I  asked  myself  in  disgust  and  sur- 
prise, why  in  the  name  of  heaven  was  man  formed  and  the 

earth  framed  in  this  goodly  fashion,  if  nothing  else  is  to  be 
transacted  upon  it  but  rascality  like  this? 
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The  bookseller  guessed  my  thoughts ;  and  grinned  at  my 
inexperience. 

he  Baid,  "to  be  sure  it  is  a  shabby  mode  of 
getting  on  in  life,  bat  if  the  sjood  men.  l»y 
do  it,  why  the  Mack  guards  will;  and  would  it 

'h,  if  all  the  fine  things  on  earth  belonged  on!;. 
the  knaves  and  vagabonds,  by  Jove 

note  to  the  Caxtn!  1  in  a 

•le   Street    at    the   A\  est   end    i  II. 

>re  raarrie<l  a  farmer  langbter;  but  lie  got 

»n  himself  bj 
would  not  ha  a  a  shilling  to  sare 

from  starvat  ag  «»tl  in  six  month*,  the 

as  now  as  free  and  merry  as  a  baboon,     lie  sat 
v  room  surrot:  glasses,  and  was 

cissus-Iiki 

las;  for  his  eyes  were  not 

i  upwards  toward*  Ids  eyebrow,  w! 

askew  over  his  shoulder,  as  if  on  the 

ted  all  o-  ..as 

.    had   1 1  • 

and  wa-  fl;  and  I 

like  Th 
ral,  and  physical  qualifications.     I  i  n  M  at 

litli,"  *:\u\   my  Mfw  •  mce,  in   n   hoarse, 

influenza  would  use, 
•i   good   time.      I   am  Jusl  off 

ikes  a  great  int. 

medium  I 
lies.     Is. 

«i!l  ran  the 
no  tm : 

li  just  i.  must  have  uj — so  come 

alon 

20 
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We  proceeded  to  Grosvenor  Square,  where  this  nohle 
statesman  then  Lived.  We  found  him  surrounded  by  all 
the  appliances  of  splendid   and   luxurious  wealth.     His 

house  was  a  tenij.le  of  tlie  arts.      He  v,  as  short,  with  008 

features,  and  a  oadavorous  complexion,  long-visaged,  and 

long-necked  ;  hut  from  the  shoulders  to  the  waist  so  .stunted 
that  he  gave  you  the  notion  of  a  grenadier  tut  down. 

Ther.-    HI   an    appearance   of  self-conceit    abonl   him   that 

•  sickening;  his  eyes  showed  an  immense  depth  of 

simulation,  and  hi  id  was  Utterly  deficient  in  any 

moral  quality.      It   \\:is  the  head  and  hotly  of  an  onran-out- 

ang,  hut  an  onran-ootang  of  great  subtlety.     I  had  by  this 

time  begun  to  read  the  handwriting  of  nature  upon  every 
man.    and     I     knew    what    sort    of    a    mammal    was    now 

pre* 

thought  to  he  the  finest  gentleman 

of  the  time.     From  this  you  may  judge  what  its  gentlemen 

Hy  Etooi  ;  Lord  Chesterfield,  u  1  am  glad  you 

ome.    Who  is  your  friend  '■" 

\\\  companion  banded  his  lordship  the  note  which  I  had 

m  -  'urll,  and  that  illustrious  peer,  having  read 
turned  to  me  with  ■  knowing  took.    "Mr.  Smith,"  be 

i.  "I    find   yon   Can   be  trusted.      Tliis  election    must    he 

iron, 'by  hook  or  bj  and  I  believe  if  you  and  Mr. 

dM  work   cordially  We  may  mark  down  the  place  as  our 

>." 
I  bowed,  and  said — 
••  M  \  lop],  1  will  do  what  I  can;  I  have  no  doubt  all  will 

Tbi  tared  at  me. 

"  I  dont  know."  he  said,  '-what  you  mean  by  'right  ;' 
but,  lith,    I    know   that    this   election    must    be   won. 

W  :.lpole  will  go  wild  if  that  dirty  fellow  Pultenej 
man  in.     The  faet   is  the  spread  of  1  ility 


EDWARD  WORTLET  MONTAGU.      307 

bo  much  enlarged  that  every  barrier  is  needed  to  ■( 
&ncing  tide,  and  so  long  as  we  can  command  a 
majority  in  1  se  of  Commons — for  we  are  always 

la — so  long  will  every  thin-;  be  safe.     As, 
e  salvation  of  the  whole  empire  d< 
iitiou  of  this  branch  of  the  legislature,  it  tallows, 
means  must  bo  kit  n 
great  an  lid  result     1  believ* not  only  that 

means,  means  justify  I 

to  man  can  pn  a  statesman  who  does  not 

•h  as  the  rindpal  foundation  of  hit 

i         I  this  your  n<»ti<>n.  mv  p. 

Id  turned  to  a  solemn,  shallow-look- 
ing tal  in  black,  whom  I  afterwards  ascertain? 

_'.  and  who  was  then  in  the  beginning 
career  of  desperate  sycophancy  which  won  f  u  a  abort 

m  his  noble  patrons,  the  lavish  wealth  iu  which  he 

:•  speaks  now  with  the  same  consummate  win 

truth  wli  ,.h  falls 

ir  lip*. 

idly 

ad  I  have  no  d.  1  so 

onsumn  all  thi«^ 

i  otherwise; 
au<l  it  augurs  well  for  the  future  of  our  happy  land  that 
•us  ornaments  of  the  nobility  as  \ 
and  act  upon  axioms  which  may 
be  amulets  of  wisdom  herself.'      A:,  1  the  reverend 
.•man  smiled  and  bowed  obteq 

■  I  always  thought 
it  was  q  ached  ai  ised 

on  have 
ag  looked  at  me  with  profound  contempt.     I  was 
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shabbily  dressed,  and  evidently  poor  of  purse — the  two 
superlative  degrees  of  baseness  and  abomination  in  the 
f  this  paragon  of  parsons.  He  did  not  even  deign 
to  answer,  bnt  curled  his  lip  and  grinned  :it  his  lordly 
patron,  with  a  supercilious  glance  at  myself  and  a  servile 
Smile  of  adulation  upon  the  peer,  which  were  absolutely 
loathsome  to  look  upon.  Chesterfield  himself  regarded  me 
gaiils  some  prattling  child  or  braying  nss,  but, 
unlike  Young,  he  was  too  well  bred  to  treat  any  one  with 
scorn. 

••.My  good    Mr.  Smith,"  asked   he,  "  how  long  have 
I  ecu  Under  the  guidance  of  our  esteemed  friend  Rooks  here  ''. 
I  should  have  thought  you  would  have  learned  better  under 
such  excellent  auspices." 

"My  lord,"  Said   the   Cannibal,  *' I  am  wholly  unan 
able  for  Mr.  Smith,  or  his  cursed  follies  in  this  n 
him  until  this  da\ ." 
I     Scarborough    was    now    announced.       He    \\ 
thick.  Vtllgar  looking   man,  but    not    destitute   of  a  certain 

Intellectual  development.     I. ike  his  friend  Chesterfield,  he 
prided  himself  on  infidelity;  prated  about  Plato  with  a 
shallow  flippancy;  aped  Voltaire,  who  had  been  in  England 
a  short  time  before,  and  had  set  the  wits  of  half  the  pe< 
astray  with  his  monkey  skepticism  and  frog-like  grimace; 

and    having  learned   to   laugh   at    all    true    religion,  w 
Course  a  very  apt  tool  for  such  a  minister  as  Sir   Robert 
Walpole. 

••  M\  deaf  friend," Cried  <  Id,  calling  a  smile  into 

his  yellow  features,  as  I  have   seen   the   sun    playing  OB    an 

Egyptian  mummy,"]  am  enchanted  to  see  you.    You  have 
come  about  the  election  at  Bilgewator,  I  suppose.    Well,  I 

think  we  shall  be  all  right  in  that  quarter.     These  two 
tlenicn  here,"  and    he   pointed    to  the  Cannibal  ami  myself, 
uare  about  most  kindly  to  take  a  great  deal  of  trouble  off 
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our  ha  I  I  have  no  doubt  they  will  manage  till  things 

f  in  order." 
••I  bare  r  Robert,"  answered  Scarborough, 

M  and  he  t  on  the  subject — indeed,  he  sent 

me  <li  u.     He  will  be  glad  to  hear  your  report,  and 

I  tliii  r  than  to  return  and  let  him  know." 

At 
present  I  would  rather  you  stay.. I.  The  grand  question 
is,  whether  the  en!  -  the  means,  and  the  means  jus- 

tify the  «•: 

••Why,   that   has  been  settled   long   ago,"   said   Scar- 
borough,— "of  course  they  do;  every  thing  is  fair  in  war, 
or  politics;  and  Jove  does  not  m<  .nly  laugh 

iries  than  the  country  does  a*  juries 

of  el« 

vstcrics  of  delight  at  this  sail        1 
really  he  would  have  fallen  off  his  chair.   A  parson 

;  at  a  great  man's  joke  t«  a  sjh 

laid  Chesterfield,  "Jove  is  nothing  at 
all  in  these  cases." 

rant  as  I  had  U-en.  and  living  among  vagaboi 
«>t  been  used  to  this  species  of  bis 
I  lor  the  moment  I  began 

to  think  1  araa  at  all.  lance, 

however,  of  these  two  noble  lords  encouragi 

lorn  and  Gomorrah  would  not  dare  to  fall 

down  r  Square  while  they  were  within  its  pre- 

hulcnberg  was  li  toon     In  such 

corap:  I  I  was  safe.     Heaven  could  not  be  so 

as   to  sweep  away  in  a 
shower,  Philip,  Karl  of  Chesterfield,  and   l.umley.  Baron 

A-  .•   •  I   was  right  in  m\ 

mise.     Qrosvenor  Square  still  flourishes. 
»  *  *  *  * 

he  then  reader  may  judge  for  him- 
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self  from  these  samples  the  kind  of  learned  and  philo- 
sophical discourse  which  prevailed.  The  world  has  since 
had  the  Inestimable  advantage  of  perusing  Lord  Chester- 
fteld'B  private  thoughts  on  morality,  religion,  dcceitfulness 
and  dancing;  and  though  the  public  benefit  has  not  per- 
haps been  so  great  as  might  have  been  hoped  For,  Still  the 
public  must  1  b  grateful  for  any  thing  that  fell  from  the 
mouth  or  pen  of  so  great,  so  wise,  so  noble,  and  so  good  a 
man.  Suffice  it  to  Bay,  that  every  thing  that  passed  was 
as  witty  and  profound  as  that  which  the  reader  has  just 
road;  and  that  the  two  peers  and  the  parson  strove  to 
out-do  each  other  in  educing  prototypes  of  their  own  purity 
In  religion  and  polities  from  the  most  noted  characters  in 

1  or  profane   history.      .My  cannibal   companion 
bionally  joined   in,  but   the  three  wore  so  deeply  interested 
in  their  speculation-,  thai  they  took  but  little  notice  of  him. 

At  last  the  Bully  interrupted  them: 

K There  is  one   matter."  lie  said,  "  which  I  had  almost 
forgotten — we  mnst  get  Hogden." 

••  Who  is  he?"   says  Lord  Chesterfield. 
"  W"«  11.'  ;::!y.  "1    hardly  know.      lie  is 

•  -t    hand   at   bribery,  after  myself       lie   has  already 

the  means  of  disfranchising  one  borough,  which  he 

corrupted  by  giving  a  shilling  a  piece  for  bloated  herrings, 
and   the   whole   place   WIS   in   a  state  of  drunkenness,  riot, 

blasphemy,  debasement,  and  debauchery  for  a  month.   This 

is  the  way  to  win  election-,  inv  lord.  Since  then  they  call 
him   'The    I'.loater.'  and    he  is   like  one.      lie  and    the  noto- 

GtanderbiU  hunt  in  couples;  but  Ganderbfll  is  now  in 

difficulties,  and  we  can't  get  him.  so  we  must,  content  our- 
selves with  Hogden.  All  that  humbug  can  do,  he  will  doj 
his  motto  is,  '  Go  in  and  win,  cost  what  it  may;'  ami  he 
trusts  to  the  chapter  of  accidents  to  secure  what  he  has 
won." 

"  We  must  certainly  have  him,"  says  Scarborough. 
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And  so  it  was  agreed.  We  found  him  at  a  pot-house, 
on  our  way  down — a  short,  fat,  vulgar  fellow,  with  a  gold 
chain:  \  isy,  and  sim-llin_r  mistily,  like  an  unsound 

codfish.     1  took  care  that  he  MTU  came  me  and 

the  wind.     He  wai  the  exact  realization  of  V 
ture  of  the  bookseller,  Jacob  Tonson — 

h  leertnir  look.  bull  faced,  and  codlike  iU«, 
\  two  left-legi,  and  Jud»«colored  hair. 
And  frowiy  por«a  that  taint  the  ambient  air." 

Hut  be  was  a  grand  ebap  for  all  that.     The  beauty  of 
as  this:  he  made  it  a  habit  to  go  tbOUl 
nil  say  that  he  abhorred  hri 
shilling  corruptly  sjient  couhl  r>  -   man  to  parlia- 

ment. In*  would  i  it.    As  soon  as  he  bad  been  at 

this  talk   for  live  minute,  hi-  thiu>t  a  handful  of  e. 
the  nd  with  a  wink  and  his  blseal 

1  to  play  the  Hame  game  with  •  i  irk 

r    House  of  Commons   it-It',    which 

always  preaches  against  corruptiou ;  while,  tall  bully  ^  it 

scoundrel  brilwr 
i  fellow  like  11  my  trick  become  one 

of  its  m  it  would  support  him  even  though  a  V 

sand  commi  mniesioners,  reported  him  gu 

h  all  its  hypocritical  members  pretend  to 
look  at  with  lioi .. 

Hut  did  't  expel  Walpole?   asks  some  smssed 

of  the  same  I 
he  parliament  ot    I  I  was  ho: 

a  rogues  that  now  con 
i  it  did  not  i  a  If  so  urn 

loin:  interview    I 

oke 

.  '  8aid  he,  ;t  this  bsg  contains  two  thoi; 
guineas ;  there  will  be  two  thousand  more  ready  before  the 
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end  of  tho  week.     The  number  of  electors  I  think  is  four 
hundred  ;  we  must  have  at  least  three  hundred  on  our  side. 
You  may  corrupt  the  men,  seduce  their  wires,  debauch 
their  sisters,  ami  promise  to  marry  their  daughters;  if  no 
other  moans  succeed,  empty  tho  jails  of  imprisoned  voters, 
and  (ill  the  jails  with  such  as  are  in  debt ;  distribute  'sugar' 
as  lavishly  as  may  be;  in  a  word,  stick  at  nothing,  so  that 
our  man  wins.     Let  this  be  your  mottling  prayer  and  mid- 
it  OrieOD — this  tlectiOS  must  he  gained  at  all  hazards. 
I." 
The  Cannibal,  who  was  a  wag  in   his  way.  received  the 
bag,  and    handed    Lord  Chesterfield  the  following   memo- 
randum : 

"Grosvenqb  Square, 
••  lb    eived  from  the  1U.  lion.  Lord  Chesterfield  the  sum 
of  two  thousand  guineas,  to  he  expended  in  the  purchase 
of  three  hundred  English  souls;  and  to  be  repaid  with  in- 
terest on  the  Day  of  Judgment. 

»  Bi  i.i.v   lb 
"Chitf  Chaplain  to  the  Devil1! 

ffil  lordship  rea<l  the  document,  and  smiled.  Turning 
wit  i  his  mosl  fascinating  grin  to  Dr,  Voting,  he  said — 

••  M  v  deav  doctor,  I  perceive  thai  Mr.  Rooks  calls  him- 
self your  chaplain — but  the  title  is  premature,  for  you  aro 
not  yet  an  Archbishop,  though  quite  ripe  enough  for  any 
mitre;"  upon  which  he  bowed  us  out 
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Animated  by  the  sublime  and  noble  sentiments  which 
we  had  the  advantage  of  thus  hearing  from  this  inimitable 
ornament  of  the  peerage,  we  took  our  leave  and  pro< 
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to  Fetter  Lane,  from  which  we  took  coach  to  Bilgewater. 
The  Cannibal  was  in  high  glee;  his  cock  eye  gleamed  with 
a  cat-like  lustre;  he  put  his  hand  repeatedly  on  the  pocket 
which  contained  my  lord's  golden  proscription,  and  as  he 
felt   it   safe   and   sound,  a  gratified  smile  his 

features,  as  I  have  seen  the  torch-li^ht  play  upon 
boulders  of  the  sea  beach.     At  the  end  of  t 
stage  we  took  up  Shaveley  Hill,  a  tall,  awkward-look 

:.    with    tow-colored    whiskers,    mean,    cowardly, 
guant  features,  and  an  eye  full   of  malevolence,  cuu- 
ncealed  by  an  affectat  luff 

honesty    which   deceived    many,    ;  4    blind    me. 

This  genius  was  at  present  rather  under  a  cl< 
and  lie  had  l>een  old  pals,  and  the  former  -ent 

in  bin  way.     The  two  interchanged  some  *ig- 

1  1  n«.t  undei>tand,  and  held  a  private  « 
i,  appap  te  for  the  pu' 

I  not  much  heed  what  they  were  at>out,  hn\ 
B  into  i  reverie  of  thought  on  the  scene  which  1 

nessed.     Here  were  two  men   of  M  birth, 

with  Urge  fortunes,  good  health,  and  SOOnd  brains,  and  all 

Id  make  lite  pleasan'.  iry  legislatoi 

happy  land;  yet  tl.cy  were  so  thoroughly  imprcgn 
with  baseness,  villany,  and  corruption,  as  to  be  whoUj 
sensible  to  any  truth,  ai  nee,  and 

r   the  gratification  of  vile  and  selfish  desires, 

•  ashamed.  bnt  indeed  gloried  to  avow. 

»uld  it  be  if  Savage  and  fellows  of  that 

class,  who  had  never  known  what  it  was  to  possess  a 

iid  note  that  uld  fairly  call  their  own.  were  so 

i  lost  when  men  of  this  high  rank  were  utt» 

to  all  decern  ave  seen  as  of  eight  cm  or 

ng  women  with  babies  at  their  breasts,  han 
week  a:  ho  had  stolen  on  1  inUc 

Is  of  ribbon;  who  had  probably  bean 
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guilty,  at  the  worst,  of  only  mere  recklessness,  the  result 
of  tipsy  Jollity,  or  boyish  felly,  or  thoughtless  Indiscretion, 

ami  who  had  generous  hearts,  courage,  fftith,  and  truth  in 
all  ordinary  matters,  while  tin-   ribald   mob   rejoiced  to 
them   Ale,   :ind   my  lords    the    kind's  Judges,  those  scarlet 

colored  beasts,  at  en  old  Quaker  once  called  them,  \ 

nouneed   their   sentences   to    be   right    and    well-merited, 
they  adjourned  to  the  corporation   turtle  soup   and   punch 
up-'-tairs  at  the  Old  Hailey.      Uut    here  were  two  whom  the 
world    impudently    called    noblemen,   and   the    law    ihfl 

ly  pronoanced  right  honorable,  yet  who  in  all  reaps 

— hut  an  open  violation  of  the  statutes  of  their  country — 
were  as  consummate  scoundrels  u  e\, t  Bwnng  upon  the 
gallows  tree.  Here  they  were  luxuriat iiu:  like  pigs  in  their 
tilthiness,  unconscious  of  their  degradation,  and  half  wor- 
shipped by  admiring  hundreds,  perhaps  thousands  of  per* 
-,    who    thought     the!:  ;.    and    candid,    and 

liminating.      When  I  looked  up  and    kiw   my  two   BgW 
compan  i-^ed    in   carrying   out   the   same    kind    of 

mameuvies    as  those   in    Which    these   eminent    person:! 

were  plotting,  I   began  I  1   loathe  myself  for 

lieiiiL:  Involved  in  such  foul  proceedings,  and  was  half  in- 
elined  to  jump  off  the  coach  and  walk   hack  to  London 

Km    I  was  almost  Starving,  ■•mil  I  had  not 

bravery  enough-— poor  wretch  that   I  was— 4  the 

fiend  .    SO   I   Stayed -Oft.      A  bai  .   I   own,  1 .11 1  it  is  the 

true  one. 

We  were  now.  indeed,  enj  a  one  of  the  most 

cally  errands  that  can  he  imagine  1  :  we  WON  about  to  cor- 
rupt th.  I  of  an  important  bOTOUgh,  to  vote  hlack 
white,  and  white  Mack;  and  by  returning  to  parliament 
m>t  the  man  best  raited  to  make  laws  for  this  imperial  isle, 
or  t<»  advise  on  olicy, hut  the  most  dirty,  tew, 

:ish    knave    who   bribed    them    best,    Wl 
-mi  law  and  right  at  their  very  foundation-;   and   intro- 
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duce  discord,  dishonesty,  and  the  eertain  seeds  of  di- 
lution to  the  whole  empire.     For  as  the  franehise  is  a  tl 
:an  by  several,  and  as  spoil  tftJ 
the  a.liiiiui.-'  f  the  whole  land   de- 

is  no  responsibil  ith 

•  ban  that  which  thus  enables  ■  man  to  I 

lor  tin' 
ty  infuei 
. 
passing  through  the  House;  it  may  plan 

ul   ruin.      It  D  ■  dispute  with 

^hbors  or  aspin  nies  thai 

sands  of  nun.  the  happiness  of  ha  Us  and 
>es  and  staters;   the  dasl 
»ns,  and  the  <lest  nut  inn  of  blood  and  treasure  to  an 
amount.      And    «'iir   Ida   war 
our  contests  with  the  colonies  in  a,  are  a 

>f  of  what  I  have  sahl 
much  sanguiuar  Ineas  as  ever  was  pcrpe- 

rth;  but  they  have  got  the  ss 

ercfore  as  oorrect  ss  poaail.li>. 
I'.iigc  water  la 
that    llogden   was   m 

•:;..■  1  ..•  ■-..  •  ■  n 

..use  for  corruption  find  i. 
-e  thought  it  wss 
oasbng  th<-  lieges,  and  went  to  sennet 

in  a  bottle  of  amok.  what  alv 

was  toe  hen 

st  son  and  1 

of  the  aspiring  eandidatea  in 

a  small,  mea  head,  a  receding 
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brow,  the  eyes  and  face  of  a  polecat,  and  a  soul  and  mind  to 
correspond;  but  his  noUe  father  had  thirty  thousand  a 
year.  The  right  honorable  Lord  Rollo  de  Bayeux  carried 
gold  candlesticks  for  his  Majesty  King  George  the  Second, 
walking  all  the  while  backward,  bat  with  his  face  tarned  to 
that  glorious  monarch  ;  he  brought  him  waste  paper,  fetched 

his  tobaOCO,  carried  billets  of  sweetness  to  liis  mistresses, 
or  tho=e  whom  he  wanted  to  be  so,  and  submitted  to  be 
kicked  by  the  royal  foot,  and  damned  by  the  royal  ton 

when  hi^  Majesty  was  dyspeptic,  or  was  out  of  temper 

with  one  of  his  German  fmws.  For  tliis  dignified  employ- 
ment lie  drew  about  twelve  hundred  ft  year  Vrages,  and   had 

the  privilege  of  harking  in  the  celestial  sunshine  of  the 

court. 

The  Opponent  Of  the  honorable  Thomas  was  worthy  of 
the  town  which  he  came  to  represent,  and  the  honest  people 
whom  he  proposed  t<>  buy.  lie  was  ;l  dirty  broker  from 
the  city  of  London,  of  the  name  of  Johnson,  who  had 

I  ed  up  gold  by  every  fraudulent  art  known  to  commerce, 
and  who  would  h:i\c  told  himself  to  the  Devi]  readily  for 
any  sum  of  money  which  that  potentate  would  give.  This 
fellow  had  Sprang  from   nothing,  but  was  now  worth  about 

two  hundred  thou  and  pounds.     Now  having  exhausted 

almost  all  the  knavish  arts  known  on  the  Exchange  for 
transferring  money  from  the  pockets  of  A  into  the  bank  of 
B,  he  resolved  to  get  into  Parliament,  where  he  hoped  to 

buy  a  baronetcy,  and  to  shine  at  court,  or  at  the  levee  of  the 
!  fit,  i  hom  all  these  moneyed  men  adored  as  the 
impersonation  of  every  thing  that  was  exalted  upon  earth, 
lie  longed,  also,  to  transmit  hereditary  honors  to  an  only 
son.  a  spindle-shanks  noodle,  with  no  more  brains  than  a 
whelk,  who  spent  all  his  time  at  the  cockpit,  and  whom 
this  worthy  trader  regarded  as  the  apple  of  his  eye.  With 
these  grand  hopes  he  came  down  to  the  borough,  and  made 
no  secret  of  his  intention  to  buy  as  man}-  votes  as  money 
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could  purchase,  and  by  hook  or  by  crook  to  wrest  the  repre- 
sentation from  the  son  and  heir  of  Lord  Rollo  de  Bayeux, 
wilOf  in  the  county,  and  imily  liad  usually 

commanded  the  cons,  f  the  lick-spittle  constituency 

me   to  canva»s.      Ik-    had   already   set    half  the 
public  houses  flov  I  opened  an  unlim  the 

new  to  the  noble 
bribery,  it  was  calculated,  and  not  unwisely,  that  an  cxpe- 
band  would  eventually  drive  him  out  of  the  l; 

1,  shown  himself*  but  he  was 
.   a  great  scholar,  a  most  wise  an 
who  had  no  landed  »  r  any  considerable  balance  at 

his  banker's.     Be  could 
but  unimpeachable  Integrity,  the  purest  and  m<»st  i 

i  a  practical  sta 
it,  had  ii  1  have  raise<l  hit 

administration  of  the  government,     l  b  it  was 

at  he  had  no  money  to  lavish  in  pur- 
rs, tie  was  hooted  oof 
as  oi  »t  rascally  and  shallow  impostors  that 

;oe  on  an  enlightened  constitix 
lock  it  was  looked  upon  as  a  crime,  an  I  himself 

ary    thing    human   and   divine-  ling 

iut<>  Bilgewalec  without  hags  full  of  gold  and  a  brain  full 
e  contest  was  no 

ly  gentlemen  whom  I  nan  i»cd, 

■ 

I  lxiinas,  |  write  so 

ma  i,  I   names,)  was  al  ii  reclining  on  ■ 

A   table  itm  before  him,  oovered  with  fruit  and 

wines;   and  the  hon  ■man,  if  we  may 

judge  ly  hie  I  features  and  sta 

rise,  but  the 
boo  Ranch  for  him,  and  be  merely  pal  out  one 

unihal,  and   said.  "  How  d<».  Cannibal,  how 
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do?"  at  which  £rncious  mark  of  friendly  condescension 
the  recipient  of  the  tinner  and  Shaveley  Bill  exprcst 
their  gratitude  by  genuflections  and  prostrations  worthy  of 
n  IMitch  ambassador  at  Japan.  As  I  was  merely  one  <>f  the 
tore  rabble,  1  had  not  the  superlative  happiness  of 
ig  introduced  to  the  heir  Of  Lord  Hollo  tie  I'.ayi'iix  ;  so 
after  Staring  at  Dte  for  some  time,  he  said  to  my  companion, 
whom  he  appeared  to  know  well,  and  treated  with  the  most 
delie:ite  politeness: 

••  <  annihal,  who  the  devil  is  thU 

"One  ol'onr  agents,  sir."  answered  the  party  addiv 
and   then    he  -poke   lower,  and  in  a  tone  which  I  could   not 

If  I  wished,  and  would  not  have  bothered  myself  by 
hearing  it'  I  could.     When  he  had  ceased,  onr  host  motioned 

nie  to  take  |  chair,  and   rang   for  fresh   -hisses  which   soon 
\hich  the  business  of  the  night  bej 
onr  address  out ''."  asked  Roofte. 

1  the  Other;  "not  at  all.  I  didn't  know  what 
to  any,"  at  winch   lively   hurst  of  wit.  Shaveley    Hill   hurst 

into  a  large  guffaw  of  langhter  In  which  the  Cannibal  and 

the   writer  of  this  memoir  (with   shame    I    confess   it)  very 
quickly  join. 

••  M  .  then,  sir,  how  you  have  employed  yourself 

iked  Rooks  with  the  most  submissive 

pol 

■■  I      \ '     snswered  the  other,  and  he  pointed  to  th- 
place,  "u  which  a  scene  presented  Itself  thai  would  hare 

gratified   the  worthy  ami  independent  of  the  town, 

had  they  hut  had  the  Mgfe  privilege  of  being  introduced  as 

into  this  respectable  presence.     For  there  \ 
-ut    sixty  rats,  all   dead   and   tied   together  by  the  tails, 

which  formed  a  graceful  festoon  over  the  mantelpiece,  and 

hutiLT   down  to  tli.'  floor  at  each  side,  like   the    flowing  ends 
curtain,  the  carpet  I  i  with  the  blood  which 

dropped  from  the  pretty  01 
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"G<  aimed  the  Cannibal,  u  what 

tout  t  la- 
Hill  rui  aughed,  and  said : 

"  HOU    :■ 

i   letter  fun  in 
inv  life — it  beats  fox-hunting,  whi 

w  and  vulgar  in  the  extreme*     Cannibal,  you  shall 
my  dog.  .all  kiss  him  for  the  fun  he  has  jjiv.  n 

me  •  and  reaching  a  bell  i  •  it  until 

•ay  and  a  ft  ame  into  the  room. 

es — I 
la  you;  fetch  Hilly  bare,  and  1* 

Mid  soon  after  appeared 
It  was  tl  b  had  gil 

et  such  rare  plea- 
'ainly  w<  its  wa*t.  t  in 

•rand  more  spiritual  regions,  "lib*  faithful  dog  shall 

rats  in  all/'  said  the 
I  »as  engaged  in  counting  the  h< 
oaJ  rascal  of  a  ral 
re.     I  paid  him  a  .em. 

II<  und  uote  if  lie  bad 

hun<lrcd.     1  scouring  the  whole  pla  ul-1 

nore.     S  a  wager  with  the  parson,  Tom 

iw   him   tbu  li\ni_'.     He  bet  me 
ah  that  billy  wouldn't  kill  t 
. 
th« 

was 
or  had  m  we 

up  all  the  holes  and 

let  loose  aii'l   Hilly 
after  tin  got  a  tal 
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was  fine.  They  scudded  in  all  directions;  they  ran  pell- 
mell  about  and  up  and  down,  like  bo  many  hunted  devils. 
By  Gad!  Cannibal,  you  would  have  liked  the  sport — So  we 
killed  ,'em  all,  and  landlord  and  I  fastened  em  together, 
and  then  Tom  and  myself  sat  down  to  dinner,  and  I  had  a 
plate  and  chair  brought  up  for  Billy  too,  and  now  Tom  is 
gone  away  to  evening  service,  and  by  (tad!  Cannibal,  you 
shall  kiss   Hilly,  for  he  has  won   me  twenty  guineas" — and 

he  absolutely  pressed  Rooke  t<>  it,  until  tin-  fellow  consented 

and  kissed  the  terrier  with  every  demonstration  of  satisfac- 
tion. Shaveley  Hill,  scorning  to  be  outdone  in  any  thing, 
performed  the  like  feat,  ejaculating  as  he  did  so,  u  how 
jolly. 

Mr.  IMantagenet  looked  next  at  me,  but  I  would  not  take 
the  hint. 

id  he,  in  a  half  whisper  to  the  Cannibal, 
"your  friend  semis  an  Infernal  BBS  don't  he?"  and  he 
disdained  bO  take   any  further   notice   of  me  for  the  !'' 

the  evening. 

Tens,  ink,  and  paper  wen  called  for.  and  RoofcS  and 
Hill,  Sitting  On  Opposite  sides  of  the  table,  began  to  put 
down  various  hints  and  sentence-,  and  after  about  an  hour's 

work,  in  which  they  occasionally  consulted  me,  (the  honor- 
able candidate  was  fa-t  asleep  during  the  whole  period,) 

the  following  address  was  produced,  and  when  it  was  fairly 
i.  Rooks  hummed  loudly,  winch  waked   up  Mr.  I'lan- 
:iet.  who  said — 
"Why    did    you    wake    me!      I    was    having    a    pleasant 

."  answered  Rooke,  "we  have  concocted  an  address 
to  the  electors,  and  we  wish  to  know  if  it  will  meet  your 
pleasure.      Will  you  be  good  enough  to  hear  it,  sir?" 

u  Oh,"  replied  the  other,  "you  needn't  ha  ve  clone  t  hat  ; 
you  know  I'll  sign  any  thing;  the  whole  thing  is  humbugs 
isn't  it?"    And  he  winked  very  knowingly,  and  began  to 
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whistle  "The  Rogue's  March,"  in  which  these  two  worthy 
•  once  joined. 
•■•Hum!  ill  three,  and  then  they  laughed, 

and  then  my  friend  and  guide  read  aloud  as  follows: 

it/ and  Independent  Electors  of  the  Ancient 
rough  of  Bilgewater. 
"  (ir.vi  i.r.Mi  \  — 

••  The  \  a.  niicy  in  your  important  town,  enured  by  the 

mise  of  your  late  respected  repn 

entails  upon  you  the  honorable  duty  of  returning  to  1'ir- 

liatnent  a  successor  worthy  of  your  confident**-,  and  of  the 

agricultural  and  commercial  interests  connected  with 

tlu-  V 

fudge,"  said  our  host,  potting  hii 
i  it  reads  well." 
tdge,  indeed."  rtj«>iiu-d    Hook.  we   know   how 

tin-  1  er  sold  them  whenever  he 

t lie  blazes  shouldn't  be,"  said   I'lantn 
w  be  bought  them?     Can't  I  do  what  1  like 
with  my  own?      If  I  buy  a  voter,  can't  I  sell  hi- 

I  <>ut  Shaveley  Hill ;  a  i 
which  trked   in  unison  with  Ml  fellow-dog.      The 

Cannibal  resumed  read: 

wn»  there  a  period  in  the  h i story  of  this  great 
count.  it    BON  l  the  worthy  and    ii: 

•  address  t 
functions  with  greater   calmness,  hoi 

upon 
•»  the   approachin 
with  the  most  anxious  eagerness  a>  and  yon 

will  be  cither  crowned  with  turning  i 

repn  politically  annihilated  b\ 

91 
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gentleman  who  I  understands  moans  to  contest  with  me 
the  distinguished  pool  of  yoor  representatii 

.  vcrv  good,"  mattered  Plantagenet,  who 
again  getting;  sleepy. 

"The  present  i-  Indeed  a  momentous  crisis.    Who  can 
doubt  t  liat  men  like  yon — " 

ii,"  suggested  our  host,  half  waking.     Bat 
ke  paid  n<>  attention  to  the  proposed  amendment. 

"Who   ran   douht    that    men    like  you    will    plow    yOOT- 
es  worthy  of  it.  and  of  their  country  ?     The  of 

order — n 

"  W  I :o    :irc    •  ]    Plant a^t-not,    startled   at   the 

loader  key  in  which  Rooks  read  tin  aph. 

hnrabag,"  sold  I  iwer,  " hambag — ham- 

."'  and  he  read  oa — 

order,  conspiring  against  our  beautiful 

and  perfect  constitution  in  church  and  SI  i  groda- 

ally  to  undernii!  undations  of  the  splendid  fabric 

which  has  bOSD  reared  0)  the  wisdom  of  our  a:  nd 

has  outlived  a  th<  wars.tlr  H  of 

the  whole  ctrilijscd  irorld.      \  you  may 

tmpion.    Retain 

Be   to    Tar!  nd    I    will    oppose    them   with    all    the 

I   004001 

u  Bl  OOted  the  candidate;   "it's  very  li 

"  I'm  glad  you  like  ;  |  isfled 

smile,  u  hut   I'm  used  to  this  kind  of  thing."     Shavelcy  Bill 

,k    oil'    a    ttiml-ler  of    pott,  nd   "  how  jolly,"   hut 

whether  he  alluded   to  t  remains 

The  Oannibal  resumed — 

w   boroogfai   in    this    country   have    been    more   emi- 
nent 1\  adorned  with  •  of  the  British  senate,  or  have 
been   nmre  devoted!/.  l,v  a  long  line  of  CCleDTfl 
men.     Nor  is  this  owing  to  chance  alone,  but  to  the  inde- 
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pen*  nor,  and  enlightonoM  tible 

h  have  been  laid 

'a  o>rmn:ui<l, 
v,  that  while   in   all   other   l»<  ind   t ho 

average  amount  of  persons  who  can  rend  and  writ« 
quite  a  half-quarter  i  .  among  you,  I  am  delighte<l 

•  is  as  much  a#  sevmt  v-thrve  and  three-nint ! 
_:   the  clearest  d«  :ity 

abo  places  that  possess  the  franchise,  an.  I  on  fortu- 

ne it  only  to  abuse  it — a  thing  which   vou  have 

••  W  •  rposedoi:  huthea-1  ught  fully, 

•  I         .  <  at  rather  strong  '.'      I  Ml  «t  heard 

of  such  statistics,  and  even  if  I  bad,  1  shouldn't  Ulieve 
Where  are  they?" 

answered   Hooke,  in  the  coolest  pot 
mat) 

IMantag*  es. 

swered  Shavelej  BUI 
thing  is  a  Ui  thing  in 

o  shall  be  fouml  out,  you  artful  M 

•  W     .  11  find  us 

I  he  enemy — the  opposite  candidate.1' 

•  \\  !    •  '    i;  1  |     tilling  the  worthy  electors  that  it  i*  all 

awaken  their  self-love  against  him«cv 
tnce  him  as  a  libeller  and  villanous  al 
I lis  being  to*.- 

a  as sos '  own  vanity  will  mal 
swallow  down  like  new 

■    • 
is  pair,  i  Ue  thing  will  do  devilish  well,  so 
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"  Stop,  stop,"  said  the  host.  "  I  have  heard  of  no  prin- 
ciples or  pledget  yet.    Have  you  not  missed  some  portion  V 

'•Not  at  all,"  replied  Hooke;  "there  are  no  principles. 
Would  you  have  us  pledge  you  to  any  thing?  Principles, 
Indeed!      1  thought  JOH  had  none.  sai." 

"  Of  course  not,"  said  the  other,  "  of  course  not,  ray  dear 
Loy ;  1  6ee  you're  quite  right ;   I  see,  1  M 

'•  I*i  im  liples  be  Mowed!"  said  Shavcley  Bill;  and  the 
Cannihal  laughed,  and  read  on — 

"With  these  principles  animating  my  public  conduct,  I 
ask  you  to  return  me  to  the  Commons  House  of  Parlia- 
ment.     DtflCCndcd    from    a   long  line   of   an  .    whose 

re  in  the  brightest   pages  of  England's  bi 
you  may  he   sure   I   shall  do  notliin  rare  them" 

annihal   liere  winked   at   both   of  us.  and   made  a   sly 
gesture  towards  the  dead  rats  ;   hut  Mr.  I'lantagenet  did  not 

■  it.   ''I  will  devote  myself  night  and  day,  with  an  un- 

i  to  tin-  promotion  of  your   public  and   your   pri- 
vate Intereeta,  ■  Ith  a  feariesonesa  of  the  court  and  a  freedom 

popular    interference    that   will,   I    hope,   ndd    to    my 

as  your  P  itive.       I  shall    be  guided  by  the 

principles  of  glorious  .John  Hampden,  and  actuated  by  the 

•  -n-horn  minister,  who,  I  believe^ 

under    He.  i    the   kil  t    friend  of  liherty 

England  has.     My  efforts  shall  be  directed  to  make 

our  country  the  standard  of  wealth,  freedom  and  enlighten- 
ment, and   to   promote   in   all   possible  ways   the   hot   and 

truest  in* •  my  constituent*. 

u  I  have  tin'  honor  to 

nth-men. 
"With  the  mod  deYOted  sim-erf- 

••  ^  our  truly  faithful  Servant, 

UT.  Vkee  Cave.M'Isii   I'lantagenet. 
"Bayeux  Cas> 
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■ 

We  idl  indulged  in  a  lie: 
explosion  of  mirth  at  the  nonsense  that  had  been  read.     I 
\   of  such  things  since,  and  when  I  do  I 
always  think  of  the  u  Ked  Lion,"  and  laugh. 

says  the  candidate,  athis  will  do  'em  finely; 
and  tin-  beauty  i  dgee  me  to  nothing,  eh,  i 

to  the  minister,"  put  in  the  Cannibal. 
:'  course,  of  course — that's  a  matter  of  co 
•aid  :  "and  now,  gentlemen,  g 

Bend  thin  humbug  to  the  printer,  and  come 
in  the  n.  >  breakfast." 

lie  yawned,  and  we  went  awaj.     We  sat  in  the  bar 
Irinkmg  and  smoking  at  his  < 
a  barmaid,  and  soundiug  hia  praises  fa 
u  we  g<  lie  street*  next  mori. 

them  placarded  with  long  posters  containing  the  precious 
h  bad  been  concocted  tin-  sight  Jure 

each  one  was  an  admiring  crowd,  and  we  could  *»•• 

ummery  bad  not  been  tlir 
.  but  that  t!  ed  all  the  fine  things  I 

we  1  n,  Bwall"  0  with  a  tntlj 

guv  ho  so  gullible  aa  dear  fat  John  Bull,  with  all 

•  o  in  mo  n  sen- 

at   breakfast;   he  ha 
sceuded  to  wait  for  us;  and  when  that  meal  was  finished 
:ired  measures — Bully,  li««ir«l-  ill 

nig  was  only  a  r> 

first  engaged  about  a  knaves,  who  went 

camp,  a  >e  moat  furious  d< 

titagenet  ani  lea,  got 

and  wer. 
k  was  on  ry  one  of  wli 

they  communicated  to  us,  thus  enabling  us  in  all  things  to 
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countermine  the  foe.    As  tlie  whole  constituency  numbered 
ahout  four  hundred,  five-and-twenty  of  whom   ahum   were 

unbribsl  i  great  proportion  of  them,  their 

wive*,  brottb  '1  BOns  8  I,  musicians, 

laundresses,  seamstn  •..  &c,  at  the  simple  remuner- 

ation   of  fivc-and-sixpence  I   day;   and   as   the   nomination 

day  ut  ■  fortnight  off  they  thus  secured  a  very 

handsome  allowance.    But  as  the  day  of  the  grand  straggle 
came  nrar  we  found  not  tliat  the  other  Bide  were  paying 
bead  for  m<  .  and  numerous  were 

the  deserters  from  our  side,  whose  names  were  nightly  re- 

tO  us.      \\  to   pay  up  the  differ 

eneo   in  make   the   pay  given   by  our  side 

equal  to  that  which  our  opponents  had  given  from  the 
frst    Suddenly  there  was  a  great  demand  for  elder,  and 
ed    from  a  donbtftd   publican    twenty   pounds 
th  of  that  deltciom  !  i  hich,  as  his  wife  assured 

woold  make  him  ours  forever;  as  for  the  publican  him- 
self, he  declined  to  give  any  ;  it   referred  us  to  his 

.    who.    he    always    said,    guided    him   in   politics.      The 

otl:.  her  a  !  -ilk  dress;   the  Cannibal 

seti*  :i.  embroidered  with  velvet,  and  a  pair 

rlfttertng  gold  ear-rti  them  ofT'i  .lew 

pedlar  for  balf-a-crown,  but  they  certainly  looked  splendid. 

den  sent  her  a  hymn-book,  with  i  hank  note  Inside, 

Which   carried   the   day.   and    we    had.   after    that.   DO   more 

inch   or   devoted    adherent    than    the   publlCSU    and    his 

itriiu-nt  now  became  dreadful.      .Mr.  IMau- 

enet  ordered    twr.  dOZCU  pairs  Of  bOOtS,  and  the  worthy 

maker  received  for  each  of  these  useful  articles  of  attire 
the  moderate  price  of  five  goto  .  I   iup] 

having  suddenly  been  raised  in  price,  owing  to  the  war,  or 

the  Of  the  had    harvest,  or  the  plentiful   supply  of 

rain,    or    some    other    calamity   of   a    similar    description. 
lints  were  sold  for  five  pounds  each,  whereupon  the  other 
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side  bade  six,  and  fairly  drove  us  out  of  the  market.     Wfl 
1    not    get    a   single   independent   hatter   to   have   any 
tiling  to  do  with  u~  I   us  mean,   shabby,   ni_r- 

ily,  and  enemies  of  the  Hrit  itution.     K\ 

•  place  was  now  kept  open  at  the  ex  pens, 
of  the  honorable  can  n  was  in 

he  became  more  sanctimonioi:  l:iv:  ho 

seemed  to  have  got  tin-  whole  af  Sternhold  ami  Hop! 

I  wen!    he  poured    ii    into  the 
Hi   had   already  presented  s> SOBpl 
«•  to  the  I  •  her 

wlm  presided   over  a 
nets  were  hardly  kn> 
d  certain  voters  amonjr  them,  and   n 
ney  was  the  god  of  theii 
pics.     These  sucking  pig*  had  a  new  kit 
which  liogdefl  was  the  grand  inventor;  this  was  simply  a 
paper,  which,  when  opened,  discovert- 

:  and  it  was  mm 
I  a  stinit 

the  reverend  rc< 
net!  Plantagenct  !  nafl  I  r  lips,  at  pulpit  and  tea 

•r  were  they  ailei  logden. 

Two  more  * 
se  rapscnlliotiH  were  joint  proprietor*  ol 

a  £  liouse  coi 

and  tho 
littl.  | »eak  two  sentences  of  de< 

y  represented  him  as  a  sc<  ent 

same  assassins  to  on  eat's  meetings,  and  e\ 

tiling  he  said  was  so  colored,  falsi  tied,  and  perverted  t 

nd  half  believed  he  m 
an  n  manhv 

monev,  merely  gave  them  an  excuse  for 
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demanding  higher  prices,  for  the  greater  the  fool  the  higher 
the  bribe.  This  became  the  shibboleth  of  the  town,  and 
increased  our  opponent's  expenses — a  trick  never  to  be 
Men  in  elections. 
All  soon  became  riot,  drunkenness,  and  debauchery  as 
befits  an  fiction  carried  "ii  according  t<>  kruly  Constitu- 
tional principles.  We  were  blue,  Our  Opponents  were 
scarlet  ;  ami  when  the  respective  bands  and  backers  of  each 

met.  awful  and  sanguinary  were  the  struggles.     T; 
brought  the  surgeons,  the  apothecarta  .  iui- 

sitioii,   ami    as    wc    paid    handsomely   as    well    for   onr   own 
ITOUnded    men   -'»s   those  of  the   enemy    we   had    the   medical 

profession   secured.     Shaveley    Hill   shouted  every  night 

from  the  balcony  of  t  he  hotel  until  he  got  hoarse  and  could 

ik  no  more,  Hogden  attended  no  end  of  pioaa  tea 
parties,  quoted  script  me.  and  insinuated  guineas.  The 
honorable  candidate  also  addressed  the  electors,  but  nearly 

ruined    himself  by  once   having  his  umbrella    held  over  his 

head  during  a  shown- of  rain  while  the  electors  endured 

pelting  of  the  Storm,  and  greeted  him  with  groans  and 

laughter  for  his  effemina  v  the  bine  mas  in  the  as- 

cendant, now  the  scarlet  was  victorious,  end  on  the  day 

1"  Ion-  1 1  eme  to  me  in  despair,  and 

laid; 

"We  must  buy  cats,  bottle  voters,  bid  for  bloaters,  and 
poll  dead   men,  or  we  Shall  lose  the  election." 

The  Celine  merchandise  at  once  commenced.  Never  had 
grimalkin  been  so  valuable— at  least  never  since  Dick 
Whittington  sold  his  cat  to  ihe  Soldan  of  .Morocco  ft>r  a 
ton  of  gold,  and  blessed  the  day  that  he  came  back  a  happy 
boy tQ  How  Hells.  Mousers  that  belonged  to  free  and  inde- 
pendent voters  were  BOUght  after  everywhere — those  of  the 
Constituents  who  hadn't  eats  stole  them,  and  great  was  the 

outcry  among  tin-  old  women  whose  tabbies  were  ruthlessly 
abducted  from  them.     The  "Red   Lion"  was  soon  filled 
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with  these  unfortunate  creatures,  and  as  each  was  purchased 
for  twenty  pounds,  then  seemed  no  end  to  their  importa- 
tion.    We  could  only  destroy  them  i 

:  and  a  man  offered  Fits-Howard 
for  their  carcases,  which  that  worthy  amis  hut  too  happy  t<> 

i  went  about   in  all  d 
bloaters  at  unheard-of  prices.     He  penetrated  every  I 
and  alley:  wherever  be  went  be  In 

hole  we  parrot   for  fifty  guineas;    in 

her  we  g  HUne  amount  for  an  old  pig  which  was 

.  kindly  :  r  to  kill  and 

n  who  wen-  in  the  family-way  I 
.or  Goody  that.*'  whatever  Iter  name  ra 
uldn't  you  like  a  silver  cup  for  tli. 
ten   him   after    Mr.    IManl  tiling  i- 

I  there  were  actually  sou. 

Mr.  Pianttgenet's  address  was  printed  on  bine  satin  by 
•own  and  distributed  in  bundn 
This  cost  a  vast  sum,  but  the  n  was 

patriotic  ] 
ked  an  astoninhin  in  our  t':i\  or.     N\ 

to  a 
mpagne  supper  at  tin-  ••  King's  11'  id,"  the  landlord  of 
which  was  in  our  interest.     Shaxelcy  Hill  was  l  1  to 

fill  the  chair.      i  irge  wagons,  each  drawn  1>\ 

plentiful  relays,  were  engaged.     After  a  n 
delightful  entertainment  the  wagons  and  I 

foii:  me   fifty   miles   I  wn 

w  h-  -ction  was  lie  ,  i,t 

men  had  not  wholly  r> 

how 
much  our  laudanum   hill  was, 
matters.     I; 
of  the  const!  tuen  through,  and  various 
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worthy  fellows  were  procured  who  personated  voters  who  had 
1  < •  1 1 <_r  since  lain  at  rest  in  the  churehyard.  The  make  up  of 
M  varlets  was  excellent,  even  tlie  widows  of  the  real  de- 
funet  parties,  and  in  many  instances  their  mothers,  and 
surviving  friends  and  relations  boldly  declared — after  they 

had    had    Q  short    interview  with    the   Cannibal  in  a  private 

room — that  the  dressed-up  voters  were  ths  bona  fide  persona 

Whom    they  represented,  and  though  theotlier  side   were  on 
the  alert.   Rooks  did  not  care  a  farthing. 

••Win    tin-  election    any   way,"   said    be,  "then   let   them 

:ion  if  they  like.      We  Can   make   it   cost    them   nine  or 

ten   thousand   pounds;   the  elianees  are  we  can   buy   them 

oil'  for  a  <|narter  of  the  sam,  and  then  the  election  will  he 

d  to  poll    the  dead  men  with  tlie  mosl   utter 

leSSfteSSj      This,   and   the   bottling,   and    the   lying,   and 

the    eat    buying,   and    bloatei    catching,    we    hoped    would 

•  lion— a  hope  in  which,  as  it  Bubseqoently 

turned  out,  we  were  not  disappointed. 

The  grand    stroke  of  all  remained,  in  whieh   our  new  hut 

unsavorj  friend  Hogden  won  great  laucels;  Ind lt**.,The 

I'd'  Dsidered  it  bis  tramp  card.    Two  or  three  d 

hsfOM    the    Domination    the    whole   district,   even    for   miles 

round,  •  ied  with  giganti  -.  bordered  with 

Maek,  in    whieh    our   Opponent   was    represented    as   a    man 

Bated  for  bis  blasphemies  and  debaucheries ;  the  character  of 

Ids  wife — a  most  honorable  woman — lmt  what  did  Hogden 

rare'.'     »WM    virulently  assailed,  and   she  WAS  dragged    into 
all   the  tilth  of  the  election  whirlpool,  in    a  way  that    Ought 

to   have  made  any  body  of  Englishmen   blush;    hut   the 
majority  of  the  constituency  were  now  so  debased  that  they 

Qed    to   think    any   amount    of  dirt,   falsehood    or   tilth, 
which   SOUkl   Secure  a    triumph    for  their   favorite  was   par- 
tly allowable, and  their  reverend  advisers,  I  am  sorry  to 
say.  were  foremost  in  their  approval  of  these  tactics.   After 
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this  other  j  une  out,  in  which  our  opponent 

represented  to  the  eonstitueu  fee  down  to 

borough  under  false  colors,  being  bribed  t<»  sill  his 
par'  of  which  he  was  not  the  true 

to  con)  in  it   I   know  not    how  man 
illy  otlious  treasons. 
It  was  in  vain  that  onr  hon  neon, 

weir  -e  as  a 

Wherever  he  went   he  was   f  uts  the 

m  and  tilth 

■  iiii'l  an  i  -.(>•  'lection 

a  Dumber  of  fellow!  were  sent  in  . 

an<l  hand-M  n  which 

i o neat  electors  were  warned  again  him,  as 

lie  fa  county  jail  on 

ie  election. 
nous  wolves,  and  tongues 
js,  were  i»ost<  •lUxwz  pit 

lag  at  all  hi>  nppc  1 1  of 

nil  hotly 
them  oir  to  puMic  houses  ami  t:<  sitfa 

ik,  till  tl  •  !ilv 

tally  asking:  "Would  j  •  r  n  man  that*  hind 

II    in.pi;: 
•ir  him  swear  an  i  cme  so  n  re- 

awful   b  which  was  «  1    in 

II  say  that   all  thin  had  an  inl- 

and  fin 

uM  not   : 
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hardly  be  said  to  lie  safe,  Rooke  rushed  into  the  head 
committee-room  in  great  excitement.  "Now  is  the  time 
tor  t he  hundred*,"  he  shouted,  and  with  a  profusion  of 
oaths  and  blasphemies,  he  summoned  Hogden,  Sbaveley 

Kill,  and  the  hell-man  to  his  presence.  The  three  came, 
and  the  Cannibal  pulled  out  an  immense  bundle  of  hundred- 
pound  hank  notes.  Giving  a  handful  to  our  two  worthy 
fjriends,  be  Bftid  to  the  hell-man,  ,k  Up  and  ring  the  street, 
\<»u  ugly  hang-gallows  ;  up  and  down  like  wild-lire.  Let 
your  bell  ring  and  your  throat  proclaim  a  hundred-pound 
note  to  every  man  who  has  not  yet  voted."  And  to  Hog- 
den  and  Shaveley  he  said,  "Give  these  to  all  the  doubtful, 
right  and  left."      I  Started  at  this  open  act  of  suicide,  as  it. 

edtobe;  bnl  Hogden  and  Shaveley  put  their  fingers 

to  their  QOSes  ami  ealled  out  u  How  jolly!"  then  rushing 
into  the  streets,  did  as  they  were  told.  In  less  than  twenty 
minutes  all  the  "doubtfuls"  WOW  secured  and  had  voted 
for  ns:   and   it  was  only  when   they  took   their  notes  to  he 

changed  that  the  unfortunate  victims,  who  could  neither 
read  nor  write, discovered  they  had  been  Bhamefully  cheated, 
and  instead  of  a  hundred-pound  note  of  the  Dank  of  ling- 
land,  they  found  they  had  sold  themselves  for  a  base  bit 
of  paper  which  was  payable  only  at  the-  Bank  of  Elegance. 
But    their   votes    had   then   been   given,  and    it  was  neither 

bribery  nor  corruption,  as  several  good  lawyers  held.* 
Hut  I  anticipate,    The  day  preceding  the  election,  Plan- 

tagenct,  who  was  a  horrid  coward,  sent  for  the  Cannibal. 
We  found  him  in  his  bed-room;  he  was  quite  pale. 

u Cannibal,"  said  he,  "  I'm  told  I  shall  be  attacked  going 
to  the  hustings  to-morrow.      How  shall  we  niann 

"That's  all   right,"  replied  my  friend,  k"  I  have  got   I 

the  Champion  of  England, down  already;  he  represents 


*  This  excellent  electioneering  device  was  afterwards  Imitated  with  suocesfl 
at  an  election  for  the  county  of  Worcester,  when  Mr.  Foley  owed  his  return 
to  It. 
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the  heavy  weights.     Jem  Blood,  of  the  light  weights,  is 

•me.     I  have  promised  them  twenty  guineas  a  piece. 

and  woe  to  the  man  that  lifts  his  hand  against  your  honor." 

Plantagenet  smiled  faintly.     The  dirty  little  craven  took 

courage,  and  shook  the  Cannibal  by  the  hand. 

"  Bnro!  my  good  fellow,"  said  1..  .  -hall  have  the 

Brti  Judgeship  that  I  can  procure;  and  an  honor  you'll  l>e 
to  tin-  Bench  lH 

•   day   we   proceeded  to  the   hostii  th   drums 

ng,  colors  flying,  trumpets  sounding,  dogs   haikinur. 

■hooting,  ley  and  ingtag 

psalms,   the   women    waring    handkerchiefs,   and    all   the 

other  stupid  folly  of  a  contest*-.  n.     OnrpHm 

all  8iicceede<l ;  we  v  thing  before  us.    Tho 

opposition  candidate  was  half  murdered  ;  his  proposer  and 

der  were  l  with  filth,  and  the  day  ended 

with  the  trium  turn  of  the  honorable  scion  of  IMan- 

tageneft. 

ry  this  was,  no  doubt,  ai 
honorable  member  regarded  it.     We  had  a  grand  dinner, 

• 
Bternhold  and  Hopkins,  which  Hogden  led  off,  and  from 

lid  not   recover  for  a  week,  to  t lu- 
profit  medical  profession,  bni  to  the  great 

honest  fellow,  who 

ommend- 
We   had  a  eliairing  through  the  sti 
1  n»ore  lights,  and  half  the  town  was  mad  with 
gin,  tobacco,  and  excitement;  and  the  <•: 

ga,  vwiii, 
monkeysi    We  bad  i  faneraJ  procession. 
ing  the  nam.-  and  charai  irried  thn 

■  11  for 
mourners.    Tom  I  i  a  bnrleaque  of  the  I 

B  which  he  was  a-  y  the  other  \\\\> 
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entlemen,  ami  the  COffln  was  buried  under  a  dung1* 
hill,  amid  a  profusion  of  dead  cats,  for  which  we  had  so 
handsomely  paid. 

\  our  election  bills  came  in  fast  and  furious  and  the 
Ilonorahle  Thomas  pulled  several  very  long  l'aees  as  he 
perused  them:  hut  the  Lord  Privy.  4e.,  paid  them,  and  so 
there  was  no  trouMe  on  that  score;  though  the  other  side 
ba-ely  whi-pered  that  the  "  heaven-horn  Minister  of  the 
day  "  discharged  them  out  of  some  secret  fund  which  was 
annually  set  apart    l*-r  -cial  purpose.      If  Walpole 

did,  1  have  no  dosM  he  was  (piite  right,  and  I  am  sure 
that  he  was  wry  properly  reiiuliur-cd  for  it  by  the  patriotic 

10  all  came  straight  and  square 
in  the  end,  and  the  Scarlet  party  were  thoroughly  put 
down,  ninl    MMUOdy  ventured  to  wag   their   tongues  against 

I  he  defeated   candidate   petitioned,  hut    nothing  came 

of  it ;  every  thing  seemed  a  humbug,  from  the  beginning 
to  the  i-ii*l ;  and  though  I  few  choice  spirits  called  atten- 
tion to  the  matter  in  the  House,  Walpole  and  some  of  his 

hutloiis  laughed  them  down:  and  even  I'ulleiiey  did  not 
stick  t<>  his   man.      It  was   all  a  swindle.      The   House  went 

ngth,  it  is  true,  of  ordering  Bogdea  to  be  prosecuted 

for  bribery;  bul  that  worthy  was  true  to  his  colors,  and 
having  contrived   to   W*-  the  Al  ieucral's  Clerk  and 

one  or  tw.  I  with  the  ollice,  he  managed  to 

■  that  high  functionary,  who  was  himself  probably 
too  busy  to  hot  her  himself  much  about  such  raggabraab  ;  and 
len  escaped  amid  a  derisi-.  •  '' j°y  fKWB  all 

the  bribers  ami  blackguards  of  the  kingdom.  But  what, 
did  they  think  of  a  hat  connived  at  such  rascality? 

Why  simply  this,  that  every  fellow  in  it,  hcing  tarred  with 

me  brush,  thought  it  hard  to  press  upon  a  delinquent 
Bsgdea  and  his  like,  without  whose  aid.  arts  and  ap- 
pliance-, every  honorable  member  knew  that  he  hinwlf 
also  must  have  lost  the  seat  to  which  he  aspired.     Thus 
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this  honest  world  wags,  and  80  I  suppose  it  perpetually 
will  .  while  the  true  British  lion  shakes  his  man 

all  the  earth,  and  with  his  roar  quells  the  affrighted  1*" 

Mr.  "    went    into    Parliament,   when 

tin.  -  anecdotes  of  rat-catch  in   . 

.■•dot   to 

.  Speaker,)  until  l'roin  rat-catr 
to  the  nohle  sport  « > f  « 1  ■  > l:  and  badger-bail 

.  tlie  ball,  and,  final! 
mbat  with  nil  leer,  Jeni 

tessinag  nun  to  ipar,  *J  '..  .:  •.     linca  a  lenson.  his  left 
was  un fortunately   knocked  out,  which  reduced  him  to  a 
polh  for  he  soon  after  retired  from 

i   position  of  a    I 
ntrv  a>  an  active  magistrate.     11> •:•«•  he  passed  his  rosy 

I  ill  he  succeeded  to  ttie  peerage,  n 
eldest  daughter  of  the  Imk<-  of  A  loveliest 

r  ran  sway  from  I 

the  joy  and  solace  of  his  old  a-<-.     II 

killed  in 
iore  couu  than  an 

eerage,  and  his  sou  sad   h«-ir  inherits  the  same 
tates.     1  iik'.  White*!  some  years  ■ 

-eut  at  a  way  1  with  th< 

•>.     Tho 
rninsse,  n 
i»ually  does,)  snd  laughed  St  J  mtagenet,  which 

ier  unfeeling. 

t ion  deserves  to  be  re< 

sad   m\  ttle  all 

ins,  snd  to  srrange  certain  little  mai 

with               torablc  and  i  -men.     We 

W  C  I  I 
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Alderman  Bullface,  who  had  been  among  the  bitterest  of 
our  opponents  in  the  late  struggle,  lie  was  down  stairs, 
and  begged  to  be  admitted.  He  was  shown  into  the  room, 
and  the  Cannibal  warmly  shook  bands  with  him  ;  for  Bull- 
face  had  great  intluence  over  his  own  people,  and  if  we 
could  but  get  him  to  our  own  side,  all  hope  for  the  Scarlets 
would  be  utterly  and  forever  extinguished,  so  nicely  were 
two  great  constitutional  parties  balanced.  Bullface 
returned   the  Cannibal's  greeting  with  equal  favor,  and 

having  shaken   hands  with   several  of  the  committee-men, 
1  permission  to  be  heard.     It  was  at  once  granted. 
"  Gentlemen,"  says  the  Alderman,  "J  admire  the  spirit 

and    the   pluck    with   which    the    late    election    was   carried. 

All  is  now  over;  let   bygones  be  bygones.     We  have  had 
■   fair   stand-up   light;    we   have   got    a   bellyfull,   and   you 
..on  the  belt.      All  this  is  right   and    fair,  and  1  don't 
complain.     Hut  the  election  has  had  this  important  effect 
on   my  own   mind,   and   on   those   of  the   gentlemen    who 
usually  go  with  me.     It  has  separated  us  forever  from  the 
let  party." 
Here   there  was   a  t ivmendous  burst  of  applause,  which 
nearly  knocked  the  ceiling  of  the  room  to  pieces.     The  ex- 
citement was  perfectly  dreadful;  several  of  the  committee- 
men in  their  wild  eagerness  to  embrace  and  congratulate 

Bullface  on  his  independent  spirit,  J08tled  against  ami 
knocked  each  other  down.  The  A  Merman  listened  calmly 
and  philosophically;  he  was  as  unmoved  as  Socrates  when 
friends  surrounded,  bin  i"  prison — and  some  wept, 
while  others  preached.     I  often  wonder  the  Grecian 

did  not  kick  both  the  pedants  and  the  pulers  to  the  deuce. 
When  the  hurricane  had  subsided,  the  worthy  Alderman 
resumed  i 

is,  gentlemen,  I  have  been  treated  with  base  in 
tilde ;  but  no  more  of  this.     I  am  here  to  make  the  arrange- 
ment I  have  mentioned;  in  all  my  coming  struggles  you 
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may  rely  on  me  and  on  my  friends,  and  I  hope  to  make  np 
by  my  future  conduct  for  any  inconvenience  I  may  have 
put  you  to  by  my  former  opposition.  And  now,  gentle- 
men, I  bid  you  all  good-night,"  and  the  Alderman  appeared 
about  to  withdraw, 
thing  was  impossible.  What !  suffer  the  worthy 
Bullface  to  depart  in  this  manner?  It  was  out  of  the  q' 
tion.     He  must  stay — he  tat  I  glass — a  bottle — a 

—any  thing,  every  thing — nothing  that  mom 
o  precious  for  this  high-spir';1 
lent  elector,  who  ad  forty 

We  all  I  round  him  and  outre: 

him  to  remain.     The  Cannibal  would  not  permit  iiii 
tmv— he  went  and  locked  tin-  door.     The  chairman  of  the 

inittce,  who  hap]  Mayor  of 

town,  never  I  n  in  his  life. 

At  length,  after  great  .llface  again  addressed 

11  : 

r,  and    gentlemen  of  the    I 
1  is  the  proudest,  fi:t;  life. 

It  !•  Impossible  tor  dm  t<»  express  w! 

why  have  we  been  so  long  on  H  I  J 

I  am 
ind  so  many  i  hind  Mauri 

and  all  IbT  the  prrf.. nuance  of  S  simp  :■:';..      With 

dad   hospitality— hut  only  on   - 
.  Litton,  that   \ou  also  wifl  >  we 

have   had  a  glass  Of  pe  that  you  wlD 

not  refuse  to  partake  of  a  little  Itrffpev  with  me.    If  I 

OUr  eon-  .1   hut   St. 

Order    it;   wa   shall   have   it    :.  .   and    it 

ly  in  an  hour.     It  n; 
really  don't  know  what  they  can  got  at  a  moment's  notice; 
but  in  and  simple,  wo  shall  not  the  less  heartily 
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There  were  several  hungry  fellows  on  our  committee, 
who  enjoyed  nothing  better  than  :i  toast  :it  another  m 
expense.  They  Bmacked  their  lips  at  the  anticipated  Alder- 
manic  banquet ;  the  invitation  was  accepted,  and  BuUface 
stepped  across  the  street  to  give  his  orders.  1I<-  wai  not 
away  more  than  five  minutes,  and  when  he  came  back  1: 
was  a  sunny  smile  on  nil  I 

wMr,  Mayor  and  Gentlemen,"  said  he, 4' I  am  happy  to 
inform  you  that  they  can  supply  us.  It  is  now  eight 
o'clock — supper  will  Ik-  ready  at  nine.     Until  then,  let  us 

sit  down  ami  talk  over  the  past,  like  good  fellows.^ 

And  we  did  sit  down;  what  capital  boon  companions  we 

all  were!     We  drank,  at   Plantagenet's  expense,  the  n 

'.lent  claret  that  could  be  got  for  moii,  twilled  it, 

about  like  water;   we  warned  U  with  real  Cogn 
nine  ran,  and  were  shown  to  the 

supper-room.     I  aid   for  thirty.     Bull 

at  the  head  near  the  door,  with  the  Cannibal  and  Fireaway 
on  his  right,  Shaveley  Hill  and  Ilogden  on  the  left: 

landlord  of  '  D  occupied   the  vice-chair,  and  the 

ere  quickly  uncovered. 
-Mr.  Mayor  and  Gentlemen,'  Mr.  BuUface, u it  in 

a  plain    SUpper;    at    this    short    not  in-  I   could    get    nothing 
bttt    rabbits   in    tin-   borough      nor  could  even   those  lie  got 

in  sufficient  quantity,  only  that,  as  yon  know,  to-morrow 
Is  our  great  rabbit  fair,  and  I  fortunately  wsylaid  a  big 

who  was  on    his    way  to    it,  and    bought    two   do/.-n    of  his 
finest.      Mine   host  of  the  Swan   tellfi  me  they  have   made  a 

most  beautiful   stew,  ami   indeed  they  smell   deliciously. 
us  despatch  them  as  soon  Me.    1  have  ordered 

four  or  live  dozen  champagne  to  follow." 

Saying  this,  the  Alderman   began  to  help  those  who  sat 
near  him.    There  were  six  dishes  of  these  delicious  animals, 
each  containing  four;   they  steamed   with   onions,  pep] 
and  many  other  fragrant  condiments.    The  sparkling  vision 
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of  the  coming  champagne  inspired  the  committee-men,  and 
ample  justice  was  done  to  the  Alderman's  rabbits.  The 
company  indeed  was  profuse  in  their  j 

"  I  never  tasted  any  thing  sweet*  M      or. 

perfectly  delicious."  s:\i<l  1! 

I  the  best 
part  of  the  election." 

lllface,  "enjoy  Yourselves,  I  .ira  de- 
\." 
■',  Mr.  Alderman/1  cried  the  Mayor,  u  how  i 
i 

»r,"  answered  our   hoct,    "I    have 
drank  so  mu  llent  claret,  that  I  really  I 

ill  begin  presently.     In  the  meantime  let 
is  back — it  is  fat  and  plnn 
-  went  round,  and 
rka,     I  waa  myself  rather  a  spectator  than 
an   act«>r   in   this    nappy   SCei 

u   the  claret,  until   I 
felt  disposed  for 

But  (Jro:i  l'iggnan  stuffed  tin 

M  like  boas. 
Half  nn   hour  or  more   1  **cn    thus   delightfully 

in  arose,  and  apologizing 
e  was  going  to  see  al 
In  hi-  absence  wedrauk  I 

i   all  agreed  thai  there  waa  not  a  better  fellow 

WO! 

few  minutes  the  hamper  of  champagne  was  br 

•    same   t. 

iloud.     It  was  as  follows: 

Km.  Matob: 

"  I  am  unci  called  away  by  a  sudden  matter, 
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which  admits  of  no  delay.  Pray  make  my  apology  to  the 
company  for  my  unlooked-for  absence.  I  hope  you  will 
enjoy  the  sham. 

"Yours  truly, 

"John  Bullface." 

We  had  a  laugh  at  the  worthy  Alderman's  mode  of  spell- 
ing the  first  syllable  of  champagne. 

'•  Bui  as  it's  French,"  says  the  Mayor,  taking,  as  ft  matter 
of  MOtiM)  the  vat-ant  chair,  a  why  our  departed  friend  can- 
not be  expected  to  Know  any  thing  6r  a  foreign  lingo.    He's 

John   Bull,  and  true  son  of  old  England,  J  k i. 
In  the  meantime,  gentlemen,  ao  long  as  his  wine  It  real, 
wi  can  overlook  the  spelling,"  and  gently  smiling  at  his 

humor,  be  drew  the  hamper  towards  him. 

w  Waiter,"  aaid  he,  "bring  the  nippers  and  cham] 
tumblers.     Gentlemen,  we  shall  drink  in  bumpers  and  no 
mistake." 

d  to  me  t  lint    for  a  hamper  containing   so  many 

bottles  of  wine,  it  was  wielded  without  much  trouble  by  our 

worthy    President*     However,   be   himself,  intent   on   ap- 

proaching  bliss,  evidently  heeded  nothing  bu1  to  draw  forth 

contenti  ilj  as  possible.    He  cut  the  cords  and 

lifted  up  the  lid.      We  £OUld    see   no    Lotties  nor  any  straw 

in  whieb  they  were  likely  to  be  concealed.    The  mayor  put 

in  his  band,  and  drew  forth  ft  brown  paper  parcel,  nicely 
d,  and  addressed  to  "  His  Worship."  We  all  gathered 
round  him.  With  anxious  trembling  band  be  tore  open 
the  parcel,  and  revealed  to  our  astonished  view  twenty-four 
cats'  tai  ier  with  the  head  and  claws  of  an  old  gray 

parrot,  in  a  moment  the  horrible  truth  Seabed  on  us.  We 
had  supped  on — but  let  me  ps 

The  whole  company  was  sick  in  live  minutes.    Never  was 
there  a  more  awful  Catastrophe. 
****** 
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The  render  may  probably  ask  me. 
wh.v  u  doing  during  all  this  hard-fought  election  !" 

That  is  my  secret,  which  I  am  not  at  all  bound  to  reveal. 
I  only  know.  Instead  of  fifty,  I  got  a  hundred  pounds  out 
of  the  successful  candidate,  and  that  was  all  I  cared  for. 


cn  a  PTE  B    xxvi. 

Dubtno  all  this  time  I  had  not  forgotten  what  I 
my  loved  Fruncesca.     I  searched  the  peerage  books,  < 

piiries  as  largely  as  I  could 
wit.  r    attention   to  either  of  us. 

Smith,  I  waa  to  some 
but  I  did  n<  '  fashion:  I  of 

the  !  lis  too  0]  r   1   dreaded  not 

lasar,  w! 

y  knew  to  l>e  after  me,  animated  as  mu<  1, 

seance  a»  by  thirst  of  moi.  M\   Franceses  scan 

1 
as  possible  wha'  ecn 

It  may  be  asked  wh\ 
i  ranceaca,  to  fly  with  i 

The  answer  is — an 
at  it  is  an   u 
uut:  I   ; 

ope  that  I  shoul 
;itagu,  and  say.  *  lb-re  I  am ;  I  pi 

i  n  law  a  «cion  of  a  most  noble  house.    S 
r  myself, 
at  I  was  other  than  a  WSI 
Thi-.  1  ich  I  should 

Hoi  could  I   \<nture  before  him  until 
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the  great  object  of  my  search  was  accomplished  ?     To  in- 
luce   into   his   house  a  gitana — for  in   no  other   light 
would  she  stand  until  her  true  descent  was  established — 
w<.ul<l  he  to  incense  him  an<l  his  wife  against   both  with  an 
ttinguiakabll   fm  .  to  own   the  truth,   I  <li<l 

not  particularly  desire  to  face  him.  There  was  •  ragaboad 
independence,  an  erratic  Arab  sort  of  freedom  in  my  pi 

cut  mode  of  life  that  pleated    me.      For  mere  animal  pk 
Urea    I  <U«1    not   care   much.      My  father,  with   a   million   at 
bk  back,  OOtlld   live  on   fifty  ponndl  a  year.      Why  should 
not    I    he  able    to    make    the    same    DOSSt (       ( >ur  garret  was 

I  and  modest;   wt  stately  loved  each  other;  we 

i   together.     She  "as  delighted — 

poor  child — with  my  scanty  earnings.     Our  treasures  in 

that  way  seemed  inexhaustible.  My  brain  appeared  a 
golden  mine,  OS  which  1  could  draw  at  will.  And  then 
how  exqniaitl  B  luxury  was    bar   praise   of  my  work-  when 

I!  One  word  of  commendation  from  h.  nth 

all  the  applause  of  the  critit-.      lira.  Bal  tiohaotad 

with  her.  as  who  WOOld  D  Bbe  Bached  upon  her  like 

a  new  at  peat  there  was  a  vagrant  charni,  a  sti.-r 

tiou   in   the  whole   a  Hair,  which   restrained 

me  from   DMking  any  offer  to  return   home,  and   though  I 

knew  t!.  is  and  roils,  and  had  bo 

r  on   that    head,  still  I  did   not   really  need    Lady  Mary, 

husband,  or  their  splendid   home.      We   hod   love  in  a 

and    that    sufficed    for   all    things — let   misers  and 

uioney-Lrrubbcrs  say  what  they  will. 

day  When  I  returned  home,  (we  had  now  been  about 
6ix  months  in  London.)  FreaceSCS  told  me,  with  an  appear- 
ance of  Strange  alarm,  that   she   had   seen    Dom    Balthazar 
.  and  look  up  at  our  house.     She  happened  to  be  at 

the  window  at  the  moment,  and  suddenly  drew  back,  hot 

did  not  venture  to  look  out  again  to  observe  whether  he 
had  staved  to  reconnoitre,  or  whether  his   movement  had 
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been  any  thing  indeed  but  casa.il.     This  information  gave 
mc  some  alarm  ;  yet  I  heeded  little  that  could  be  done  in 
of  open  violence.     I  was  in  the  middle  of  the  mc- 
.  where  it  would  have  been  hard  at  all  i 
iti  any  -^reat  outrage,  or  openly  violate  the  laws, 
ever,  I  thought  it  as  well  to  guard  against  all  risk  of 
iger,  and  we  left  our  lodgings  the 
f    into  an  i-ntircly  diilercnt   part  of  London.     R 
ted,  however — as  afterwards  appeared — one  most  m 
rial  on;  for  the  person  who    rMBOVtd  oar  things 

carried  them  straight  into  our  new  dwelling,  and  wi 

•  silence,  or  rather  we  t  hat 

nge  of  residence  might  thus  by  an  active  a<! 

were  now  happy  again.     Kranccsca'a 
ri  gradually  al>at<  road  as  usual  among 

-••house  friend  ■*  and  patrons.     It  1  that  I 

later  than  usual.     P 
was  past  midnight.     I   had  been  detain. -.1  by  Um  bofl 
cries  of  that  reverend  quack  orate  .<»  held  forth 

u  admiring  audience  of  fops  and  witlings  in  the  most 
y   medley  of  learning,   farce,   scurrility,  and 
indecency  i ! .  it   has  been  heard  since  the  days  of  A  ret 

I  ark.  perhaps  Aristophanes 
.elf,  that  mad  wag  of  quality  who  has  so  many  sins 
against'  rates  to  answer  for. 

Marriage  of  ('ana  in  Galilee,"  and 
ii  of  the  comedy  was  borrow, 
poor  Woolston,  a  great  deal  more  was  the  proper  lucubra- 
vned  tul  <>s;  and  loud  wa- 

We  cheerfully  subscribed 
!>cnoo  at  the  clos-  -bank  making  a  low 

bow,  wished  us  all  with  old  Xickolas,  who  he  assured  us 

to,  and  w. 
•-•fully  reward   us  for  ons  which   we  bad  just 

i  his  accredited  clergyman.      I  walked  homo 
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part  of  the  way  with  old  Colly  Cibber,  who,  among  other 
profane  sexagenarians,  had  been  loudest  of  all  the  assembled 
rascals  in  his  applause.  He  was  not  quiU  old  enough  to 
lviminber  Sir   Chs  ley's  horrible  exhibition  of  him- 

self in  Covent  Garden,  or  Rochester's  sermon  as  a  foreign 
<jnaeU  on  Tower  Hill;  but  he  had  known  persona  who  had 
been    present    at    both,  ami   having   heard   them   frequently 

[bed,  he  declared  that  Henley's  was  »  more  agreeable 
treat  to  all  blackguard-minded  individuals  than  either; 
adding  iildn't  have  missed  it  for  a  score  of  guineas. 

Wr    parted  at  a  c!  t,  and  I  wandered    -lowly  home- 

ward.     Suddenly  I  felt    m\  i  rged,  and    bound. 

1    was   Hung   into  a   hacki,  Uj    two    men    instantly 

Jumped  in  after  me;  a  direction  was  given  to  the  driver, 

and  I  was  hurried  oil' with  the  rapidity  of  a  hunt.    The  night 
irk,  and  we  |  •  rapidly  that  even  bad  1  known 

my  companions,  I  doubt  whether  I  could  ba  ^nised 

them,     a   peeping  glimpse  of  light  from  ■  dying  lamp  re- 

i    two    faees   masked.      Not    a   word  was  spoken.      We 

rode    for   abOUt    two    hours,    without    onee    Stopping.       We 

a  momentary  halt  at  some  turnpike  gates ;   but  they 

open  as  if  by  magic,  and  we  paseed  through  unobal- 

1.      At    length,   when    the    morning   gray    was  almost, 

break  topped  at  an  iron  gate  ;  it  opened,  and  we  pro- 

ceeded Up  a  dark  avenue.  A  house  with  one  solitary  light 
appeared   in   the   distance.      I  was  brought  in,  led  upstairs, 

und  thrust  into  a  bedroom  in  whieh  a  lire  was  burning, 
oed  by  an  iron-wire  guard.  A  light  also  WOJ  hung 
against  the  wall,  but  so  as  to  be  inaccessible  to  the  inmate 
of  the  room.  The  door  was  loeked  on  the  outside,  and  I 
was  left  to  my  meditatio:. 

My  first  thought  was,  of  course,  home — I  do  not  mean 
Lady  Mary's,  for  that  was  never  a  home  to  me — but  my 
true  home — the  home  and  household  of  my  heart.  My 
wife,  Francesco — poor  child !   I  said,  what  will  become  of 
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thee  ?     Alone  in  London — I  dread  to  think.     Oh  !  let  me 

fly  to  thee!     I  rushed  to  the  IkkI — I  tore  oil  the  elothea.     I 

'  the  sheets  together  in  a  long  knot.     I   I  the 

It  was  fastened  down  and  securely  1  arred.     All 

pc  that  way  seemed  impossible.    1  .1  thumb 

the  door,  the  floor.     I  broke  I 

8,  and  shouted  aloud  through  the  aperture.     Hut  no 

My  words  seeun.  1  1<>-i  in  \  and 

\<>  one  ca:  1  was  h-ft    to  my  own 

:is.     Oh!  how  I  raved  and  roared!     My  paaatOQ 

htful — but  I  was  po«  ild  do  nothing. 

get  nt  the  lani|),  at  the  fire,  that  I  ini^ht  hum 

the   house  and  take  my  chance  of  an  escape  during 

I  even  here  I  was  balm- 1.     In  a  «  uld 

iae  no  method  of  getting  • 
was  wo i  aadnosa.     At  f  on  the 

r,  and  sobbed  myself  to  sleep.      1  I  to 

i — but  those  were  nightmare  dreams  of  horror. 
i.Mir.      When  I  awoke  I  could  sea 
think  that  !  s  scene  was  real.     It  was  now  d<  v.     I 

Op.       I     \v:is    still    dressed.      I    look 
lamp  Itill  faintly  burned;  the  fire  was  I 

saw  that  it  was  all  true.     I  whs  a  |  \\  i,y  '.'    Where- 

This  I  could  not  answer.     Eton  Balthazar  i 

i  me?     This  was  not 
r<\  fioin  :t  lo 

I  ! 

-   it  not  a  c  so  as  to 

•  was— the  secret  was 

libel — oh!   I  warlike  a  wi. 
1   roar.  1,  I  s1  my  prison.     They  will 

away — she  will  be  mur>l- 
—and  I — am  a  wfld  i 

have  fallen  Insensible,  for  when   I   recovered   I  found  food 
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placed  near  me — bread  and  water — hut  I  regarded  it  not. 
The  pangi  of  hunger  had  not  yet  seized  mo.  My  mental 
suflbrings  wore  now  at  fever  heat,  [leader]  will  you  be- 
Uave  it f  I  lay  in  this  place  for  three  whole  months.  I 
no  one  hut  servants.  I  was  denied  paper,  or  pens,  or 
ink;  to  my  questions  I  received  no  answer.  At  the  end 
of  thft  time  I  was  free.  I  Hew  as  if  on  wings  to  the  place 
where  I  had  left  Franceses,  hoping  against  hope  that  I 
should  find  bet  there.    She  was  gone— the  people  of  the 

house   knew  nothing  of  her.      She  had  received  a  letter  the 

morning  after  1  had  been  seized.    She  eat  up  for  me  the 

whole   1 1 1 «_T I •  *  :'nl! — wild,   wondering    agitated;      In 

the  morning  ■  letter  was  brought  from  Mr.  Smith.  Bin 
opened  and  read  it :  she  danced  with  joy.    Ohl  I  am  going 

to  him.  she  said.      SI  1  and  left  the  hOU  had 

stained.     I  rushed  np4tairs-M»hs  room  was*      i 

had  left  it.  There  Wa8  the  bed  unlain  on— the  withered 
Violets — the    little    trunk    which    contained    OUT   all    in    the 

earner — the  volume  of  Taenia  which  she  had  been  reading, 

:i  and  turned  down,  jnM  as  she  had  left  it  in  her  hu 

ity  pejk  untouched;  my  few  bootm  itill  ready  for 

my  hand  in  the  QSOSJ  place.      All   reminded  nie  of  her,  and 

my  Irreparable  loss.     I  looked  Into  the  pen],  fur 

tidings.  Alas!  they  could  give  none.  I  felt  my  heart 
sicken;  my  brain  turned  around.      I   fell  down  in  convul- 

Pive weeks  passed.    Theormis of my  fever  was gone*   In 
my  frenzy]  had  revealed  all— my  real  name  and  rank — 

Frai  my    fearful    sufferings.     When    I    re- 

COVered,  I  was  in  a  room  which  I  thought  I  knew  Bgaitt. 
A  nurse  was  sitting  at  my  bedside.  She  put  her  hand  to 
her  lips  and  made  a  sign  to  he  still.  I  lay  down.  This,  said 
I,  also  is  a  dream.  It  is  like  my  old  room  at  Twickenham 
— but  this  cannot  be.     Yet  it  was.     For  in  a  few  days  I 
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better — I  rapidly  recovered.     I  was  well.     Lady  Mary 
into  my  room.     She  looked  at  DM  coldly,  and  said: 
you  have  come  back.      Wt   thought  you  ware 
g  ago.     We  did  not  know  you  had  been  a  madman. 
What  do  you  mean  to  do  with  j-ourself  ?" 


CHAPTK  B      XXVII. 

I   was   now   under   my    father's    roof,    and    intolerably 
Mary  treated  me  wit!  tee,  and  . 

nd  mockery.     If]  father  waa  Imninreed  in  politics 
and  moi  og.    With  him,  indeed,  t 

a  means  t..  the  M  r  he  was  above  all  rnlgar  n«>t; 

of  1  ity.      !!-■  Derei    MUM  near  mc      I 

svlf  with  my  books.     11*'  did   n«-t  appeal 
r  that  at  the  top  of  the  house  such  I  was 

in  (  !  ar  to  go  out,  or  1 

in?"  the  bright  "pen  air.    Francesca  was  lost  tome 
This  was  the  fix*  1  should   1 

run  away  atrain  and  sought  Mauasam  .  BOampflU 

but  I  had  ui  ielf  by  my  '■'  and 

my  HM  1  tth  the  (i  I  shoold  have  m 

to  Sale  at  nd  my  literary  friends — but 

oar,  when  I  had  no  in  U  >  work  ? 

— w  <-sca  to  cheer  mc,  no  companion 

whose  wants   I   might  mpply?     I  sank  into  a  species  of 
lethargy;    all   my  powers  were  wrapped    In  1  I 

coul  •  see  or  speak  to  any  one.     I  eti  my  dm 

alone  an  >l  Miller  the  servants  to 

I  1  my  wan'  :ns.    I  was  quiet  only 

m  I  was  wholly  solitary.     I  could  not  endure  to  look 

upon  a  human  face.    It  seemed  the  outward  visible  sign  of 
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villany  and  falsehood.  I  then  thoroughly,  for  the  first  time 
grew  a  hater  of  m}'  species. 

At  the  end  of  a  year  I  woke  out  of  my  dreams,  and  began 
again  to  mingle  with  ordinary  life.  I  labored  hard  to  store 
m3*  mind  with  knowledge,  and  I  think  I  succeeded  to  some 
extent.  My  position  was  strange.  I  was  the  only  son  and 
expected  heir  of  a  great  Commoner,  yet  I  was  allowed  only 
something  like  ten  pounds  a  year  for  all  my  wants.  I  was 
not  absolutely  expelled  out  of  my  father's  house,  but  this 
•was  all — I  was  just  tolerated  there.  If  I  pleased,  I  oould 
have  gone;  if  I  pleased,  I  could  stay.  Tnis  was  the  cheer- 
ing sort  of  alternative  that  was  every  day  presented  to  me. 
For  sympathy  I  did  not  look,  for  1  was  conscious  of  the 
hate  of  one  and  the  indifference  of  the  other,  and  I  ardently 
reciprocated  both  sentiments.  They  thought,  I  suppose, 
that  as  I  was  dependent  on  Mr.  Montagu  for  wealth,  I 
bhould  fall  down  prostrate  and  worship  whenever  his  name 
was  mentioned;  hut  I  SCQrned  himself  and  his  money 
equally;  I  would   not  enslave  myself  or  degrade  my  soul 

by  a  1  v i nir  pretence  of  s  love  which  I  did  not  feel  ft*  all 

his  wealth,  or  for  all  the  wealth  of  IOn^land.  While  I  pur- 
sued my  present  course  I  respected  myself;  hut  if  I  became 
his  lould  have  SO  loathed  my  own  meanness  that   I 

should  have  cut  my  throat  to  avoid  the  horror  of  reflection. 

The  fashionable  world  could  not  understand  why  I  did  not 

adore  the  man  who  owned  a  million,  and  80  it  was  kindly 
down  by  the  mass  of  boobies  to  my  own  perversity,  and 
.  and  folly — a  notion  which  my  mother  kindly 
enc  uraged.  Wherever  She  went,  she  represented  me  as  a 
rogue,  blockhead,  weathercock,  and  liar.  Fortunately,  she 
was  now  so  well  understood  that  her  calumnies  did  me  no 
harm  ;  and  there  were  some  who  even  judged  for  themselves. 
The  women,  by  their  advance--,  told  me  I  was  handsome; 
the  men,  by  their  sneers  and  envy,  and  affected  coldness, 
convinced  me  that  I  was  learned ;  but  I  needed  not  either 
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the  women  or  the  men  to  give  me  this  pleasing  information, 

for  my  looking-glass  informed  DM  of  the  first,  :uid  my  nm- 

whispered  me  of  the  second.     K«t  :i  year  I  lived  as 

I  have  described ;  after  this  I  went   intot'  world," 

where    every    thing    was    faNc.    bottow,    ami    melancholy. 
v  was  s  perpetual  hunt  fef  :re.  an<l  as  perpetasJ 

a  disappointment.      It  was  sought  in  I  lis,  lidfott 

and  ma-  i;   in  the   opera. at    auctions,  ami    in  gi 

supper    |  .  china   shops.  lottcri.  un- 

hlin  latter   virtue    t!  .    carried    to   an   but* 

nnl   my  mother   WSJ   perpetually  hm  '. 
in  n. 

.  jobbing  also,  in  which  the  leaders  of  ety 

mingled  with  th.  aesa  and  the  i  me- 

iu   gallantry  and    in  tal 

Commandment.      But  though  que 

r  in  these  various  inheres  of  joy.  hap] 

iggard  •  wrinkled  brow,  the 

that  never  sank 

the  disappointment  and   the  vanity  of  human  wishes  when 
centred  only  in  ex) 
;de  in  in; 

-s  hitterly  SMIH   their  - ;    what 

to  me  at   tl  I  were  t  of  the 

tbtagfl   i»»    brocade    I  ,   Who — I    had  almost   written 

:cjr-room,  or 
(bjBQe?      1  tested  them  only  by  one  woman,  who  « 

i  I  need  not  add  they  would  not  bear  comparison. 

The   inuocc:  up 

<■  enrapt 

mystic;    those  eyes,   full   of   virgin    li^'ht,   that    hair  that 
spa  lusircMi-  .ow-white  neck,  as  I  have 

e  golden  learn  of  sim-et  rest  upon  an  Alpine 
peak;  thnt  mouth,  so  full  of  I  o,  which  was 

like  harp  strings  agitated  by  the  summer  breeze,  so  soft, 
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so  sweet,  so  musical,  so  exquisitely  thrilling;  that  sound 
sense  and  exquisite  understanding  which,  though  a  child. 
she  manifested  in  all  things;  her  elevated  ambition:  her 
sympathy  with  all  noble  and  pure  aspirations.    These  were 

what  I  had  lost   in   her.  and   feared  that  I  had  lost  forever. 

Hon  r  her?     How  ascertain  if  she  was  not  even  at 

this  present  moment  in  the  hands  of  the  gypsies,  subjected 

to  the  chance  of  death,  wrong,  outrage  ? — I  knew  m>t  what, 
ami  scarcely  dared  to  think. 

There  was  not  one  of  those  women  who  moved  around 
US  that  would   not    have  surrendered  herself  ho.lv  and  soul 

to  the  young  heir  of  the  wealthy  Wortley  Montagu.     I  I 
now  eighteen)  tall,  lively,  enterprising;  my  descent  was 

good,  my  connections  powerful.     What  more  did   1  need  to 

ime  their  god?     Nothing.     But  1  did  nol  profit  ly  my 

opportunity.    A  profound  grief  kept  me  and  preserved  me 

No  morning  dawned  that  J  did  nol  devise  tome 

scheme   to   discover   tiding!  of  my  beloved;   no   sun   sank 

without  witnessing  my  bailed  hope  and  renewed  disap- 
pointment.   Vet  1  rose  again  next  day.  confident  asbef 
hut  still  doomed  to  the  rasper  mockery  of  my  hopes.     1 

employed   emissaries,   as   much   SI  mty   means   and 

lit  would  enable  me  tO  do,  and  despatched  them  in  all 
directions  for  tiding!  such  a->  I  desired.  I  sought  out  the 
mad-house,  <»r  private  prison  where  I  had  been  confined, 
but  the  place  was  untenanted  and  desolate.  The  persons 
who  bad  occupied  it  disappeared  immediately  alter  my 
liberation,  and  left  no  trace  that  could  lead  to  their  dis- 
I  want  myself  and  saw  the  landlord.  He  ap- 
peared to  be  a  sort  of  Quaker,  and  like  Bogden,  and  others 
of  my  electioneering  hypocritical  friends,  made  great  pre- 
tentions to  piety  ;  he  even  affected  to  sympathize  with  me 
— for  I  hinted  my  suffering! — but  he  Could  give  me  no  in- 
formation of  his  former  tenants.  I  knew  by  his  look  that 
he  lied,  but  it  was  useless  to  tell  him  that  I  thought  60. 
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Amonpr  those  who  saw  me  frequently  at  this  period  was 
my  cousin    Fielding — the  chance  companion   in   my   D 
wild  escapade  to  Oxford,     lie  was  now  a  literary  chara> 
of  some  repute.     His  father,  General  Fielding,  had  thrown 
him  loose  upon  London  almost  without  a  penny,  and  he 

.  or  rather  to  starve  by  tl 
could  be  more  precarious  than  I  of  sub- 

iice.    He  was  sea 
-o  before  the  period  of  which   I  am  now  writ 
up   a   sort  of  scrambling  acquaintance  with 
.  to  whom  wit,  conviviality  and  gay  humor  are  al- 
s  a  recommendation,  and  became  intimate  with  Wi. 
who  introduced  him  to  Mrs.  <> 
Iter  bounteous  generosity  the  wret 

He  described  his  exact  position  in  one 
i  had  no  alte:  he  said,  i  become 

a  hackiK  man,  or  a  hackney  writer,  and  I  chose 

•,  methinks  he  would  have  been  more  I 
had  he  taken  to  the  rein,  or  e\  han 

in  this  accursed  era.     The  poor  youth,  dr. 
to  his  v.  |i   to  pay  his   tailor,  or    ! 

ply  his  father,  scrihMed  off  a 
weveral  Maaques"  which  was  produced  at  Drtu 

my  ni'.lh.r  in  \  irt m.-  of  !.. 
reaeed  author.     Like  all  writers,  he  fooled  her  to 
is  far  as  flattery  was  ted;  and 

possessed  only  a  tithe  of  those  magi 
for  which  lie  gave  h  .    I 

-ions,  nor  would  i 

•  >  a  Scotch  p  like  Bute.     Hut  poor 

-  not  the  first  who  mistook  a  cloud  for  a  god- 

r  he  got  nothii;  '  ut   a  smile. 

ship,  ami  ion  with  the  papers,  bow« 

tn  an  in'  to  our  house,  which  was 

of  some  use  to  a  young  fellow  struggling  hard  in  the  wild 
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ie:i  of  London.  Lady  Mary,  I  suppose,  discovered  from 
him  ottr  accidental  meeting  when  boys  so  many  years  ago, 
and  she  now  threw  us  together.  I  rather  suspect  her  ob- 
ject was  to  let  Fielding  drag  me  into  his  own  headlong 
coarse  of  dissipation,  as  a  means  of  making  me  forget  my 

Francesca;  for  my  lady  well  knew  by  this  time  that  I  was 
married,  and  though  she  could  have  no  doubt  that  Franc 
was  of  noHe  birth,  still  she  always  Bp  ke  of  her  as  "a  wash- 
erwoman," which  would  have  been  laughable  for  its  absurd- 
ity, only  that  it  was  galling  for  its  insolence.  From  several 
circumstances  I  began  t<>  fancy  that  Lady  Miry  herself 
was  privy  to  the  plot  which  had  rudely  separated  us  both; 
for  she  exhibited  so  much  malign  ty  and  feminine  spits 

whenever  that    loved   name    was   mentioned   lty  me,  that    I 

could  scarcely  attribute  either  to  exist  against   one  who 

-  an  entile   stranger.      1    subsequently  learned   that    my 

picions  were  oorreot,  and  that  while  Lady  Mary  well 
knew  nearly  every  thing  relating  to  Franceses,  she  took 
care  to  give  them  such  a  coloring  to  my  father,  that  be 

believed  like  the  rest  of  tin-  world,  that  she  was  of  ignObis 

I  irth,  and  little   better  than  an   impostor  who  Inveigled  a 

son  Into  a  marriage  with  the  most  sordid  rl 

Fielding  was  too  noble  a  fellow,  and  too  sharpwttted 

.  to  1  e  made  a  complying  tool  of,  even  by  one  so  Inge* 

ly  Mary.      Himself  •,  man  of  quick  and  ardent 

.  and  notwithstanding  all  his  grossaeSs,  of  the 
Bontimentalism  when  true  love  was  in  the  debate] 

1  e  ••      •>()  moved  by  my  artless  descriptions  of  her  whom  I 

had  1   of  the   felicity  we   had   enjoyed    in  our   brief 

imer  time  of  rapture,  that    I    have  seen    the  tears    roll 
down  his  manly  face,  ami  he  would   sit  for  several  mint 
in  a  thoughtful   reverie,  in   which  sympathy  for  me  had  a 
larc  .  and   hatred   of  my  enemies  a   still   larger.     So 

far  from   conducting   me   into   ti.  f  boisterous 

madness,  in  which   he  was  nightly   indulging,  and  which 
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finally  destroyed  one  of  the  finest  constitutions  ever  given 

to  a  man,  be  dissuaded  me  from  any  such  resource,  and 

deplored  his  own  failings  with  ■  bitterness  that  was  sin 

at  the  moment,  hut  which  melted  a\vay  in  the  fust  glass  of 

that  be  swallowed.    He  even  aided  me  in 

inquiries,  under  a  solemn  pledge  that  I  would  not  dis- 

er  him  to  my  lady •.  and  from  b  scqnaintai 

with  human  nature,  and  his  profound  sense,  wherever  his 

Own  i He   advice  a- 

ild  probably  I  >ful, 

had  -.ca  been  in   England.     But   an   in<  i  lent   that 

.  by  putting  me  i;  for 

all  my  efforts  ha 

cause  to  I  was  an  im- 

f  talking  to  me  ahout    his 
cts,  and  I  communicated  to  him  in  time  l 
Gooroo.     W  .   had  many 
pu  tat  ions  <  liosis,  or  transn 

Is,  and  it  was  after  one  of 
d  to  mi  of  writing  a  lit t ^  00  that 

ising  this   Brahminical  .   he 

i  that   curious   m< 
which  he   possess! 
of  his  r!  ugh  a  variety  of  scenes  ai 

ss  surprising  as  those  of  'id  Bias,  or  Asmodeus.     I 

■ 
a  youthful    imaginat 
l.ro  that  sketch  of  t:  ror  Julian,  which  he 

.  •'.! 

the  :  or    trai.  an 

my 
I   thought  to  myself  if  1  \  this  is 

23 
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the  sort  of  life  I  should  like  to  lead.  I  should  traverse 
many  lands  and  appear  in  many  characters.  To-day  a 
pilgrim,  to-morrow  a  gentleman,  now  a  soldier,  now  a  mer- 
chant, this  time  a  sailor,  tin-  next  a  physician,  a  Jew  one 
k,  a  .Mohammedan  the  following,  a  priest,  a  tiddler,  a 
qnaker  or  a  bull'oon, — there  was  rapture  in  the  idea,  and  I 
led  my  fancy  upou  it  till  1  had  lived  through  a  whole 
romn 

In  the  midst  of  our  discussions,  I  one  morning  proposed 
to  him  an  excursion  to  Portslade,  and  an  investigation 
personally   into  the   condition   of  my   gypsy   friends.      vVs 

bad  a  tew  guineas,  and  we  went  by  the  coach.    Borne  odd 

adventures  i  i •!'. ■!  us.  which  Fielding  afterwards  nsed  in  his 

romance  of  *  Joseph    Andrews,"  hut    they   an    n<>t    worth 

i  in  this  pises.     We  got  to  Brighthelmetone, 

and  I  took  np  my  quarters  there  at  an  inn.  while    Fielding 

1    to   the  eneanipment.      11.-    was    away    the   whole 

moon;  and   when   he   returned   late   in  the  evening,  he 

Was  a  good   deal  me  the    following 

nt  of  his  adventures  : 

"inted  out,  and   after  lingering 

*  [me,  I  palled  cut  a  pocket  I  ■ 

and    began  '  thai   old    ruin,  on  which   the  eamp  of 

I  had  not   bSSB  very  long  employed, 
when  a  \ery  pretty  gypsy  came  np  to  inc.  and  asked  mc  to 
cross  her  palm  with  gold.      I  looked  at  her  spark] 
and    roguish  d    I    half   envied    you    your    sojourn 

among   I  paging   IshmaoUtes.    Ah,  Wortley,  you 

must  h;i  .  some  strange  amusing  sights,  and  you 

must   give  me  an   account  of  them  in  detail   some  day,  for 
som  end  wonderful  work  of  fiction  in  which  we  shall 

\      .   may  suppress  all   your  own   intrigues,  or 
dish  them  up  under  another  name,  hut   you   must   at  1< 
give  me  a  full,  true  and  particular  narration  of  the 

"'Uatths,  'liu'n  ^od.' 
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"  I  told  the  wench  that  gold  was  to  me  one  of  the  rare st 
commodities  in  the  world,  but  that  I  would  give  her  a 
or  a  piece  of  silver,  if  she  could  tell  me  where  I  could 
one  Manasatn,  one  of  her  people,  as  I  had  a  message  for 
him  from  an  old  acquaintance.     Now,  by  one  of  the  ra 
chances  in  the  world,  this  girl  had  known  your  wife,  and 
had  a  sort  of  wild  attachment  to  both  of  you,  and  bef- 
I  quite  finished  my  sentence,  she  divined  what  1  came 
*  out  with — 
know  you.     You  came  from  Zala-Mayna.     Is  it 
not  so?' 

••  I  was  so  taken  by  surprise,  that  before  I  had  time  to 
nt  a  lie  I  was  forced  to  confess  that  it  was  so,  ami 
when  I  had  so  disburdened  my  soul,  she  ssid — 

••  Well,  I  am  glsd  you  have  come.     We  have  all  been 
sorry  for  the  poor  boy,  and  have  wished  a  thousand  etfli 
on  that  accursed  Pom  Balthazar  for  inter: 
-Mayna  did  wrong  to  strike  the  (> 

be  forgiven  by  the  tribe.  I  been  seized 

lit,  he  would  have  been  stom 

ir  law;  and  even  still,  if  he  - 
iow  not  but  they  would  inflict  it.     Bui 
me   the  i>iecc  of  stl\  \  I  will  seek 

a.sam — t  i  should  be  i  ribe 

Dg,    llowevei  izarisgone, 

the  sih  Acred   her  w 

would   have  baa  the  more  agreeable  half  of 
present,  namely  the  kiss,  she  gave  me  a  smart  slap  in  the 
issure  yon  I  feel  - 

j.-r  in  the  place 
•  lie  town  as  speedily  as  I  could.    '  I 
never  do,'  she  Ml  Manasatn  and  myself  to  be  m 

tog«  •  re  a  dozen  pi  res  always  at 

the  camp,  and  Manasam  had  always  shown  so  much  sorrow 
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for  Zala-Mayna's  misadventure  that  he  was  narrowly 
watched  by  the  tribe,  ami  would  get  into  trouble  if  he  were 
ouversin^  with  nu'.  She  asked  me  where  1  stayed, 
ami  I  told  her.      I  expect  the  gypsy  here  to-night." 

Ordering  up  a  fresh  bottle,  he  opened  wide  his  legs  before 
tl  e  lire,  and  threw  hiniM-lf  bark  in  his  chair,  with  tin-  ap- 
parent determination  of  a  man  who  bas  made  up  his  mind 
to  enjoy  himself  for  t lie  remainder  of  the  evening  with  the 
thai  he  eould  get.  The  wine  appeared,  and  alter  a 
hearty  glass,  Fielding  resumed — 

'*  Wort  ley,  my  drar  boy,  I  d<>n*t  know  what  your  lady 
mother  will  say  to  me  if  she  ever  Bltdl  OUt  1  have  been 
your  companion  in  this  adventure.     If  she  should,  no  more 

Twickenham  Bet  me;   i.o  more  stgared  compliments.    I 

shall    bcc..me  as  odious   to    her   as    Pope  Or   Swift,  and  she 
will  pursue  me  with  unrelenting  lampoonery — 

"  W  know,  do  mMooi  ' 

•  men  turn  lull, 

Ati'l  lirav"  '  '  urn  s!i-  Ir  baulU 

ilopcratcst  Rttaiks. 

:t  I  suppose    I    must    risk   all,  for   I 
adventure  about    this   love-feat   of  yours    that    please*   me, 
and  1  verily  believe    it    is  josl    the   sort    of  thing    I    should 
f  have  life  '•  all   Oil  Is  10  much 

.    folly,   and    flippant     falsehood   about    our  court    and 
drawing-room   dames,  that    1  WOflld   any  day  prefer  a   hav- 
er milkmaid    to  the   finest    dttohOH    in    the   Ian 

ii.  ai  I  had  the  price  of  I  dinner  and  a  bottle  in 
my  pocket.     That   is  a  rare  occurrence.*'      And   my  cousin 
i   from   his  very  heart.      1!  1   himself  with   an- 

other giast,  and  a.>  hi  did  <<>  Mana-am  was  aunouiicc<l. 

little   altered  since  1  had    lasf   mtii    him. 
up  and   shook    him  warmly  by  the    hand.      I   L< 
into  hi  nd  could  sec  that  bis  friendship  ^':ts  sincere. 

It  an  honest  interest  in  my  welfare,  that  was  written 
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there  as  plainly  as  it  was  possible  for  Nature  to  writs.    For 
his  eha  b  the  front  <  man  in 

letter-*  plainly  1<  all  who  use  their  eyes,  and  I 

who  i.     I  have  n*  -oen 

ilch  was  not  to  me  as  an  open  book,  who; 
.•  soul,  every  passion  of  the  heart,  e\ 
hul.it  of  tin-  spii  y  t lie  unerring  h: 

re,  or  rather  of  <J<»d  ;  and  as  He  cannot  deceive  or  be 
I,  it  is  wi  to  err  in  our  estimate  of  human- 

kind for  want  of  bestowing  proper  attention  upon  those 
i  uliom  we  come  in  contact.     Were  I  a  monarch 

-i.t.  1  wrouM  undertake  that  no  man  should 
til  he  had  passed  through 
I  scrutiny  :  and  this  obtained,  I  should  not 

an  baa  ever  misled  me,  for  where 

ion  fails.  comes  to  my  aid,  and  I  know 

though  under  the  most  artful 

ma-  ly  is  one  reasons  why  I  take  a 

•  w  of  life,  and  In  re  sarcastic 

obx<  -  than  pleases  the  man  a*  they  judge  by 

v  are  every  moment  deceived  1 
own  su]  iking  mankii  \  appear 

to  be;  and  >rity  to  > 

1,  the  shallow  suppose  them  to  be  what  they  seem,  and 
all  those  wh  enet  rated  deeper  they  call  misunt : 

I  «h-t  t Ui  •  I 

i  the  false  outside,  and  beholding,  as 

f  a  man,  deline*  oven  its 

peek  of  Uiem  as  l 

will  eee  keen  on  that  dreadful  day  of  judgment,  when  the 

secrets  of  all  hearts  shall  be  disclosed.     Hence,  if  in  this 

e  I  please,  1  shall  plea*.  ,e  great  mob  of 

readers  will  run  after  him  who  paints  man  in  genial  colors, 

.  thus  contribute*  to  those  delusions  Which  delight  us 

lislead  us  most. 
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I  invited  Mmmhhd  to  be  seated,  and  poured  out  a  glass 
for  him ;  but  with  the  abstemious  habits  of  his  people,  he 
declined  the  draught     He  took  a  biscuit  and  began. 

"  Much,  0  Zala-Maytta,  have  I  Longed  for  this  hour; 
much  have  I  lamented  thai  I  knew  not  where  you  could  be 
found,  or  that  I  hoard  not  from  you.  I  returned  some 
days  after  you  had  led.  Dom  Balthazar  had  broke  Ins  leg 
when  his  bome  Ml  en  him;  he  lay  on  the  road  till  day- 
break, when  he  was  discovered  by  some  of  our  people  who 
had  tracked  your  OOOraa.      He  said  that  he  had  ascertained 

real  name  and  position — that  yon  were  of  great  and 
blood,  and  had  deceived  our  trusting  people  with 

a  false  device.  It  was  rumored  also  that  be  WBB  to  receive 
■  sum  of  money  for  bringing  you  bark  to  your  father  and 
mother;  and  a  large  reward  if  be  COttld  separate  you  and 
Franceses  forever.  I  rather  fancy  be  knows  her  uncle.  I 
rather  think  he  is  in  his  employ  to  find  Franceses  out,  and 
that  if  he   can   by  any  means   place  her  in  his  bat 

will  be  the  treasure  be  is  to  receive.    Guard  her  therefore,  o 

Zala-Mayna,  as  the  lifed.lood  of  your  heart  from  Dom  Ilal- 
tha/.ar,  for  he  will  part  you  if  he  can." 

l,  but  remained  silent.  Manasam  was  evidently 
Ignoranl  of  the  loss  that  I  had  sustained.  I  did  not  inter- 
rupt him. 

"The   Gypsy  Queen  also  vowed  a  vow  of  vengeance 

against  you.     It  was  resolved  in  full  assembly  that  if  you 

ed  and  brought  back  you  should  die.    Akiba 

and  I  were  not  of  this  council  ;  if  we  had  been,  we  proha- 
bly  should  have  felt  ourselves  constrained  to  sanction  it, 
for  it  is  a  law  of  our   people,  and   cannot   be  broken.     The 

aof  the  Queen  is  sacred.  Dom  Balthazar  disappeared 
from  among  us  for  many  moons;  at  length  he  returned 
and  announced  that  you  were  a  prisoner.     He  was  asked 

why  he  had  not  brought  you  to  the  tents,  that  you  might 
die  ?     He  laughed,  and  produced  gold — gold  immense — the 
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price  of  your  bondage.     This,  be  said,  the  tribe  gain- 
life — but  nothing  should  we  secure  by  his  death.     The 
gold  was  divided.      Yet   there  were  many  who  would   h 
preferred  v.  .  and  the  law.      Don)  Balthazar  -aid  no 

more.     In  a  few  days  he  departed  for  Spain,  where  he 

11-   dropped  mysterious  hints,  but  we  understood  them 
not.     Since  then  we  ha\e  lived  as  before;  but  Uo 
in  juiied  for 

!  I  oon] 

We   consult  :   was  to  bo 

it  nothing  seemed  to  otfer  us 
i 1 1 ^C  when    I'raneesca  was.     She  had  evidently   been  ltu 
i  Balthazar — but  whither? 
\  i  on  me. 

Manaaam.     What 

him  thither  I   Unow. 

I'raneesca  is  in  a 

•.  and    1»  1 

iese  places,  and  what  they  will  do 
for  gold.     Ma  e abbot  - 

guineas,      lie  a. 

NMXHML  I   lOflg   i:.'  the 

see  me  agab 

kiba.     I  was  pleased  to  aee  t 
nan.     I  was  gre.r  k  by  him.     1 

In-   ;  i    think  of  the  gho.st 

i    and    parsed   th.  I 

I 

lie  .  a  small 

quantity  into  ray  hand;   he  t. 

e,  sueh  as    I  d  when  he  used 

cu.     Aud  this  was  what  1  then  saw. 
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A  small  cell  of  hewn  stone  was  opened  before  me,  the 
light  penetrated  dimly  through  iron  bars.  There  was  a 
wretched  pallet  and  a  jug  of  water.  It  seemed  an  apart- 
ment in  some  vast  building.  An  air  of  gloom  pervaded 
the  whole  scene;  it  was  in  the  Bhadow  of  mighty  mountains. 
Every  thing  seemed  still,  desolate  and  monotonous.  A  small 
book  lay  on  the  floor;  a  rosary  was  on  the  bed.  It  might 
have  been  at   lirst   Bight   a   dungeon,   but    tl  no 

warder's  tread,  nor  elank  of  chain.    It  impressed  me  with 

the  notion  of  one  of  those  immense  convents  that  are  found 

in  such  great  numbers  all  through  the  Peninsula;  prisons 

Indeed,  and  full  of  dungeons,  and  horrors  and  dread 

but  guarded  by  a  fores  stronger  than  that  of  sentinel  or 

fetter — the  foive  of  ignorance  and  superstition.    As  I  looked, 
BOlitude,   silence,  desolation   and    w  let  died'., 
■mm   more  and   more   impressed   on   my  mind.      I   could 
(eel   them   like  a  heavy  Weight  upon  my  heart  ;   they  Loaded 

eigbed  me  down  like  atmospheric  pressure.     I 

rer  in  that  pressure  the  sad  and  fearful  ma- 
sufferings,  sorrow  ami  despair  that  were  congregated  within 
that  dreadful  place.      My  In  art  was  filled  almost  to  bursting. 

Suddenly  a  door  in  the  sell  opened.  <>!  [leavens,  how 
6hall  I  support  this  sight?  It  was  my  Franceses — my 
loved,  my  adored,  my  lost  wife.    Oloom  and  wretchedn 

Inted  deeply  In  every  feature;   her  bj^m  were  red 

with  weeping;  t  fixed  with  a  cold  d  Spain    That 

young  I  the   tracks  of  tears — t lie   furrows  of  ■ 

were  already  methoUght  traced   upon  it.     She  entered  with 

a  slow  step — the  step  of  one  who  moves  despondingiy  to 

the  scaffold,  and  who  peekl  to  protract  every  minute  be- 
tween himself  and  fate.  Tl  a  whole  volume  of 
misery  In  that  measured  walk— she  who  had  feci)  so  liichl, 
so  buoyant  ;  like  the  thistle  down  that  swims  on  the  sum- 
mer breeze — like  the  winded  leautiful  moth  that  floats  in 
sunshine  and  dances  on  the  passing  winds;  like  the  spark- 
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ling  wave  that   rises  to  the  sunbeam  and  is  wafted  with  a 
motion  like  that  of  music  to  the  I  would  have 

ken,  but  I  could  not.  I  would  have  stretched  out  un- 
arms to  enfold  her,  for  she  seemed  within  mv  reach;  but 
the  held  me  I 

.  :ul    brain   alone  v. 
U  a  marble  statue.     Her  heart  hea\ 
a  be  .  hurst  forth,  but  it  was  not  follow. 

fountain  must  ha- 
i  the  rosary,  looked  at  it  a  moment,  and  pert  it  an 

>uld  see 
that    tin  turned    upon    its   page,    her 

and  were  afar  off.    She  raised  her 
again  tie  ply.     Then 
1  she  covered  her  face,  ami   l  an 

f  woe,  flung  her»«  hard  fl<> 

t<a  saw  m  ,  and  release  m  my  ti 

1  what  misery  I  felt!     I  was  :. 

e  strength  of  all 

nutes;  nt  ton 
me  what   I 

I  to 
I  pause  I  : 
room.     8he  was  reading  a  letter,  which  she  has- 
tily •  she  saw  me. 

"  W  ^ive  me  I  aek  my  wife  of  whom  you 

or  trem! 
- 
make  her  so.     She  grew  white  as  dotth      But  the  cl. 
her  fears  immadis  i  half  sit. 

u Mad  boy," she  said ;  on  say?    How  know  I 

e  she  is  making  up 
she  would   1.. 

t   wortlr. 
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mother;  cold,  heartless  and  wicked  as  you  are;  have  you 
so  utterly  lost  all  hunuui  feeling  as  to  see  me  dio  before 
your  face  by  inches  and  not  stretch  forth  a  hand  to  save? 
.  have  ever  been  my  bitterest  enemy.  You  have  pois- 
oned my  father's  heart  against  me.  You  have  sought  to 
drive  me  forth  forever  from  his  roof.  Well,  exult,  rejoice, 
bo  glad  at  length,  for  you  have  succeeded.  Give  me  but  a 
hundred  pounds  and  I  will  leave  your  Bight  forever.  Give 
it  me  this  moment,  fof  1  am  half  mad." 

•A  hundred  pounds!  and  for  what?  To  give  to  your 
pretty  laundj 

1  could  have  Stabbed  her  that  instant.  But  1  answered 
coldly,  ••  I  want  to  go  to  Spain.'' 

She  started  involuntarily,  but  almost  instantly  recovered 
herself.  1  watched  her  with  an  intent,  calm  gaze.  1  thought 
I  saw  her  guilt   in  that  uneoiixious  start. 

"  To  Spain,  fool,  and  wh\ 

"Madam,"  1  answered,  "you  know.  Give  me  the 
moi.. 

"  1   have  none,"  she  replied  ;  ''and  If  I  had  I  am  not  going 

to  let  you  squander  it  in  frenzy.     We  have  had  enough  of 

fchjfl  already.      U       <    the  room:    I  am  engaged/' 

'•What."'  1   said,  "you  ai  ed?     With  what?  and 

how?      With    lovedetteis   from    your    Her\ 
another    start — "with    assignations    and    intrigues]    with 
satirical  vei  11    your  female    friends   and    male   pur- 

suers, and  all  the  devilish  machinery  that  makes  the  fahric 
of  your  whole  life?  WellfgO  on.  There  shall  come  a  day 
when  /  also  shall  have  my  hour  of  attribution.  1  <i'>;  1 
leave  your  presence.  Solace  yourself  with  your  daughter. 
Deceive,  plot,  scheme,  to  enrich  her  with  all  that  is  justly 
mine,  and  let  that  heartless  cully,  who  thinks  himself  her 
father,  endow  her  with  imperial  wealth.  liven  this  shall 
not  break  my  spirit,  nor  make  me  bend  to  either.  Nen, 
will  avenge  me,  and  in  the  gloomy  evening  of  your  life, 
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when   frivolity   shall   fail,   and   folly  et>a«:e   to  charm, 
shall  curse  this  hour,  and  pine  amid  a  land  of  strangers 
and  of  foes  for  the  soothing  presence  of  your  to* 


c  ii  \  i'T  i:  B    x  x  vin. 

I  wknt  !  ii'ldintj.     That  admirable  philoso- 

pher  was  then  livi:  -kingham  street,  in  t ; 

chance  i  naally 

all    inquirers,     lie  was 

l»y  his  side,  and  a   i  rold  men 

ik  mask  and  a  ; 

of  souk-  heart.     II is  tab] 

it!  papers,  and  he  was  evidently  h:ird  at  Wt 
or  a  low  1  him 

of  what  had  ju^t  lit  I  ;  tut  1.      \'.  ed  a  good  (I 

udass  of  wine, 
which 
all  trouble*;  let  me  n  i  it  alao  rod  he 

■ 

with 
•*  1 

many 
thousands  ha\ 
you  have  bled  him 
wit' 

I  i  have  00! 

.    .Mr. 

ad  to 

douht  whether  1  was  iu  my  temet. 
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"  Upon  my  soul,  Wortley."  says  ho,  when  his  amaze- 
ment had  worn  oil',  a  if  mine  were  a  jest,  your  notion  is  far 
more  comical.  To  think  of  borrowing  a  few  pounds  from 
me.  who  live  by  borrowing  pounds,  shillings,  and  ponce 
from  every  one  else,  is  right  good,  and  I  congratulate  3'ou 
on  t he  bright  idea.  It  was  Worthy  of  the  Chancellor  of 
the  Kxchequer.     Why,  how  do  you  expect  I  live?" 

u  By  your  wits,  doubtless,  and  the}-  coin  gold.  Besides, 
your  father  allows  you  an  annuit  \ 

ttl  wish  to  heaven,  my  boy,  it  were  so,  and  none  should 
share  it  sooner  with  me  than  yourself;  but  though  my 
father  makes  me  an  allowance,  he  always  forgets  to  pay  it. 

I  have  not  had  a  shilling  which  I  could  call  my  own  for 
the  last  six  months.  1  am  now  driven  to  my  last  shift.  I 
should  take  a  rope,  or  go  on  the  highway,  but  for  this 
comfort — claret.  Colley  will  no  longer  lend  me  any  thing, 
and  though  Mrs.  Olive  wants  me  to  become  her  debtor,  it 

is  a  thing  I  never  will  do.      She  has  a   father,  a  husband,  a 

.  and  herself  to  suj  port.  Why  should  such  a  worth* 
1.'--  fellow  :is  Harry  Fielding  he  added  to  the  number? 
Yet  it  is  with  difficulty  1  can  refuse  her  generosity;  and  it 

me  pain    to   see  her  feel    my  refusal  as  a  slight.      Hut, 
i^I  am,  1  W*H  never  act  in  a  way  unworthy  of  a  man 

of  honor.     Put  let  see — can't  we  swindle 

some  damned  tailor  out  of  fifty  pound! 
u  I  do  not  possess  so  rare  an  appendage  as  a  tailor. 

My  father  has  never  suffered  me  to  order  my  own  clothes; 
-  always  kept  me  like  a  hoy,  and  I  do  not  know  a 
tradesman." 

••  it  Is  a  most  infernal  shame,"  says  Fielding,  "for  if  you 
had,  we  could  easily  have  gol  plenty  of  lmuicy  out  of  the 
rogues,  and  would  have  a  trip  together  to  the  dominions 
of  His  Most  Catholic  Majesty,  where  we  might  get  some- 
thing from  the  priests  for  turning  Papists.  'What  then 
is  to  be  done?" 
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Why,  I  suppose  I  must  go  away  without  money." 
••  A  capital  notion — excellent — excellent.     You  mean,  I 
suppose,  to  get  out  of  Englon  ad  did  out  of  his  dia- 

mond cave,  by  tying  yourself  to  a  roc.     Isn't  that  it 
J  shook  my  head. 

"  Well,  ;  h<  o,  I  know  no  other  method  for  a  man  without 
money  to  get  into  Spain.     Wl 

••I   intend    limply  to  go  on  1  ip,  and  work  my 

Sge  out  as  a  common  tailor." 

ling  looked  at  me  incredulously.    He  laughed,  ami 

glass  of  wine.      The   notion   seemed    to   t 
him  by  He  had  evidently  1 

ich  a  tbil 
••  Well,"  he  -  you  who  can  raise  unlimited  thou- 

sand>  by  post  obit*,  or  by  going  in  debt  to  the  Jl 
such  a  regular  nincompoop  as  to  prefer  workifl 
passage  abor  of  your  ha- 

ill  put  3  ce  book,  among 

ecoentri  .  and  would 

on  the  stage  in  one  of  mv  farces, 
only  that,  if  1  did.  1  fear  it  would  he  damned  by  tli. 

ing  false  to  all  modern  no(  nature  and  real 

••II  1  will  cheat  no  on< 

.  and  will  never  raise  ■  \  post  obits  or  by  the 

s.     I  should  be  a  common  swindler  if  I  did  ;  for  I  know 
my  lather  will  never  leave  dm  b  sii 

ng  man  of  fas  hi  ^land  or 

out  of  it,  who  would  not  «"  a  tailor  if  he 

engaged  in  swindling  us  1   What 
■ 
.  no  don  >t  for  you  or  roe.  Il- 

ia some  good  in 
still.     W  '  and  Fielding  half  rose,  a 

about  to  ret.  ather  pale,  as  he  heard  rather 

a  loud  knock  at  the  door.     His  fears,  however,  were  as  in- 
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stantly  dispelled,  for  a  vulgar,  bull-puppy  •faced,  short  man, 

with  a  hard,  cunning,  sensual  eye,  and  coarse  mouth  en- 

1.    It  proved  to  be  ear  old  acquaintance,  <Jolley  CiW 

M  1  protest  to  Heaven!"  says  the  dramatist,  "you  fright- 

i  me.     I  thought  you  were  a  bailiff;  and  if  1  did  not 

'a-    you,   I   should    have   fcgfaen  yOB   for  one    when    you 

entered.*' 

"Mr.  Kitldi:  "I  am  obliged  to  you  for 

the  compliment ;  DAI  I  want  to  know  whether  that  foolMi 
farce  is  finished  which  we  have  been  so  long  expecting !    I 

think  it  is  no«   SOUM  ten  months  since  it  was  paid  for." 

u  Oh,  you  oil  lied  Fielding,  "sit  down;  have 

a  class,  and    let    me   tell   you  what    Ki'tyClivc   said   about 
yOQ  t'other  day."      And    he  immediately,  wit h    infinite  live- 
liness, invent  me,  in  whieh  Mrs.  Clive  had  profee 
the                 admiration  for  Cibber,  whom  she  descril)ed  as 
o  perfect  husband,  father,  wit,  fine  gentleman,  actor,  and  I 

don't  know  what  idee.      The  Old    fool  swallowed   it 

all  down   like   hoiiey,  and   forgot    to   pester    Fielding  altout. 
the  faree — or,  what  was   really  01   had.  to  remind    him  that 

it  li  paid  for.     I !<•  drank  ■  glaoe  or  two,  and  then, 

for  the  first  time,  began  to  recognise  me. 

".My   good    Mr     Smith,"  he  Baid,  u]   did   not    remember 
you.      Pray  i  le,  and    let    me   know  how  \<>u 

ting  < 

mi  with  great  amazement.    Dibber, 
hov.  .  not  notice  it,  and  I  gavetbe  dramatist  s  look. 

!ily. 

I,  "what  in  Lucifer's  name  d<>  you  mean 
by  calling  my  COnsin  Montagu  by  that  rascally  misnomer? 
:th — Smith — allow  me,  sir,  to   present   yon   to   him,  and 
then  make  one  of  your   I  bows.      Mr.  Colley  Cib* 

bcr,  patentee  of  the  Theatre   Royal,  Drnry  Lane,  I  prei 
you  to  Mr.  Worlley  Montagu,  .Junior,  only  eon  and  heir  of 
the  Right  Honorable  Edward  Wort  ley  Montagu,  Lord  of 
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of  ]  ike  of   K  ign^ 

know  Mr.  Coiley  Cibber,  who  is  one  of  t. 

hum- 
in  the  il 
wonderful  change  from  pat  itocrawli 

sub-  as  :i  re- 

.  ■ 

.  with    no  it  il 

Dut   here  was  .t 
.  son  and  lie  richest  man  in  i 

wa* 

Ml   r;»| >i«l    niftutii. 
founded.     The  old  rogue  saw 

nn  1    1  nat  .il  •«!   tn  rolii>vi«  nw» 

an  intrigue — sly — alj — daror 
Smith — capital!    • 

.  i  mine — 
\  ortley  M 
■ 
say  in  making    -  »il  an  acquaintance.     Ma 

preaei 

i  various  inn'  r  was  great  on  his 

•t'ntr  noble  lords  whose  toady 
In-  was.  said  lie  -  treason; 

all  n  »na     so  t 

there  was  nothing  wonderful   in  that.     I  luive  kn> 

uog  oraaturoa  in 
a  royal  I  her 

iguUhed  herself,  wen  The 

dirt  it  at  herself 

in- ;  bat  if  I 
engage  J  I  must  get  somebody  to  take  a  private  box 
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— we  have  some  remaining  at  a  hundred  guineas."  Tho 
young  creature  was  silent.  It  was  her  first  visit  to  London, 
and  she  did  not  understand  him. 

"  Private  box — hundred  guineas,"  she  murmured.  M  M\ 
dear  sir,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean.  I  have  come  to 
ask  employment,  and  you  tell  me  1   must   take  a  private 

The  manager  looked  at  her  with  curiosity.     Such  \ 

ignorance  was  rather  new.  At  Oral  he  did  not  believe  it 
possible  tliat  any  one  Bhould  he  bo  benighted  in  these  pol- 

i-liel  timet;  but  I  searching  glance  into  her  char  eye 
Showed  that  .she  really  \\:i~ 

M  .Madam,"  he  answered,  ••  we  have  applications  every 
day  from  f  young  women,  all  as  clever,  pretty,  and 

well  recommended  as  yourself.  We  are  in  no  want  of 
talent— the  town  is  pleased  with  what  it  gets.  Hut  you 
want  to  make  a  name  in  London — to  win  a  reputation. 
Well,  you  must  pay  for  it.     It  is  worth  your  while  to  make 

some  sacrifice  to  gel  on  the  boards.    Get  some  nohlmhin 

or  gentleman  to  take  a  pri .  ..  and  if  he  d< 

will  then  take  you  on.    if  yon  caal  d<>  this,  you  can't  act 

D  still  she  did  not  understand  him.  She  replied: 
"  But,  sir.  I  don't  know  any  one  in  the  world  who  would  do 
such  a  thing  for  me;  I  have  none  to  depend  upon  hut 
myself." 

"Very  well,"  said  the  manager,  "good  morning;  but 
you  needn't  come  here  again." 

Stem,  to  my  absolute  knowledge,  now  pre- 
vails almost  universally  at  all  the  great  theatres — and  I 
suppose  it  will  extend  to  the  minor  ones  in  time.  So  re- 
fined a  people  have  we  Iconic!  The  honorable  writers 
and  critics  connected  with  these  haunts  of  infamy  take 
good  care  not  to  let  the  gentle  public  into  the  secret ;  and 


EDWARD  WORTLET  MONTAGU.      86P 

!ieve  I  am  the  first  who  ever  did  so.     I  have  no  doubt 
11  receive  in y  reward — al 
In  all  these  matt  of  course  a  proficient. 

Oh,  how  the  old  rogue  crowed,  hlDghed,   r  lied 

in  his  scoundrel  ism.     If  you  could  believe  himself,  he  i 

most   d(  villain  alive.      x 

or  condition  was  sacred  from  his  profanation.     Every  man 

in   a  wanton.     Thus  he   ran 
Eb  fin  as  he  went  along,  that  his 

! — but  founded  on  solid 
.  lament,  or  sigh  over  thi-  he. 

II'  i  it  ;   be  triumphed  in  the  nni< 

Hi  ciiiiiin irati •!    his  own  dehaucheries,  gamii.  rvi- 

1  lilth,  until  it  made  me  lick.     Here  frsj  to  old 
Is  of  seventy,  who  seemed  a  walking  den 
and  \\:is  proud  to  be  considered  so. 

r  at  length  came  •   at  which  he  had 

•n  running  for  half-an-hour.     With  fit 
he  btjgU  M  follows: 

>m  what  I  have  known  of 
Ml  a  good  man.  .   .  kind   man,  with 

ecc< i  .lust  beai 

have  not  an  opportui  e  of 

QObleet  acts  that  ever  mat: 

-  iparkft  f  this 

thai  made  in  mv  \ 
♦Idlng,"  he  m  all  be  glad  to  kuow 

•t  for  in'  itin.     "  I 

know  if  [ 
in  ! 

'  down  would  do  it.  a  of  that.     x- 

yotmelfto  another  glass 
— 1  shouldu't  ask  the  money,  aud  you  wouldn't  give  it,  so 
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no  harm   would   be  done;    but   I   now   speak    to   you  for 
another." 

Fielding  narrated  a  most  piteous  tale  that  would  have 
drawn  tears  from  the  hardest  congregation,  and  Melted 
even  a  company  of  professed  Christians.  I  only  reeoHeot 
the  outlines.  A  young  girl  In  the  ooantry,  the  daughter 
of  a  painter,  beautiful  and  innocent,  engaged  to  be  married 

tO   tt  gentleman  whom    she   devotedly  loved;    the  day  fixed 

for  the  wedding;   the  father  thrown   into   prisOfl   l>y  :m  un- 

'<»r%  who  took  advantage  of  the  approaching 

union;   poOfOid  man  sei/.ed  with  paralysis:   another  week's 

confinement  will  destroy  him;  the  debt  is  only  fifty  pounds ; 

the  daughter  takes  the  whole  liability  On  herself;   t  he  fat  her 

is  released;  the  lover  is  di  Snding  thej  are  so 

•  ly  repudiates  the  match;  the  young  girl  is 

nested  by  the  scoundrel  who   imprisoned   her  father; 

i    for  deb(  ;   the  Old   man   dies  when 

Will  no 
rescue  of  this  perishing  virgin?  Yes,  there 
\t  man  who  r  ill  <i  art  charity 

■  brine  of  pity. 
That  man  is  <  lolley  Cil 

My  cousin  stopped. 
DOVing  "as  tbe  pathos  of  his  u  But  hi 

a  ro 

"  Mr.  Fieldii  ould  lie  glad  to  i 

this  lady,  indeed  mj  heart  feels  for  her" — tbe  old  nogoe 

wiped  his  eyes,  Into  which  he  Called  some  theatrical  !<■■ 

'•  but  money,  sir,  money  is  very  t  i -_r lit  just  now,  and  I  really 

cannot  do  it — I    really  cannot.      In  of  so — " 

dnds,  man.  in  a  week  she  will  he  dead.     She  cannot 
survive  her  father's  loss." 

-  Well,  then,  if  it  is  only  a  IN  ly  that  will  make 

little  difference.     It  is  a  great  pity  she  was  so  imprudent. 
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1  for  her — I  (Vol  as  If  she  were  a  daughter  of  my  own — 
tin-  «!<ar  ebild;  bat  money  is  tight." 

dlsg  looked  at  him  and  changed  the  con  vers:, 
IL-  rattled  (.ii  love,  >•  stage,  the  green  room. 

..esterfiel  of  his  discourse,  mid 

kept  us  in  a  perpetual  laugh.     Suddenly  he  kept  his 
ipon  Cibber,  and  said — 

what   do   you    think   brings   \ 
i  here  to-day  ?  screw  of  a  : 

I  him  fifty  p'niuds,  00  he  came  to  me  to  borrow  it.    W 

possible,"  answered  Colley,  "  I  know  hundreds  who 
would  I.  -ands." 

>  be  sure  they  would,"  says  my  cousin,  u  but  he  is  a 
tli,  and  don't  intend  to  run   into  their  nets. 
•rivato  affair  of  gallantry,  and  he 
wishes  to  be  sly — quite  ej  underst:. 

tad  with  my  eyes  against  all  this ;  Ming 

.  so  he  t\.  .1  his  mad  way. 

li«  L 

rogue;  only  fifteen,  fresh  from  rural 

has 
some  scruples;  she  1  r  unless  he  \> 

ads  down  to  the  wretch,  and   faith  lie  hasn 

-•.     Absurd,  <  1  to 

I— bat  3  nth — you  know. 

I  fifteen  say? 

u  my  soul  I  matched.     Hut   that 

aridan  of  a  .  was  there  ever  any  thing  so  un- 

rea-  «•  were  such 

-11  her  daughter  to  so  pr 
oung  gentleman  for  less  than  fifty  pounds?  N\ 
D  take  his  word  for  it?     Oh!  horrid;   the  age  grows 
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quite  blasphemous.  Mr.  Montagu,"  lie  added,  turning  to 
me,  "I  shall  be  forever  your  debtor  if  you  will  honor  DM 
by  the  acceptance  of  this  trifle.  It  would  be  cruel  to  dis- 
appoint so  line-  a  young  gentleman.  There  is  the  money; 
repay  it  at  yott  leisure.  N<>.  no,  not  a  word.  I  won't 
take  a  refusal."     And  he  pulled  <>ut  bis  pocket-book  and 

Wrote  me  an  order  on  his  goldsmith  for  fifty  pounds,  which 

iirust  into  my  hand,  and  before  1  could  prevent  him, 
left  the  room. 

My   feel   movement    w:is  to   knock   him   down  and    kick 

Fielding  himself;  but  the  latter  winked  at  me,  and  I  de- 
termined to  trail  a  while  and  see  whither  :dl  this  tended. 
When  the  door  was  closed  on  Collej,  Fielding  flung  him- 
self hack  on  his  sofa  and  laughed  for  an  entire  quarter  of 
an  hour.  Be  was  quite  beside  himself.  I  could  not  n. 
him  bear  or  answer  :i  word.  At  the  end  of  that  time  1  put 
tlu-  order  into  the  Are.     Hy  cousin  saw  it.  but  too  lab 

•  it.    Tl.  i  d  his  laughter  into  profound 

gravity. 

nndal   Wortley,"  in-  said,  "whal    hai  lone? 

You  have  thrown  away  fifty  pound-." 

[plained   to  him  that    I   did   not    approve  of  | 

thai   I  was  really  angry,  and  he  offered  me  a  hun- 
dred apologl 

"Upon   my  honor,  cousin,"  he  Baid,  "I  could   not    I 
the  temptation  of  snowing  up  the  abend  in  his  I 

colors,      I   think    I    did   so,   ami  you   mii-t  me   if  I 

made  you  the  stalking-horse.  The  thing  Ll  done — 1  wish 
you  had  kept,  the  money.  I  beg  \oiir  pardon."  And  he 
held  out    his    hand.      I    could    not    refuse    it,  and    we    v 

friends  again. 

"  Now."  said  he.  "  in  the  name  of  Lazarillo  de  Tonnes, 
(Jil  111ms.  and  Sir  Kolnt  Walpole — as  good  a  beggar  as 
any  of  them — how  shnll  we  rai-e  money  for  the  Opera 
House  to-night?     I  have  made  up  my  min  and  you 
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shall  accompany  me.     As  F:\lstafF  says.  *  IUit  what  money 
thou  in  thy  purse 
I  ptodoeed  it  ;  it  was  only  two  guineas. 
••  Bah,"  lai  i  he,  "that  will  never  do.     Stay  here  a  mo- 
ment," and  he  ran  into  another  room,  from  which  he  im- 
tarned  with  a  pci  lae  velvi  '*ed 

with  gold,  not  quite  new,  a  silver-hilted  sword.  ■  pair  and 
a  I  Ik  .stockings,  two  shirts,  tine! \ 

hat,  a  i  :  is  grandmother,  a  family  Bibl 

red-heeled  shoes,  and  a  lady's  satin  pel 

e  arranged  with  some  neatness  and  lied  into  a 
luiiidlr.     I  asked  him  what  he  iraa  doing. 

I"  In-  Bfl 

■  it  li  money  sometimes,  but  ss  I  don't  like  to  be 
■simllv  deposit  some  little 
cJes  like  these  with  him,  and  he  genera 

Hid." 

"  I>  •  yon  mean  a  pawnbroker?"  I  asked. 

a  bat  tbe  vulgar  call  him. 
e  you  clever  enough  to  make  the  guess 
d  was  now  tied  up. 

•  r  s  few  inin 
down  stairs,  be  « 
be  popped  with  his  bundle,  singing  and   whistling  li) 

tarter  of  an  hour  be  returned  capering 

• !  hurrah  !"  he  M  e!    lo  Bacchus!  never 

was  any  thing  so  fort  tin:  I  on 

earth.    1  >an  Cnusus,  or  your  fethnr     I 

l  be  ran 
bis  I  -sed  me  in  the  excess  of  ! 

ne*  his   hand,  be  produced  ten  guineas,  tbe 

ii  Ml  him  capering  again. 
ere,"  he  said,  "did  1  not  tell  von  I  was  Dives  him- 
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self?  Now  come  and  let  us  prepare  for  the  Opera  House. 
No  time  is  to  be  lost.  We  shall  go  in  dominoes.  All 
the  fine  people  in  the  world  will  be  there." 


CHAPTER    XXIX. 

I  war  scarcely  in  any  humor  to  go  a-masqueradinp;,  but 
Fielding's  genial  manner  was  difficult  to  resist,  and  be  half 
thrust  DM    into  ■  mask   and   domino,  amusing   his  fancy  all 
the  while  with  images  of  the  adventures  we  should  h- 
\\>-  called  ■  eoaoa  and  <:<>t  to  the  Opt  ■  about  ten. 

Tlic  roem  istee  already   full,  and  we  resolved  to  take  a 
surrey  of  them  at  first  1  efore  we  engaged  in  any  more  par* 

titular    pursuit.      There  Vionks,     iVmons, 

.lews    l  Cardinals,  Harlequins,  Clowns,  Shepherd- 

.   Kings,  'links.   Pantaloons,  Bandits, 
hunters.  Princesses,  Nuns.  Fairies,  Frenchmen,  Corsairs, 
and   Maids  of  Honor — a  motley  nssemhla^e.  symbolical   in 
its  variety  of  the  real  world  ahout  lis.      Twenty  masks,  One 
after  an  'i  up  to  us.  and  saying,  M  I>o  yon  know 

DM?"  were  rather  disgusted  with  onr  ignorance  of  one  and 
all;   for  we  spoke  in  feigl  -.not  intending  to  reveal 

elves  until  we  had  performed  the  entire  circuit  of  the 

it  down  at  a 
table  for  SOflSe  refreshment. 

••  "i  .iiir  present  condition,"  saiti  Fielding,  who  was  half- 
scntimentally  tipsy,  "reminds  me  somewhat  of  Cornifix, 
mt  of  Ulfeld,  Great  Master  of  Denmark.  For  this 
nohle  person  was  like  yon,  the  son  of  I  grssU  nohlcman — 
indeed  his  father  was  Lord  Chancellor  of  Pen  mark,  and 
like  you  his  spirit  was  60  lively  that  at  the  age  of  ten,  the 
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old  gentleman  being  wholly  unable  to  control  him,  or  re- 
iluee   him  within  any  reasonable  bounds,  was  oM  _    i    t.« 

I  him  to  Pari  of  a  govt 

onl-  irlj  the  growth  of  a  most  Lioentioua  tern] 

Although  he  labored  in  this  honorable  employment 

ihle  to  *  <  the 

|H-riod  he  wrote  to  his  father,  Mtigning 
air.     The  old  man,  enragi  i  perven 

in  his  son.  discarded  him  forever,  ami  I  Ifeld,  thn 

is  own  resources  before  he  was  sixteen,  was  little  hi 
than  a  wandering  outcast,  though  whether  he  went  in  mas- 
qui  i  ug  the  gypsies  hath  not  been  recorded  1  v 

In  his  last  extremity  he  travelled  into  Germ: 
i  made  hit  case  known  to  Count  ohleuhui  was 

.at ion.  nt  was  pleased  with  his 

re,  and  entertained  him  for  three  years,  at  the  end 
of  v  ilf  the  husbands  were  jealous  of  t 

ad  all  the  women,  particularly  the  wedded  ones, 
caps  for  his  favors.  >e  war  hi 

in  aud  some  j  Tineas, 

.  itetl  letters  from  his  Lineman  to  General  Four  Ik,  one 
lie  giciataal  captains  of  the  age,  under  whom 

live  years,  until  be  became  aa  thorough  a 
efore  been  a  courtier.     On  the  res 
tf  |teace  he  went  into  Italy,  and  became  acquainted  with 
<  lemonini,  a  noble  Venetian,  who  made  him  an  ac- 
afl  diplomatist,  and  by  bis  influence  be  was  i 
: i mark   in  tl  of  an  ambassador   from   the 

openhagea  he  was  present  at  all  the  I 
ferences   wh  Chancellor,   his   father,   hail  with  the 

'•assador,  and  the  former  began  to  feel  a  wonderful 
likit  mg  stranger,  whose  ready  wit  and  general 

jne  were  of  great  advantage  to  the  Ambassatl 
councils,     lie  took  occasion  to  solicit  a  private  interview 
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with  him,  and  after  offering  him  all  the  services  in  his 

.  and  entreating  earnestly  that  he  would  enter  into 

rvice  of  Denmark,  he  begged  to  know  of  what  family 

The  young  man  at  first    refused  to  satisfy  him  on 

that  point,  but  being  pressed  muofa  he  at  length  Baid,  •  My 

lonl,  1  am  that    unfortunate   son   of  your   own,  whom   you 

discarded  for  his  youthful  follies  on  his  governor's  report. 

.May  I  hope  that  I  have  sufficiently  atoned  for  them ?*    The 

ObaaoeUoff  was  delighted  with  the  discovery,  ami  made 

.  big  aoqOaioted  with  the  whole  |  hat  in  a  little 

time  Count  I'lfeld  hecame  the  idol  of  both  court  and  king- 
May  1  venture  to  hope  a  similar  tei  nimUion  to  all 
your  escaped* 

M  ^  M  certainly  may  venture  to  hope  il  y  mother's 

1  of  nic  is  so   intense,  and  niv  !  ut  his 

money  i--  bo  perfect,  that  1  think  the  notion  t   at  1  possibly 

8o]iic  day  may  enjoy  his  wealth,  is  alone  '   tO  make 

him  loathe  me,  and  I  do  not  anticipate  so  favorable  an 
ending  of  my  drama  as  that  which  happened  to  Count 
I'lfeld.      In  the  Montage  as  in  the  Cuclph  family,  the  eldest 

bated  by  Ua  family. " 
*•  Well,  let  u  aid  :  "and  o)  - 

of  nothin  II   have  the  Guelphs  here  to-night,  father 

•  of  the  !  M-cinl.roi- 

artb,  fawning  and  smiling  on  the  'foun- 
tain of  honor,' and  ready  to  sell  their  souls  for  a  smile  <>r  B 
promise.  Who  that  looks  upon  such  a  scene  can  entertain 
any  feeling  but  that  of  scorn  for  the  rognes  in  purple  who 
call  tbemselve  'right  honorable,' and  Mull 

Of  grace.'     Such   tit  m  conferred   in   irony;   they  are 

certainly  the  bitterest   san  n  their  possessors ;  yet 

■any   them   about   as  gravely   as  if  tin 
ed  their  true  inward  nature.     They  always  remind  me 
of  that   right   honorable  jackdaw  that  dressed  himself  in 
peacock's  feathers." 
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"  There  is  an  old  Baying,  Harry,  that  '  fools  are  the  favor- 
ites of  fortune:'  I  think  it  should  rather  be  that  knaves 

->Is  and  knaves,  dear  Wortley.  are  eonvcrtihlo  t. 
I   n.  knew  a  fool  who  was  not  a  knave  also,  only 

that   ho  bad  not  the  rapacity  to  carry  it  out: 

10  wai   :  o  WMH  an  arrant   l 

•nes  one  who  is  a  l>eautiful  0MB]  "tmd  of  both." 
id  Hillsborough, the  wiid.-t  and  aada> 

i  K-  was 
a  shepherdesses,  one  of  whom 
had  a  pastoral  - ■!■•  ok  and  an 

blmself  atttrad  as  Paris  on  she  Dardn 

Hills  hut  looking  like  ■  bacchanal  of  Drary  I. am-.     Be 
lia«l  pul  i  was  half  drunk  already.     A 

I  to  brutal  wit   and   ril  aldry, 
areer  than  that  of  Bwifl  oi  Rabelais,  of  whom  be 

••  |  wouder  is  his  wife  here?"  said  Fielding.     "I 

An  elegantly  draw  v  approached  ns. 

to   I  a  lisping  voice,  half  song,  half 

••  1>..  yon  know  me?     I'al,  lal,  lal,  la." 

.-rtninlv  u  are  Jack  Frothwoll." 

am  dtHghti  d  to  rai  J  on  nam     I  an  looking  for  l  be  dh  haa 

nk  of  guy  dress? 
'   thing.     This  ring  I  got 

s  of 

-•  1  think  toe  Countess  Fablal  has  shown  exquisite  taste 
in  her  •  uawered 

both  well  l." 

answered  Ja 
I'll  repeat  jour  complin  iie  moment  I  see  her 
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ladyship.  Have  you  seen  many  here  to-night  that  you 
know  r" 

"Oh!  hundreds — Fngland  realizes  the  proud  boast  of 
one  of  the  knights  of  old.  all  \v1i.>m.  SODS  w('iv  hrave.  all 
laughters  were  chaste.  The  superlative  degree  of 
bolh  an  congregated  here  to-night." 

''Divine  Kugland !  divine  pleasure;  the  first,  the  only 
land    for  the   seeond — the   second  enjoyed    nowhere  hut   in 

the  Brat.     l»"n't   \<.u  think  that  a  g«)..d  observation,  Mr. 

"Which?     England  or  plcasui 

\ .  if  y<-u  -ion  satirical,  I  must  he  oil".     Faith.  I 
her  ladyship  yonder.     0,  Divine!     Adieu— adieu.      I   I 
your  hand*."      And   the  !>eau  went  oil',  like  a  squib  of  gun- 
powder, muttering   his   fa  "  Fal,  lal,  lal,  hi,"  softly 
I  -hoed  in  the  air. 

''That    man    h:is    ten    thousand    a-vear,"    sighed    Harry, 
I  how  he  spends 

While  we  ware  thus   .  .  my  old    friend    Lord  <'hes- 

>ld,    attired    as    a    Spanish    grandee,    passed    near;     he 
wore    RO    DMSk,    and     he    was    followed    by    a    well-div 
crowd  of  giddy  youths,  who  SSOSSed  to  think  him  divinity; 
and    I   could    see   many  a  stray   glance   from    bright   i 
wafted    lOWSfds  the  strutting    little   Don.      Fielding   looked 
at  me  for  a  moment  ;    his  ryes  twinkled  with  fun. 

••  Behold,"  h<  red,  "the   glass  Of  fashion,  and    the 

mould  of  form — Philip  Stanhope.  Barl  of  Chesterfield,     lie 
is  reputed   to   he   the   finest    courtier  we   have;    look  at  him 
and   acknowledge   that    the  eulogy    is   merited.      He   ne 
v  man,  and  hoasts  that  he  intrigues  with  every  WOB 
though  his  recent   affair  with  the   Dti  Manchi 

has  not  tended  much  to  his  glory  as  a  lady-killer." 

"What  was  thai 

M  Why,  just    this.       Her  grace   has    been    married    ahout 
niii'  and  having  a<  .  oar  peer  thought  it  a  pity 
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that  the  honors  of  this  noble  house  should  be  transferred 
•  line  to  a  brother.     He  accordingly  « 

.v  mornii  knew  but 

i 
mente,  which  no  man 

allude  .  of  an  heir 

rable  title 

form  biK-h  an  aequaiataMMe  with  i 
voul'l  <■  so  desiraU. 

is  a  namesak  r«,  was  silent  for  some 

->f  speech, 
which  1  ••">  much  encouragement,  that  he  was 


: 

Wam       1 1  fl  1  1  I  I         \\ll«* 

thus 

>n 

grace*.    4  Begone, 

in  dare  to  enter  it—and 

think  yourself  well 

off  t: 

u   heedlo 

ng  out  of  doors.' 

. 

and  I  suppose  B 

as  .  oiiM-  la-re  umna-ked, 

rid  his  grand  in. 

Itfhnoce  to  ranh  trilling 

BOOiileote,  w 

•  unable  to  Uiat 

urli  his  composure 

for  a 

••  1 

1'1'lv      11  "lI!l«-«-'llvt* 

fH    n<i    |0    nnali  dis- 

urc  **  with  the 

ui  an. 

.  been 

hrtfr  ri-r»MM-d 

a  fellow  seems 

e  to  all  love.      H 

cad  as  big  ae 

In  is  e  greet  deal 
idgar-lo<  would  have  rein 

nd  he  is  always  prating  of  'the  graces 


•  This  tlorj  U  repeated  t>l*>  la  the  "  Life  of  Johnaon."  by  Sir  John  H»w  kin*. 

■afiflk 
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"Tel    3*ou   dedicated   to    him   your   'Don    Quixote   in 

and.'  " 
••  Fes,  I  did,  and  not  twenty  guineas  for  it.    What  could 
I  do,  Wortley  ?    The  old  general  was  sending  to  me  i 
day  for  a  loan,  and  I  could  reftose  him  no  longer.    It  is 
■on  would  do  so  much  for  a  lather — as  dedicate 

I  lH-1.1." 

mnsifi   now   struck   op,   nnd   we   walked   about  the 
Pieldiog'fl  lint  Ignre  and  proportiona  atti 

The  pretty  moths  gathered  around 

bin  as  if  he  were  a  flaming  candle.     I  !••  reminded  me  of 

Irand  Seigneur.    I,  though  nearly  as  tall,  could  of 

iterpart  I 

good  daal  of  his  own  experience  m  these  matt 

anontlj  aj  >ea  "  and  M  Amelia  " — those 

^'lo|i..ll>     l|o\, 

11,  thin  Igora,  with  a  most  affected  mann< 
ns.     II  lor — hut  it 

was  a:  iplendor.     It  was  the  luxury  of  a  man- 

nikin    aping   a   tine   gentleman.      Hi-    gait    was    lion   and 
pompoue;  bol  its  pomposity  made  it  laughable.    I  felt  an 

icv  (hill  an  h*  came   near.      I    have   always  thought    tin-re 

was  a  vast  depth  of  sagacity  in  thai  i  lion  which 

ShaJtspeai  lh  of  one  of  hi  es — 

"  Hy  tho  pckfcttf  of  ">y  thumb*, 
SomotUii  c«." 

I  am  •  ttiy  in  t  4  a  foe,  or 

!ily  had  person,  that  I  do  not,  as  if  by  instinct, 
feel  h  same  sense  of  oppression,  anno . 

and  dislike  now  came-' 

••  V  I  whispered  to  my  companion. 

-What,"  ht  said,  "don't  you  know  him  ? — 

MOlMBJ  pmi<ic<l  with  alt  a  parson's  power, 
Looked  a  white  Illy  sunk  beneath  a  ihotrer.' 

So  Pope  sang  of  Lord  Hervcy,  after  he  had  read  Middle- 
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ton's  dfl  of  Cicero  to  hi  ion  he  cou- 

diblj .  half  in  an  undertoi 

"Let  Spore*  tremble— What  ?  that  thing  of  11X, 
at,  that  mere  whit*  curd  of  aaoe*'  mllh ? 
re  or  eenae  alaa :  can  Spares  feat  f 

>e»k*  a  butterfly  apun  the  whaalf 
-nal  rmllee  hta  rmptlncas  betray 
A*  shallow  •treatai  ran  dimpling  all  the  way ; 
Whether  la  florid  impotence  he  •peaJu, 
And  ••  the  prompter  breathe*,  the  pappat  •qaaaka. 
Or  at  the  ear  of  Lr*.«  familiar  toad. 

half  rrnum,  spit*  hi  merit  abroad. 
Aaiphlbioaa  thine  that  acting  either  part. 
The  trtfllag  head  or  the  eorreptad  heart. 
Tap  at  the  toilet,  flatterer  at  the  t. 
Now  trip*  a  Inly,  and  now  etrou  a  lord ; 

•  tempter*  thaa  the  Rabtrfa*  hare  egyr—iiL 
A  cherub  i  Uee,  a  rcpUU  all  the  reel." 

1  thc*e  terrible  verses  with  no  little  heed 

as  t  :ir<l  him,  that  I  am  satisfied  <im* 

■elf  II.    darted  a  look  at  us  that 

htfl  maik  I  rage.    **Oootl  I  I 

l.a'lv  Mary's  tk\ 

thought  was  too  well  bred  to 

rrent  son: 

:imple  of  what  we 
,'.    When  he  mar 
wags  now  begin  it  is 

surely  too  soon,  her  every  night  I  in- 

,'•     The 
lal  got  alarmed,  and  ga\« 
t<>  stay  awn  nd  accepted  the 

bought  a  town  house  and 
.  and  our  nohle  lady  became  a  rank  Jacoh- 
.r. «..     What  do  you  tfa 
she  was  early  schooled  into  the  true  value  of  money. 
•  eneral  Lepell,  waa  colonel  of  a  regiu 
of  hurtn  Lepell  regularly  drew  her  pay  as  one 

•M  thai  that  Pop*  alladad  to  Lady  M   W.  and  Lard  U. 
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of  his  cornets;  the  thing  lasted  np  to  the  time  when  she 
was  appointed  -Maul  of  Honor — when  it  was  thought  too 
scandalous  to  continue  it,  and  it  was  transferred  to  another 
sister,  who  I  suppose  has  it  still.  My  lady  it  a  »wy  nice 
Latin  scholar,  and  is  not  without  wit.  What  do  you  think 
the  King  said  the  other  night  to  her  master?  'My  Lord 
Hervey,  you  ought  not  to  write  verses;  it  is  beneath  your 
rank.  Leave  sueh  work  to  little  Mr.  Tope.'  I  suppose 
this  explains  the  verses — 

•And  justly  Ciesnr  scorns  the  poet's  lays, 
It  is  to  history  ho  trusts  t»-  praise.' 

And  history  no  doubt  will  give  it.  But  hush!  here  comes 
Moll  Skerrett— Walpole's  lady  of  the  harem,  daughter  of 

the  parish  clerk  Of  St.  Andrew's,  Ilolhorn.  O,  Moll  Sker- 
rett !  Moll  Skerrett!  many  ups  and  downs  Dave  1  BSM  in 
life,  hut  none  more  worthy  of  lvnown  than  thine.  Mark 
my  words:  "Walpole's  man  (the  King)  will  make  her 
Countess  also  some  day." 

The  crowd  saw  not  St.  Andrews,  and  heard  not  A-men 
in  my  lady,  hut  perceived  only  the  quintessence  of  St. 
James's,  and  the  perfume  of  the  Treasury — a  whole  draw- 
ing-room full  of  the  Shell  people  followed  her  worshipping. 
It  was  the  old  story  of  Vashti.  The  noble  herd  eared  not 
that  my  lady  WS  i>ert's  avowed  and  shameless  mis- 

tress, and  that  his  wife  was  living.  They  only  saw  the 
favorite  of  the  all-powerful  Prime  Minister.  In  her  train 
was  Lady  Mary,  always  one  of  her  chief  friends  and  hackers. 
Lord  Hervey  immediately  joined  them.  My  mother  ap- 
peared in  her  fancy  costume — an  Eastern  robe  and  head- 
dress. It  became  her  well.  All  the  honorable  and  fash- 
ional  witlings  fluttered  about  her;  all  the  noblemen  and 
illustrious  women  dangled  after  Moll.  The  Duchess  of 
Kendal,  that  tall,  lean,  ill-favored  mawkin,  paid  court  to  her; 
the  huge  Madam  Platen,  whose  two  fierce  Mack  eyes  shone 
like  moons  eclipsed,  or  burnt  holes  in  a  blanket,  over  two 
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continents  of  painted  cheeks,  and  a  whole  ocean  of  | 
did  not  disdain  to  flatter  the  Holborn  goddess.  The  t 
wer  .  birds  of  a  realtor,!1  and  >hed  splendid  light 

on  Court  morals.     That  night,   I   think,  decided  me  for- 
t\o  me  a  i  bic.h  1  bars 

never  got  over.     I  am  glad  of  it.     Solitude  has  made  me  a 
better  man. 

e  Lord  Cavendish?"    whispered    I 
"  '■.  he,  by  Jupiter,  and  still  full  of  his  grand  ex- 

t,   riding   from   Hyde   Park    Corner    to  the    Lodg 
W   :   Isor  in  an  boor  and  six  minutes — twent 
1  poumls!     And  here  is  the  I 
-ir  Robert  -himself  also  a  horse  fan 

it   has  been  said  that   Engine 
horses,  y  are  spurred  to  death  in  this  style.      I 

where  is  Potency  who  pi  icl  some 

time  since,  and  would  certainly  1  him  across 

iat  his  foot  slipped  just  as  he  was  making  the 
final  lugt.     And  where  ad,  who 

godfather  to  every  one  that  eel 
i  good  feed?     Hut  what  have  we  here?" 
Mask  mount ii.  it — 

all  go-  me  and  listen 

. 
>test  wit  mph  that  ever  eelehrated  the 

pro]  a  1  began  to  gather  at 

1   ki  was  that  of  l»r.  '  Bttl   tho 

ire  when  I  or  wba:  .  so  long 

as  it 

i  a  mflciently  large  mob  of  fashionable  people  had 
asscm!'!'"l  round  the  and  silence  had  been  at  length 

■rend  gentleman  real  the  f 
amid  great  applause.    I  insert  the  tiling  her  >ecause 

it  is  not  printed  in  my  lady's  published  works;  and,  sec- 


384  EDWARD     W  O  il  T  L  H  V      M  0  S  I  A  D  1   . 

ondly,  because  it  so  vividly  reminds  me  of  the  whole  folly 
of  the  scene  that  night  : 

To  all  you  Indies  now  at  Hath, 

And  eke  ye  benoi  to  J 
With  Mhing  he;irt  and  watery  eyo8 

I  bid  my  lust  adieu. 

"You  see,  gentlemen,  what  a  fine  thing  it  is  to  belong 
to  the  ancient  and  honorable  order  of  l)eaux  ;  to  draw  bril- 
liants from  the  eyes  of  this  fair  and  noble  lady  must  in- 
deed be  a  rare  chance,  and  such  has  been  that  of  your 
Bath  brethren.  Let  us  hope  it  won't  be  her  last  adieu,  and 
that  she  will  again  return  to  illuminate  that  Bladudian 
town,  though  we  can  never  see  too  much  of  her  here." 
An  Observation    which   elicited   general   approval   from*  the 

crowd. 

The  reverend  gentlemen  in  disguise  read  on — 

well,  ye  nymphs,  who  water*  Hip, 
ib  reeking  from  the  pomps, 
While  mii.-lc  lends  her  friendly  aid 
To  cheer  you  from  the  damps. 

"Aye,  faith/'  ne:    k'they  must    have  boon   in  the 

damps  when  Lady  .Mary  was  then',  for  she  carried  oil'  all 
their  lovers." 

"  No."  gays  another  ;  "the  reason  they  were  in  the  dumps 
was  because  they  drank  water  instead  of  ratafia." 

Farewell,  ye  wits,  who  prating  stand, 

And  criticize  the  lair. 

Ton  reel  ret  the  |oks  "linen  ofsenso, 
Who  hivto  a  coxcomb  air. 

"Gentlemen,"  says  Young,  '-this  observation  applies 
only  to  the  Bath  wits — for  so  I  hear  they  call  themselves. 
They  should  come  and  learn  of  us  here  in  London,  who 
alone  have  true  wit  and  humor;  not  of  Lean  Nash,  who  is  a 
very  dull  fellow,  indeed." 

"There  you  lie,"  shouted  a  mask  ;  -and  if  I  had  you  in 
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Bath  I  should  order  you  to  be  pumped,  though  you  are  a 

>u  lie  like  a  knave,"  says  Young,  trusting  to  his  dis- 

l'm  no  parson.'' 
:i*t  you  Nedi  *h. 

."  anenvnd  Um  tli  an  unblu- 

iat  would  have  done  honor  to  the  Court. 
"Tli«n    I*m  sorry  to  think,"  I 
are  two  I  thought  the  devil  eould  ha\.  nly 

• 

"Hear  him — hear  Harr\  two  or  three; 

•  give  laws  b»  ■  him  in 

a  blanket  if  he  tries." 

will  lw  the  best  thin 
but  I  don't  think  you'll  ti 
on,  parson,"  en  Frothwell ;  and  Young  re- 

sumed— 

FarvwrU  to  D««rd«.  aixl  all  h«r  toy*. 

hRlUtcrh 
Delu 
The  warehooM  of  the  fop. 

•«j'i  an  J  llayea'tbotb  farawallt 
■  ball. 
With  l>  .un.llUK  •  trpt  an  I  aprlghtly  air, 
led  ap  mmnjr  a  Uall. 

>uld  to  C 
I    had    l  ecn    there   to  m 
spri  n  are  the  very  thing- 

in  the  world." 

•re  he  sighed  in  a  most  1ml it-runs  mam, 

-c  Turbcrrllle  of  conrteonj  mien, 
Wat  pnrtner  to  the  Su 
With  •  wiinmin<  IIivn.  and  BrovaJow  bljrtb*, 
AnJ  Hrittun,  j>lnk  ol    . 

.beers  for  'ftwiim: 

ii  flu*  sen  11 
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Poor  Nash— farewell !  may  fortune's  smile 

Thy  drooping  soul  revive. 
My  heart  Is  full — I  can  no  more — 

John,  bid  the  coachman  drive. 

"There  now,  Nash,  there's  comfort  for  3*011,"  said  Young, 
as  he  stopped  and  folded  up  the  paper.  "By  the  Gods, 
such  a  wish  as  that  proceeding  from  so  fine  a  lady  must 
raise  you  to  the  seventh  heaven  of  Olympus,  if  there  were 
such  a  place  at  all,  which  I  don't  believe  there 

''Aye!''  retorted  the  K i  1 1  lt  of  Bath,  "hut  such  cursed 
folly  as  you  have  heen  speaking  sinks  me  back  again  into 
the  seventh  pit — where  I  should  gladly  leave  yen  if  1  be- 
lieved there  were  such  a  region.11 

And  the  crowd  separated  to  seek  some  other  foolery. 

"You  hear  all  this,"  said  Fielding  to  me — "hut  her 
ladyship  exposes  herself  to  it.    When  will  she  learn  sen 

••  Let  qs  change  the  subject,  Harry,"  I  said,  "  I  am  tired 

of  it."     My  COnsln  was  silent.      After  a  pause  he  asked — 
"What  do  you  think  of  the  King  of  Dati 

"•  N     t       :      .   '    I    answe: 

••  Ton  are  right,"  he  rejoined;  "he  is  nothing,  but  out 
of  his  nothingness  he  makes  a  princely  Income.  Iff  it 
was  who  flrst  led  t he  fashion  of  riding  naked  on  a  cow  for 
a  wager,  which  some  of  our  tine  gentlemen,  Lord  (Jains- 
borough  among  the  rest,  have  mimicked.  1  have  known 
him  in  London  watch  a  whole  day  at  a  window  in  the 
Smyrna  Coffee  House,  in  order  to  receive  a  how  from  a 
Duke  or  a  Duchess,  as  the}'  passed  where  he  was  standing, 
and  he  would  then  look  round  upon  the  company  for  ad- 
miration and  respect." 

"  I  fear  the  world  is  full  of  such." 

"  Yet,"  pursued  Fielding,  "the  fellow  is  a  kind  of  humorist 
in  his  way.  He  once  gave  out  publicly  that  he  would 
drink  no  wine  but  what  was  strained  through  his  sweet- 
heart's  smock,  and  I  have  seen  him  eat  a  pair  of  her  shoes 
tossed  up  in  a  fricassee.     Though  this   savors  of  the  ex- 
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treme  of  madness,  there  were  fifty  young  fellows  who  imi- 
tated him  in  all  this.  Yei  1  admire  one  part  in  the  fellow, 
which  shows  him  not  to  be  entirely  L  I  for 

never  mentioning  his  father.  swears  he  Qi 

had  one.     The  Due!  Iarlhorou^h  one  !   he 

was  like  Gil  Bias,  who  was  a 

•1  never  mention  my  father  in 
>  be  ash. 
hin,.  suse  l»e  ha*  some  reason  to  be 

1.      I   hardly  thil 
whom  1.  •'re? 

wit!. 

tired  of" — i 

D  gold  a 

•cs  look  well  man  cor- 

••  II.  :u-  v.  ,      the   Duchess  ol   QuecusburY  says  of  him, 
ami 

••  \\ 
brutal    ;  -nly   inferior  to 

I  of 

1   last  W< 
a  to  oppose  isc  BUL 

answer — 

••  •  Pascals,  I  received  yours, 
insohiu  0  know 

whal  I  know,  : 

ten;  Bell  you.    And  I  1. 

I  do  not  know,  you  are  now  selling  yourselves  to  soinehody 
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else.  And  I  know  what  3-011  do  not  know,  that  I  am  buy- 
ing another  borough.  May  God's  curse  light  011  you  all; 
may  your  houses  be  as  open  and  common  to  all  excise  offi- 
cers as  j'our  wives  and  daughters  were  to  me  when  I  stood 
for  your  rascally  corporation.' 

''Now,  Wortley,  if  ever  you  stand  for  Huntingdon,  you 
will  know  how  to  address  your  voters;  this  indeed  may  be 
regarded  as  a  model  of  composition." 

"  Nay,"  said  I,  "1  know  something  of  these  matters  too, 
for  I  had  a  little  to  do  with  the  Last  election  for  Bilgewater, 
I  think  Henley  must  have  been  its  member,  for  there  is  not 
a  line  in  his  letter  which  is  not  applicable  to  that  noted 
constituency." 

Henley  seeing  us  looking  at  him  rather  keenly,  walked 
unceremoniously  up  to  where  we  were. 

"Hallo!  Fielding,'1  he  said,  "what  have  you  pulled  off 
3-0111-  mask  for'.'     Ain't  you  afraid  of  the  bailiffs?" 

"Why.  yes,  I  was,"  retorted  Harry,  "but  when  I  saw 
you  walking  about  so  fearlessly,  I  knew  that  there  were 
none  here,  and  that  I  was  safe." 

"Damn  ye."  answered  Henley-,  "you're  out  there — my 
privilege  of  Parliament  protects  me — so  you're  bitten.'' 

"  Well,  then,"  added  Fielding,  "the  true  reason  why  I 
pulled  it  oil*  was  this:  I  heard  you  were  to  be  here  in  a 
domino  like  this,  and  not  to  be  mistaken  for  the  veriest 
rogue  in  Parliament,  I  uncovered  my  face.'' 

Henley  abruptly  left  us. 

"But  who  is  this  that  trips  so  n3'mph-like  over  the 
boards?  by  her  swimming  motion  I  cannot  be  mistaken — 
by  the  monkey  at  her  side  I  can  scarcely  be  deceived.  Let 
me  wait  till  1  hear  her  voice,  and  then  I  shall  be  more  cer- 
tain." 

Fielding  put  on  his  mask,  and  went  up  to  a  lady  dressed 
as  Night — a  dark  lace  dress  with  a  profusion  of  gold  st..rs, 
and  a  veil  of  the  same  costly  material  floating  to  the  floor. 
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She  was  leaning  on  a  gentleman  attired  as  a  French  pos- 
tilion—  and  he  became  the  character  well.  Harry  made 
an  elegant  bow,  and  whispered,  "Do  you  know  me  !"'  lie 
■■I  an  answer  in  the  negative,  but  the  voice  wai  like 
the  wild  soft  strain  of  a  harp — it  thrilled  through  c\\  ry 
one's  very  heart.     Fielding  again  bowed  and  retired. 

'•  Ye-."'  he  whispered  to  me.  M  I  was  right  ;  it   is  Lady 
Vane — the   'swimming    llawes'   of  your   mother's   ballad. 
:ried.     Her  lather  is  a  rich  Weal  Ii  diau  ;   he 
swindle,  by  which  he  Increased  his 
y  place  near  I 
ing;   but  i    gains   seldom    ;  :ind   tins  old 

knave  having,  like  a  big  rogue,  taken  a  mistress  and 
new  faini'.\  i^ht  Up  this  innoeent  yoi;  ure  to 

town,  and  publish.  where  that  ||  \a   have  an 

immense  fortune  :   live  hundred   negroes  wit li   silver  eollars 
and  M  forth.      This   drew   all    the    voim 
after  lier;   but  she  ran  away  wbh  Lord  William  Han 
and  old  llawes  need  this  as  a  pi 

—he   himself  having,    unknown    to    her,  devised    the 
■  plot  of  the  -  A  by  bribing  her  maid,  w 

con  raged  her  to  the  step.      Poor   Lord  William  l 

honorable  fellow,  but  like  all  Be  be  had  bo  money; 

I,  but  what  could  he  do?     lb 

it    in   an   election    contest,    and    her 

father  Immediately  sold  In  I  Vano,  the  Imp  by  her 

whom  she  detested,  but  who   it  is  an  »m- 

t  jointure  on  her,  which  I  don't  think 

will  soon  leave  him — or  I  have 
men,  or  in  men  either."     How  t  tlil  prediction 
.  all  the  world  kno 
:■  Lady  Vane!      I  am  truly  sorry  for  her.     Dr.  Smol- 
lett h:  published  her  life  and  adventures,  and  has 
been  mueh  abused  for  it;  but  I  am  heartily  glad  he  has 
committed  them  to  the  press;  otherwise  she  might  have 
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floated  clown  to  posterity  in  the  same  rank  with  marl  Lady 
Oxford,  and  still  madder  Lady  Orford,  and  worst  and 
maddest  of  all,  that  wild  woman,  Charles  Townsend's  me- 
teoric mother.  I  followed  her  with  my  eves.  I  was  trader 
a  species  of  fascination  for  the  moment.  She  half  entranced 
and  bound  me  in  her  spells.  "With  all  her  follies  then-  was 
un  amount  of  heart  in  all  she  said  and  did;  she  WJ 
evidently  genuine,  frank  and  good  naturcd,  that  had  I  not 
been  all-enthralled  to  the  noblest  of  women,  I  fear  I  should 
have  found  myself  among  this  lady's  adorers. 

A  lank  lean-looking  man,  something  like  a  horse-jockey, 
now  came  up  to  us.  ''Mr.  Fielding,"  said  he,  "have  you 
seen  my  Lady  Burlington  here 

'•  res,"  said  Harry,  k,she  has  just  passed  with  the  Grand 
Vizier — or  one  that  would  be  like  him.1' 

A  peculiar  smile,  hall' silly,  half  spiteful,  passed  over  the 
Other's  lace,  and  lie  left  us. 

"There  is  a  fellow,"  said  my  cousin — "he  resigned  a 
place  at  court   some   time   since,  becanse  lie  would  not  vote 

with  Waljiole, — hut  his  wife,  who  is  openly  intriguing  with 
the  Duke,  as  Lis  Grace  i>  evidently  amouring  with  the  prim 

Princess  Amelia — would    not    give    up    hers,   and    the    fool 

has  nearly  made  himself  ridiculous  by  losing  a  post  worth 

0   a   year,  sooner  than   sacrifice   his   patriotism,  while 

he   dishonors    his   family  rather  than   give   up   the    £1,200 

which  he  gets  for  serving  celte  diablewe  Madame  la  prin- 
ts the  King  calls  her.  How  can  you  account  for 
such  things?  Does  God  give  the  same  sort  of  brains  to 
i  creatures  that  he  bestows  on  ordinary  mortals  ?  Here 
is  that  blundering  blockhead,  Lord  Falmouth — I  know  him 
well,  though  he  is  disguised  as  a  Spanish  Grandee. 
rice  and  meanness  are  as  proverbial  in  that  family  as 
coarseness  and  lying  in  the  Stuarts.  When  this  fellow's 
father  was  dying  there  was  only  his  apothecary  present. 
4  Watson,'  said  he,  'give  me  a  shirt  out  of  that  drawer  in 
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the  corner/  The  apothecary  stared  and  begged  him  not 
to  disturb  himself — he  thought  he  was  raving.  4  Pray  give 
it  me,'  &aid  the  dying  lord,  '  lV>r  I  understand  it  is  a  custom 
that  the  shirt  one  dies  in  becomes  the  perquisite  of  the 
layer  out ;  this  I  have  ou  is  a  very  line  hue  one,  but  that 
in  the  drawer  is  an  old  ragged  OB  _rood  enough  for 

!lr  would  no:  ild  not  die  till  Wat- 

them." 

utlemea,"  said   .lack    FrothweU  —  tailing  a  crowd 
around  bin — ttI  beg  pardon,  la  and  G 

who   among  you  can   help   me   to   two   hundred 
guin 

I."  says  one,  a  ys  another,  and    a 

third  >aid  ••  I'll  see  you  damned  t'u 

.   •  I  thought  how  it  ^  ;  none  of 

] 
'•  What  robbery  '■''  demanded  a  hundred  v.. 

y  this  rob!.  papers/' and 

I  aloud  as  follows: 

r  mislaid,  one  pair  of  large  brilliant  diamond 

■ 
briBtattt  diamonds:    three  largo  bars  f<>r 
breast,  set  with  rose  dian 
n'd  «>r  valued,  pray  stop  'em  and 
if  it  Dng    lady,  and    gll 

taring  *  M  shall  receive  200 

vas  reward  for  the  same." 

in  my  way  for  i 
.alf  of  i:  and 

I  argain,  if  she's  a 

I  companions,  and 
after  a  huge  figure  arrayed   in   the   robes  of 
Lord  Chancellor,  who  was  singing  an  ; 
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"Who,  is  that  tall,  thin,  lathlike  man,  something  like 
the  Monument,"  I  asked,  "  who  is  dressed  as  .Ksculapius  ?" 

'•That,"  said  Fielding,  scanning  him  very  closely,  M is 
Dr.  St.  Andre,  who  came  over  to  this  country  a  perfect 
pauper,  but  by  some  lucky  lines,  got  himself  into  notice, 
and  would  probably  have  been  appointed  sergeant-surgeon 
to  the  King  himself,  only  that  he  made  himself  the  town 
jot  by  the  rabbit  business,  which  produced  so  greal  a 
.•i  few  yean  ago.  lb'  was  himself,  I  believe,  persuaded 
that  .Mary  Tofts  was  the  veritable  mother  of  I  know  not 
how  many  of  these  Interesting  animals,  and  he  invited  Sir 
Hans  Sloane  and  tin'  chiefs  of  the  Royal  Society  to  be 
at  at  the  incubation.    They  went,  and  were  deceived 

likewise,  and  the  Society  was  about  to  adopt  her.  and 
identify  themselves  with  the  deception,  but  luckily  the 
cheat  was  discovered,  and   the  Fellows   saved    from  irreme- 

diable  disgrace,  For  they  have  patronized  so  many  ab- 
surdities, that  one  or  two  more  will  stpielch  them  utterly. 
St.  Andre  retired  into  the  country,  where  he,  and  the 
woman  who  is  with  him,  Lady  Hetty  Molyneux,  daughter 
of  the  Bar]  <>f  Essex,  contrived  to  poison  her  husband,  by 
which  the  lady  came  in  for  thirty  thousand   pounds,  and  is 

now  married  to  St,  Andre.  Pope  has  preserved  her  in  his 
amber, as  'the  poisoning  wife."    They  are  a  very  happy 

nice  couple,  and  do  well  to  figure  at  this  pis 

u  Why,  Harry,"  I  remarked,  "you  are  as  good  as  Asmo- 
deus;  you  know  all  these  people,  as  well  as  if  you  were 
their  father  confessor." 

u  I.etter,  my  dear  Coz,  better,"  he  answered,  "for  when 
you  have  lived  as  long  as  me,  and  seen  as  much,  you  will 
know  that  it  is  only  the  minor  sins  that  are  revealed  iu 
confession — the  greater  never  are.  For  the  honor  of  the 
6tate  and  our  high  civilization,  this  is  not  the  only  lady 
poisoner  we  have  here  to-night.  Unless  I  mistake  I  sec 
Lady  Deloraine ;"  and  he  pointed  out  a  mask  who  now 
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slowly  approached  us.    She  was  dressed  in  Indian  costume, 
and  looked  magnificent,  hut  I  could  not  see  her  featr. 
The  opportunity,  howev.    .  MOD  afforded.     Anthony 

Henley  walked  up  to  her,  and  without  tl  >  rc- 

ij  pulled  off  her  mask.     B  Sited 

with  blood;  she  darted  at  him  one  baleful  glance,  but  in 
an  instant  her  whole  expression  changed.     SI 
smiled  on   him  and  gave  bin  dd 

round  and  brl  like 

thej  were  vividly  den  II;  the  1 

thin  lines  of  red;  the  motion  was  soft  and  glidii 
ave  this  peculiarity.  I  happened  oil' 
jvumstances  into  the  company  of 

or  an}' other  age.     Whan  he  moved  it  was 
with  ao  soft  and  gentle  a  step  from  place  to  place  that 

to  find  him  heside  or  behind  you,  wh 
only  a  moment  before  seen  him  at  the  other  end  of 
root  o  waa  low  and  n  1.  hut  an  ol 

•  something  sibilant  in  its  under  tones, 
B  whole  appearance  was  remarka!  ly  sleek,  smooth 
clean;  and  so  it  is  with  the  most  IS  Of  add 

ptiM  would  be  nuV 

begi  tering  c< 

s  woman?"  I  aske<l  Field 
is  is  bed  woman  at  Court,"  he  said;   "she 

sings  loose  songs  for  the  king  <••  he  goes 

tan  »he  |  was  a  pi 

woman  named  M  .  who  was  rather  in  her  wa 

re  a  middl  I  sort  of  woman,  with  fine 

-   and   t!  .   pulled 

off  her  ile  she  in 

o  she  ex  iiomond  ear- 

I  wonder?     If  so, 

hail  claim  tin  i  V 
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" No,"  answered  my  companion,  "they  are  Lord  Pom- 
fret's,  and  are  well  paid  for.*' 

M  How  do  you  mean  ?     Is  this  woman  a — " 
"Oh  !  dear  no;  don't  be  mistaken;  she  is  no  less  a  per- 
aonagc  than  Lady  Sundon.    I  happen  to  know  that  si 

very  ear-rings  for  procuring  the  Mastership  of  the 
Sorse  for  Pomfret.  She  does  well  to  wear  her  bribe  in  her 
ears.      I'.nt    I   wonder    that    she    has    boldness   enough    to 

I  think  she  does  not  Only  well  but  wisely.      How 
could  you  have  people  know  where  there  is  wine  I 

unless  there  is  a  M;,rn  hung  out 

u  That  saying  is  worthy  of  your  mother,  my  hoy.  Sun- 
don,  who  is  decent   in  other  respects,  ought   to  be 

Is  now  enormously  rich.     0,  England,  thou 

art  a  glorlOUB  land  fbt  prime  ministers  and  royal  serving 
women.  Walpole  eanie  Dp  to  town  with  only  eight  hun- 
dred pounds  a  year,  debts  Innumerable,  and  a  heap  of 
brothers,  and  country  cousins  and  Bisters  to  keep  out  of  it, 
and  he  now  own-,  Houghton,  the  greatest  house  in  Norfolk, 
and  with  a  gallery  <>t"  paintings  |  erhapa  unequalled  in  the 
world.  Lady  Sundon 
James's,  and   taking  money   from   bishops,  archbishops, 

courtiers  and  |  Is  BOW  worth  one  hundred  thou- 

sand   pounds,  with    piol  ahly  forty  thousand    pounds    more 
in  jewels  and    finery—'  of  the  well   discerning,  who 

have  quick  eyes  lor  that   sort  of  merit,  Which  can  give  re- 
wards to  its  beliei  i 

'•  Here  comes  Sewallis  Shirley,"  whisper  d  Fielding,point- 
ing  to  a  thin,  well-made  man  with  blue  eyes,  bul  a.  dissi- 
pated air;  "they  say  he  loves  Lady  Vane,  and  if  I  were  my 
lord  I  should  heware  of  him,  for  he  is  a  dangerous  man 
with  the  sex.  And  there  is  Lady  Pomfret  herself,  Jeffrey's 
granddaughter — a  great  crony  of  your  mamma,  who  prob- 
ably had  wit  enough  to  make  her  husband  bribe  Lady  Sun- 
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don.     But  who  is  this  in  full  canonicals  ?     As  I  live  it  is 
•or  Henlej  ;  but  where  he  has  got  the  money  to  buy  his 
know  not,  unless  some  mad  wag  with  more  gold 
than  brains  has  sent   him  here  to  i  lango." 

The  >wards  us,  and  was  evidently 

sed  at  the  admiration  which  he  <  i  of 

tng  fellows  fresh  from  Oxford  followed  him.  and 

pons,   and   classical  allusions  were  band.  out 

them.     One  of  them  now  pulled  forward 
and  arranged  some  benches  in  a  circular  shape,  and  t! 

ig  a  general  call  for  a  sermon.  1  gentleman 

with  creat  meekness  mounted  the  temporary  pulpit, 
adjusting  his  bands  and  trying  bard  to  look  deinu 
began  as  follows : 

a,  my  sisters,  more  be! 
— h<  nto  mv  ttpeech,  and  give  ear  unto  my  words, 

will   be  of  sweet   sa\  our  worldly 

sou:  ids  ye   are,  without  waU  it   of 

winds;    trees  whose  fruit  wit  <>ut    fruit,  twice 

dead,  plucked  up  by  the  roots;  raging  waves  »*ea, 

r  own  shame ;  wandering  stars  to  whom  is 
reserved  the  Ml  of  darkness  I 

are   naturally,  1  say  do  but  follow  the  fa 

tisel  which  I  shall  bestow,  ye  shall  ascend  with  Paul 
h  heaven,  w!  sh  ho  had  described  for 

ii  of  all  si  ke  yourselves.     Ask  ye  where 

hear  that  b  -el?     In  the  sacred  groves  of 

Aca  M  ay  be  In  the 

classic  waters  of  the  Ills— I  mean,  the  pump  >  it's 

Inn.  the  words  of  wisdom  may  be  gleaned.     I 

,  one  and  all,  n  her  without  fu:t 

ip  store  of  that  holy  treasure,  which  shall 

abide  unto  you  when  all  others  shall  have  passed  away. 

But  unto  those  abandoned  ones,  who  will  not  listen,  woe 

unto  tin  ey  havo  gone  way  of  Cain,  and  ran 


C96      EDWARD  WOBTLEY  MONTAGU. 

greedily  after  tlic  error  of  Balaam  for  reward,  and  perished 
in  t he  gainsaying  of  Core." 

Here  a  young  wag,  in  a  horribly  nasal  tone,  cried  "  Ah- 
men  !» 

"  W'c  are  told  by  holy  Jndc,  the  sanctified  brother  of 
James  the  Apostle,"  retimed  Henley,  ** that  Michael  the 
Archangel  disputed  with  the  devil  about  the  body  of  Moses, 
but  how  he  discovered  the  burial  place  of  the  Hebrew 
patriarch  hath  not  been  revealed,  for  be  was  entombed  in 
v  somewhere  la  the  bind  of  lioab.  Many 
people  believe  this  to  be  a  literal  fact,  and  the  infidels  and 

1'crs — Of    whom    this    wicked    city    is    full — have    often 

grown  irreverent  oa  the  snbjeot,  sven  in  the  presence  of 
these  men  of  Qod,  the  Right   Reverend  Bishops  of  the 
Church  that   is  by  law  Established.     But   it   has  slwi 
appeared  to  ms  that   holy  Jnds  merely  meant  to  speak 

figuratively   in  that  phut',  and    that    he    hath    bequeathed  to 

us  |  metapborical  type,  which  might  often  be  applied  with 
singular  b>n-e  to  the  gnat  variety  of  things  which  we  daily 
around  e  it  came.  ouslj  contended  that 

the  narrative  ghould  a  literally ;  the  dead  body  of 

the  sop  of  Auirain  being,  ss  I  conceive,  <>f  no  earthly 
whatever  to  the  Princeoffclta  Air,  whom  some  call  Lucifer. 
Cry  it  in  his  area  would  avail  nothing,  the  soul  Buf- 
fering  not    by   the   dead    l>od\  nlilure;   ami  the  sold 

itself  we  know  he  could  i  Therefore  I  have  sfs 

u-ded  the  taxi  in  question  as  being  one  of  those  grand 

outbursts   of  fancy   for   which    the    prophets    were    famous; 

and  which  is  capable  of  being  tamed  to  the  most  useful 
-nut  in  all  ih'  living  ill 

lb-re  the  same  war  again  groaned  OUt  M  Ah-men!'1 

'•When  I  bag  a   Mini-;.,  of  State  doubtful  whether  ho 
shall  sell  his  country  to  a  foreign  prince  for,  a  bribe  of  fifty 

thousand   pounds,  or  whether  he  shall   not    rather  content 
himself  with  the  thirty  (and  security)  which  he  may  1 
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by  robbing  llie  credulous  public  at  home,  methinks  I  think 
il  then  contending  with  the  Archangel  f"<>i 

••When  I  see  a  very  reverend  clergyman,  high  in  the 

.   which    lie   knows  to   In?  inimical   t.. 
I   his  ambition  after  a  mitiv,  which  lie  is  aa- 
tli  ten  thousand  ilaki  I  see 

il  awfully  conlendiAg  with  the  Ai  tho 

u  When  I  -.ayoung  virgin  hesitating  betf 
of  old   age,  I  hand  a  well-tilh 

-,  and  the  sedueiug  amilea  of  s- 
•  horn  she  baa  given  what  sh<  art, 

HI  wrangling  with  the  A 

••  \\    ■  d  I  see.  a  w  ^roat  on  'Change,  immersed  in 

lie  shall  secure  five  thou* 
-ome  bold  fraud   in  stock  or  mer 
shall  u>>\  ral 

I   driblets  ©I 
thinks   I  set 

■W.I  '.  who  has  enteral  tlio 

to  wreak  vengeance 
telling  himself  to  the  1 
r  a  plao  itfa  many  a  |>aag 

of  i  eara  the  groans  of  his 

wait  a  little  longer- 
nks  I  s< 
ihbling  with  :  r  the  bo<l  ^ea. 

••  W 'lu'ii  1  set  the  ei  idng  a  m 

jail  whose  <  with  the 

what  is  call.  ate, 

whi  his  belt  he  carries  I  aise  of  the  King 


398      EDWARD  WORTLEY  MONTAGU. 

that  he  shall  be  made  a  Privy  Councillor  for  his  supple- 
ness, then  indeed  I  see  the  Devil  dapper-clawing  the  Arch- 
angel about  the  body  of  Moses. 

M  When  I  see  the  skilful  doctor  listening  to  his  patient's 
enumeration  of  symptoms,  and  prescribing  for  him  the 
pill,  while  he  pockets  the  daily  fee,  yet  all  the  trails  con- 
fessing to  his  own  heart  that  better  than  pill  or  potion 
would  be  that  hermit  abstinence  from  the  bottle  or  the 
feast,  which  is  the  true  source  of  the  disease,  but  which  he 
nevertheless  hints  not  to  the  gold  bestower,  then  also  I  see 
the  Devil  brangling  with  the  Archangel  for  the  body  of 
Moses. 

"  When  I  see  the  assembled  wisdom  of  the  nation,  mak- 
ing the  loudest  outcries  againsl  electoral  bribery  and  l 
ruption,  and  denouncing  it  as  an  Iniquity  ln-fore  heai 

while  Among  them  they  know  that  some  of  the  most  odious 

bribers  and  corrupters  that  ever  lived  are  fat  and  flourish- 
ing, and  though  they  make  innumerable  false  pretences  to 

1  virtue  which  they  I  .  they  take  no  real  pains  at  all 

to  discourage  the  villany  againsl  which  they  disclaim,  or 

to  expel  the  bribers  whom  they  abuse — then  in  truth  I  see 
the  Devil  wrestling  hard  with  the  Archangel  for  the  body 
of  MOSC9. 

u In  fine,  Whenever  I  look  abroad  upon  the  vast  theatre 
of  society,  and  see  the  Struggles  which  in  every  rank  and 
order  hourly  do  take  place  between  conscience  and  villainy, 
the  fights  that  happen  between  our  moral  scum-,  and  our 
own  immoral  sensualisms;  between  our  conviction  of  what 
is  true  and omr devotion  to  what  is  false,  between  our  scorn 
of  the  beautiful,  and  our  pursuit  of  the  base,  then,  my 
brethren,  is  forcibly  brought  before  me  the  terrible  contest 
that  is  always  going  on  between  the  Devil  and  the  Arch- 
angel about  the  bodjr  of  Moses." 

"Ah-men,"  groaned  the  wag  who  had  before  officiated, 
and  with  a  burst  of  laughter,  the  congregation  left  the 
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orator  and  ran  after  a  new  figure  who  carried  a  puppet 

mo  way  disconcerted,  was  seen  the  i 
minute  ng  a  bottle  with  two  or  thrt-  who 

would  never  have  done  for  Roman  vestals,  though  I  half 
think  they  were  disguised  in  that  character.    JSo  the  scene 
i  on,  and  the  whole  of  Pandemonium  seem 


B     I  | 

a  little  man  of  pink  cot  bt  hair  and 

shanked,  with  1;  Uably  awkw. 

ll«-  was  attended  l»y  bis  »h* 
all  things  set  themselves  up 

who  ba>' 

.  half  vixen,  hall 

who  made  a  jest  of  all  i 

•lingbrooke,  and  1  lington,  au-I 

tall,  thin,  ng  and  ill-form<  ;ea 

of  bis  description  in  the 

ballad- 
Bat  who  It  dal  bwtrVU  *  pony. 
So  long.  *>  t«»o.  *>  !*"*•  •■>  *«'OyT 
Lai  t«  «rtii  Qmtm  Lml.tooj. 

gby  and  Winnington; 
his  matchless  impudence  of 
■head,  an  i  lumen  of  |>erpctual  burgir. 

ii  to  flu-  cry  coarse  feature.     1 

father  was  I  ^ea  roblx  on  is  not  yet  a  sena- 

torial Turpi  soon  will  be  ready  to  tako  money  and 

spend  it   in  iuess.     Winnington,  who  is  member 
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for  Droitwich,  seems  on  the  look  out  for  our  friend  Audrey 
Townsend,  whose  favored  love  he  boasts  himself  to  1  e, 
though  I  think  she  is  wild  after  Harry  Kisbctt  too,  and  he 
shares  her  with  half  a  dozen  stout  chairmen  of  my  acquaint- 
ance. Both  have  come,  I  suppose,  from  a  cock  match.  Bat 
what  brings  old  Gibbon  here?  Are  all  the  South  Sea 
plunderers  here  to-night  ?  The}'  should  have  poisoned 
themselves  like  Craggs.  Yonder  old  fellow  was  lined 
£10,000  for  hit  part  in  the  pillage;  had  it  been  .£50,000 
it  would  not  have  1  een  enough.     Look  at  him." 

I  did  80;  the  pei-fert  image  of  a  baboon  he  was.  Many 
3"ears  afterwards  I  saw  his  grandson  at  Lansanne — he 
seemed  to  have  been  iplt  oo1  of  the  old  gentleman's  month. 
Jle  is  b  most  laughable  fellow  to  w 

Numerous  Were  the   illustrious  lords  and  ladies  who  now 

attracted  attention;  conspicuous  among  them  was  Lord 
Carteret,  famous  as  the  greatest  humbug  of  his  day,  and 
Lady  Archibald  Hamilton,  who  at  the  age  of  thirty-five 
got  the  place  of  cofferer  to  the  Prince  of  Wales,  and  Snr- 
i  >yor-General  of  the  Duchy  of  Cornwall  for  her  excellent 

Bpoase.  With  her  was  Scarborough's  brother,  who  was 
treasurer  to  the  Prim 

Alas!   all  their  glories  Seemed  but  short-lived,  for  scarcely 
they  entered  when  the  king  himself  ami  Madam  Wal- 
ls den  came  amid  a  tremendous  clatter,  followed  by  the 
bowing  courtiers;  at  whose  sublime  appearance  the  rival 
ppers  of  the  sun  looked  small  indeed.     Ilei- 

advanoed  to  the  orchestra  and  ordered  them 
to  play  up  *God  save  the  King,"  which  they  immediately 
and  as  that  sacred  song  arose,  the  loyal  audience 
seemed  bursting  with  enthusiasm  for  the  royal  manikin, 
who,  if  he  were  indeed  "the  Lord's  anointed,"  made  one 
think  that  God  must  have  been  sadly  in  want  of  men  when 
he  made  a  monkey  his  representative.     For  the  fellow  was 
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so  hi  Icons  a  dwarf  that  when  poor  little  Lord  Edgeombe 
was  presented  to  hiin  at  Court,  it  was  said  his  Majesty — 

Rejoiced  to  find  within  nil  Court 
On*  •sorter  than  himself. 

hero  a  new,  a  horriUe  incident  arose.     The  Duke 
of  Montagu  had  long  been  known  on  town  for  one  i 
■rate  of  wags.     He  and  some  friends  ha 

to  a  n<  :n,  where 

under  •  of  drinking  his  health  they  bad 

ipidly  iir  I  that  tl..  :ist  of 

orribly  ugly, pitted  all  <»ver 
with  small-pox,  and  full  of  the  most  ;  sand  d 

tosses  ai.  ettlng 

wax  mask  made,  which  preae 
skilful  eve  all   the   rough  lineaments  of  this  lu. 
It  was  not  dii:  Ireaa  the  i 

ir  on  the  occasion  of  the 
I1  iplete  eo 

i  humorous  f  in  one  of 

goineai  nnd 
:er  on  tliis  occasion. 

D 

ward  and 
[uictlyaa 

was  rather  surpi 

»on.    All  waa  Instantly  confusion.    II.  i- 

1    out, 

. 

drop; 

2G 
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Heidegger  again  rushed  after  the  king,  doubtless  intending 
to  explain  and  apologize,  when  the  duke's  Heidegger  came 
forward  and  said,  "Why  for  you  play  dat  damned  ting? 
Did  I  not  tell  you  to  play  Charlie  over  de  water'/  You 
shall  all  be  dismissed  to-morrow,  by  Gad,  fur  dis."  The 
band  could  now  only  conclude  that  the  master  of  the  cere- 
monies was  drunk  or  mad.  They  however  again  struck 
up  the  rebellious  air,  to  the  horror  of  all  the  Whigs  and 
Courtiers,  but  to  the  immense  delight  of  all  the  Tories  ami 
Jacobite3  present.  The  king  himself  was  now  in  a  rage; 
the  poor  Wftlmoden  was  white  as  a  sheet,  when  Heidi 
rushing  into  his  majesty's  presence,  spluttered  out — 

"Please,  your  royal  sacred  majesty,  it  is  not  me — not 
me.  De  band  is  mad;  de  band  is  drunk;  de  hand  is 
bribed  by  some  villain — some  dirty  rascal  to  do  dis.  It  is 
not  me,  majesty  ;  not  me — not  inc." 

The  false  Heidegger  as  instantly  came  forward,  and 
pointing  to  the  true  Simon  Pure,  said — 

"  Please,  your  majesty,  dis  fellow  is  von  rogue,  impostor, 
knave,  rascal.  He  it  be  dat  do  all  dis.  lie  have  de  money 
of  de  Jacobites.     He  do  this  for  gilt." 

The  King  burst  out  laughing;  the  courtiers  at  once 
joined  in  the  royal  mirth.  Heidegger  himself  turned  pale, 
and  looked  as  if  he  saw  a  ghost.  All  was  confusion,  and 
there  would  have  probably  been  a  general  row,  had  not  the 
Duke  himself  come  forward  and  humbly  begging  pardon 
of  the  King,  explained  (in  French,  for  this  English  mon- 
arch did  not  know  the  language  of  his  people)  the  joke 
which  he  had  prepared  for  the  royal  delectation,  and  all 
passed  off  very  pleasantly. 

"If  an  angel  could  come  from  heaven  and  see  this  mum- 
ming, I  wonder  what  he'd  think  of  it,"  said  my  companion. 

"  You  must  be  a  pretty  fellow  to  make  such  a  remark  as 
that,"  said  a  mask  near  us,  "  when  there  are  so  many 
angels  all  about  you." 
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'•Fallen  ones,  though,1'  said  the  dramatist;  "I  wonder 
will  they  erer  tret  back  to  hea\ 

••Their  heaven  is  he  irered  the  other. 

'•  \\". •:!.  I  re  we  shall  all  Ik>  this  time  one  hun- 

dred ye  iiiu^kinir  hi  t lie  other  world,  1  lV-ar." 

!  now  you  grow  pro!  mask  bit 

"I  think  I  know  that  woman. 
low  her  a  bit."    Bat  the  mask  eluded  n>  through  I 
crowd,  and  wo  stopped  to  look  a  low  momtml  AM 

inning  was  going  on  at  a  great  rate.     Baddi 
Fielding  turned  away  limed — 

immortal  gods  and  goddesses 
tve  tgamemnoa  and  Policies  with  nook  wrath, 

how  heartily  1  «i*«h  that  Dick  Savage  wen 
now,  I  suppose,  lying  in  a  kennel  dead  drunk,  or  fast 
asleep  on  a  botcher*!  book  in  Newgate  Mark  '.     Marry 

should    have    had   a   gioriOttS   se«.-;  .ieh 

tlii 

s  rhapsody.    "H 
• 

tter!"  he  repeat)  natio 

scene**.      What  a  splendid  situation—: 
■ 

in 
ted  nymph  pant- 
masked 
•  ne  a  tall  and  noblo-l  the 

other  an  ex-oooteesa,  and  still  beautiful.    li<   rnakej 
wards  them,  trars  open   his  |  :i  his  knees 

i   :i   pas-  ehold    voir   son 

and  to  his  sword .  my  lady  I 
ik  and  looke 

ben  the 

ladv  i  her  speech  and  U  .  exclaims,  'Begone, 
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impostor!'  Dick  immediately  faints,  and  there  is  a  grand 
tal  lean,  worthy  of  Rich  in  his  best  days." 

u  In  the  name  of  common  sense,  llenry,  what  is  all  this 
about?" 

"  Why,  don't  you  see  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Brett  yonder, 
whom  Savage  supposes  to  be  his  mother?  And  don't  you 
Kist  Brett  following,  who  is  a  Court  demirep,  and 
whose  influence  saved  the  neck  of  her  half  brother  when 
he  was  sentenced  to  be  banged'/  But  who  comes  here? 
Sir  William  Yonge,  Member  for  Honiton,  and  Tom  Win- 
nington  with  him." 

They  sauntered  up  slowly  and  unmasked  ;  the  place  was 
now  dreadfully  hot  and  close.  "  We  have  had  an  odd  dis- 
(tnation  together,"  says  Sir  William  Yonge — "Tom  and  I  ; 
nothing  less  than  whether  there  is  a  future;  and  we  want 
a  parson  to  settle  it  for  us." 

M  If  you  get  a  parson  of  the  present  time  to  tell  you  he 
will  say  yes,  but  laugh  at  you  in  his  sleeve  If  you  think 
him  serious,"  replied  Fielding.  The  pair  strolled,  or  rather 
reeled  and  rolled  away. 

u  There  are  two  beautiful  specimens,"  said  Fielding. 
"But  they  merely  proclaim  what  nearly  all  feel,  but  are  tOO 
timid  to  say.  Lord  Ilervey,  who  is  at  the  head  of  the  wits 
about  Court,  makes  110  secret  of  las  atheism;  he  is  Vice- 
Chamberlain,  and  sees  all  the  bagging  letters  which  the 
Queen  gets  from  the  parsons  to  make  them  bishops,  and  he 
protests  that  every  one  is  stulfed  with  envy,  falsehood,  de- 
traction of  each  other,  if  rivals;  and  covert  sneers  if  they 
are  friends;  together  with  a  sum  total  of  uncharitabteness, 
avarice,  and  meanness  that  sickens  him  with  the  whole 
fraternity.*  Now  I  don't  say  that  this  is  true,  but  Lord 
Ilervey  says  it  is;    and  he  makes   it  a  rule  whenever  a 


*  Any  one  who  reads  the  letters  to  L,or<l  Bnte  In  the  manuscript  department 
of  the  British  Museum,  can  cosily  believe  this. 
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Bishop  pronounces  the  name  of  God,  to  laugh  in  his  i 
as  a  hypocrite.     This  thing  reacts  on  the  whole    parlia- 
mentary regiment  of  Sir  Robert ;  and  these  two  who  Id 
just  left  us  are  captains  in  the  force;  so  that  we  are  pret- 
tily ruled  and  finally  fouled,  and  think  ourselves  the  most 
ivli<_:i"ws  people  in  the  world,  with  tin  ;   amount  of 

wickedness  practised  every  day  before    Heawn    and    the 

Ekm." 

u  draw  a  very  pleasing  picture  of  things." 

u  Ah  !  it's  go  worst-  now  than  it  has  always  Ken.     Po  you 
think    Xineveh    and   Babylon    wore  the   only   places  wl 
the;,  d  vice  y      Nay.  by  St.  An:  .  niit  more  in 

one  day  in  Euglaud^than  those  stupid  Babylonians  did  in 

it   that    Grigsby?"   says    Arbnthnot,  who  saluted 
nother  of  the  South  E 
.  l.ut  they're  all  here  in  honor  of  the  Royal  Family. 
Tola  fellow  was  so  vain  of  his  wealth  in  the  glorious  d 
of  Ji  man  to  feed  his 

-es  on  gold.      When    tin-   hul.hlc   exploded,   and    all   the 

MJUert  were  before  Mm  House,  fae,  M  id  that 

fellow  bhould  bt  allow i'd  £]<>.  A 

|   got   up  and  said,  'That  as   Mr.  -   in   the 

habit  of  his   horse  on    gold,  he   had  no  doubt  he 

t    himself;    he    therefore    moved    that    Mr. 
.it  be  allowed  a-  _rold  as  he  could 

and  that  the  rest  of  his  estate  night  go  to  I 
those  whom  he  had  p  house  laughed,  but  I 

be  fellow  i!2,000." 
While  this  was  going  on,  EUfljbf  pulled  out  of 
■  bundle  of  Chinese  i  timing  W 

lady  Qxeaeed  lik  trfen  vestal,  to  wl 

■  a  low  bow,  and  Madame, 

if  you  out  this  to  the  B  :id  it  burns  blue  you  may 

be  sure  your  lover  is  faith: ....       Luckily  a  sconce  happe. 
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to  be  near;  and  the  unconscious  nymph,  without  a  moment's 
reflection,  applying  the  first  on  the  string,  t  lie  whole  exploded 
filling  the  room  with  smoke  and  a  most  unsavory  smell,  in 
the  midst  of  which  Rigby,  like  an  evil  spirit,  as  suddenly 
vanished. 

A  short,  stout-made,  coarse-looking  man.  but  with  an 
ej-e  glittering  with  humour,  a  true  English  terrier  lace,  and  a 
firm  mouth,  came  up.  lie  shook  Fielding  by  the  hand  very 
heartily,  saying,  ''Mr.  Fielding,  I  scarcely  expected  to  see 
3' ou  here,  patronizing  this  outlandish  French  thing." 

'•Ah!  Hogarth,"  said  Harry,  "i  am  delighted  to  meet 
3'OU.  Sorely  you  may  know  what  has  brought  me,  with- 
out suspecting  that  I  had  any  partiality  for  the  Mounseers 
and  their  funny  frog-fashions.  I  have  no  doubt  we  have 
neither  of  us  eome  to  sec  that  ugly  owl  Heidegger — 

Teach  kings  to  fiddle,  and  make  senates  dance, 

but  to  sketch  character;  3-ou  for  the  easel,  your  humble 
servant  for  thi 

id  so,"  said  our  companion  heartily,  you've  guessed 
right.  And  a  pretty  lot  of  long-eared  fools.  I  see — look! 
I  have  just  taken  one  on  my  l  humli-nail  ;"  and  lie  showed 
as  a  laughable  sketch  of  Lord  Chesterfield's  face,  in  which 
"that  little  monkey  full  of  trii  Sir  Charles  Hanbo  ry 

Williams  called  him,  was  inimitably  depicted— the  baboon 
outlines  which  so  many  ladies  loved,  being  hit  off  to  per- 
fection. 

"I  know  a  woman  who  would  never  forgive  you,  if  she 
saw  that,"  said  Fielding,  glancing  towards  a  corner  of  the 
room  where  a  couple  seemed  very  fond. 

"And  who  may  the  tasteless  jade  be?"  asked  Hogarth] 
"faith,  she  must  be  a  female  ape,  I  think — though  sho 
dresses  like  one  of  Eve's  sex." 

••Why,  Lady  Fanny  Shirley,  whom  that  fellow  has 
flirted  with  for  the  last  ten  years,  and  after  whom  he  is 
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now  dangling  in  yonder  recess,"  answered  the  dramatist, 
and  he  pointed  them  out. 

ieorge,"    shouted    Hogarth,    "I'll    have    her 
and  he  began  to  make  a  humorous  sketch   of  the 
fair  lady. 

When  it  was  finished  he  showed  it  to  us — the  thing 
wonderful — worthy  of  so  great  a  genius  as  W,  EL  certainly 

-rrihly  hot,"  he  said,  "I  wish  I  could 
i»ot  of  honest  English  potter,  end  ■  steak — bst  this 
l  Swiss  Iota  nothing  in  hot  his  foreign  wines,  ind  his 

:'  which  makes  m< 
for  tli'  Son  much  do  they  reckon  the  knave  makes 

by  this  torn-fooler] 
M  Why.  at  least  £5,000  a-year,  that  is  by  the  fair  profits, 
bel  hi  gets  f-y  manag 
lit h  sighed,     lie  was  then  eking  out  a  scanty  sub- 
If,  like  my  poor  glorious  coumi  . 
must  have  found  it  no  easy  mar  to  spare  the  money 

He  probably  had  got  a  pass  frou. 
som  of  ait 

-•  What's   that   Urutus  said,  when  he  was  dying?"  he 

I  have  long  woi  thee — now  I  know 

ng. 
th   a  sad  gr 
that  oontrsstc  I  ly  with  that 

lip.      And  he  repeated  with  a  Mull' .John  i  I  of  accent, 

ken  to  it,  elnid  the  sighs  and 
6impcra  of  this  etreminite  crou 

A>  the  brute  world  to  Father  Adam  came, 
Requesting  with  Inquiring  looks  a  name, 
To  every  bean  a  title  he  assigned. 
And  nominated  all  the  sylvan  k 
So  laraite  mi; 

cheat  the  world  by  their  dUgnlao, 
They  are  bat  awes  to  the  painter"!  eye». 
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And  sa}-ing  this,  the  splendid  little  was;  moved  off  in 
search  of  new  caricatures. 

Dodington  now  sailed  up  to  where  we  were. 

"Ah!"  said  he,  "I  think  I  know  you,"  addressing  him- 
self to  Fielding,  who  had  put  on  his  mask  some  time  before. 

"That  is  more  than  I  do  myself,"  answered  Hairy, 
"though  I  have  been  long  endeavoring  to  cany  out 
Solon's  advice  on  that  point."' 

*  Your  answer  convinces  mo  that  I  am  right.  You  arc 
Henry  Fielding.     How  is  your  lather?" 

"Faithl"  -aid  my  cousin,  "1  scarcely  know;  he  never 
writes  to  nit'  but  when  he  wants  to  borrow  money,  and  then 
ho  always  tells  me  he  is  dying.  I  begin  to  think  he  must 
bo  like  Tithonus." 

k>  And  I  hope  you  lend  it  to  him  like  a  dutiful  son." 

"I  give  it  when  1  can,  and  1  lend  it  when  1  cannot  ;  and 
I  am  sorry  to  say  the  latter  is  the  most  usual  condition 
with  inc." 

M  Every  man  of  talent  must  be  sorry  to  hear  it.  Shall  I 
give  you  a  cheque  for  £960  './-' 

"I  should  be  very  glad  to  gel  it,  but  on  what  ground  V 

"Why  to  abuse  the  Prince  and  praise  Walpole." 

"What!  praise  'that  big  belly,  those  swollen  arms,  that 
huge  body,"  as  Queen  Caroline  calls  him!  Mr.  Dodington, 
I  did  not  think  you  would  insult  me  so.  You  know  that  I 
am  poor;  but  have  I  ever  shown  myself  a  rogtu 

"Oh!  damn  it,  I  thought  you  had  your  price,  like  all 
writers,  but  as  you  haven* t.  good-night.  1  can  buy  as  good 
as  you  any  day  in  Fleet  st  i 

"There  goes  a  scoundrel, "'  said  Fielding  to  mo,  but  loud 
enough  to  be  heard  by  Pubb.  "  His  vanity,  insolence,  and 
vulgarity  are  all  insupportable.  lie  is  the  King's  pimp, 
yet  he  thinks  himself  a  gentleman  ;  he  is  Walpolc's  butt,  yet 
he  fancies  himself  a  patriot ;  he  is  Bolingbroke's  tool,  yet 
he  supposes  he  is  a  wit.     If  a  lady  but  speaks  to  him,  he 
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repeats  among  all  his  friends  that  lie  hai  seduced  her;  and 
If  the  Kinir  kicks  him  he  lulls  down  on  his  knees  and  •  •• 
to  kiss  his  band  tor  such  a  mark  of  (avor.     Bridgowater 
has  a  member  worthy  of  it.*' 

liow  nettled  he  was.    To  be  insulted  by  any 
is  not  pleasant,  but  to  l»c  insnlted  by  the  meanest  of 
mankind,  which  this  Dodington  n  Iter 

pan  withstanding  his  philosophy,  1..  Hen  and 

■Heat  for  tin  iur  minutes.    At  length  he  said,  a 

involuntarily — 

••  \\ 'ii\  should  this  flea  annoj 

And  ttrnra 

"  When  fat  »ome  time  he  *at  at  (he  Tn-uury  hoard, 
•  re  with  title*  had  tickled  hit  car, 
From  every  day  hearing  hlmaelf  called  ■ 
•  iqrad  of  Mr  Robert  to  make  hits  a  peer. 

But  in  an  ill  h 

And  MM  it  fan  i«  power. 

King  won  Id  advance  tuch  a  aernb, 
io  peerage  debate  with  the  name  • 

i  Kieldii.  age  at  tl 

f  this  fa'  H  in t  nn  th 

lop-  and   all  was  oloar 

in.     lb-  laughed  and  —  :*.  i  *  I — 

.'t  us  seek  Bome  i  But  I 

■ 

member  tot  Main 

•ii— that  i>  be,  but  I  'i»ed 

■  cs.      II.     i-   |  Ice   him- 

.  and  a  rs,  irhils  he 

i.is  nnfortun  his 

his  I'.ill; 

.  ;.  •  < »!i.  what 
ake  our  I 
live  "ii  the  shells. 
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While  we  were  digesting  this  joke,  a  smart  female  figure, 
with  the  archest  eyes  in  the  world  peering  through  her 
mask,  came  hastily  op  tu  where  we  stood,  and  tapping 
Fielding  on  the  shoulder  with  a  splendid  fan,  cried  out  in 
musical  accents — 

uMv  dear  Fielding,  I  have  been  looking  lor  you  this 
hour.     Come  with  me." 

u  My  dearest  countess,"  answered  Harry,  hut  he  imme- 
diately eheeked  himself,  and  substituted  for  the  inadvertent 
word  the  more  equivocal  term  "creature,"  but  not  so  quickly 
us  t<>  l>e  unnoticed  i>y  me,  or  s  grinning  mask,  close  by, 
who  seemed  to  contemplate  the  moving  crowd  as  Cerberus 
might  look  upon  the  thronging  phantoms  hurrying  through 
the  gorge  of  I'luto. 

"  My  dearest  ereat  lire,"  Bajl  niy  OOUSin,  "  1  mil  delighted 

that  we  have  met  at  Last.  This  is  my  cousin,  young  Wort- 
lev  Montagu.  Wortley,  allow  me  to  introduce  yon  to  Mrs. 
Johnson,  of  Bath." 

1  bowed  with  great  deference,  the  lady  curtseyed,  and 
whispered  something  Into  my  companion's  ear.  lie  turned 
to  me. 

•  >d-night.  Worthy,"  lie  >aid.    "I    mU8t      •  >•       Let    me 
see  you  in  a  day  Of  two."   and    Fielding  and  Mrs.  .Johnson 

of  Hath  disappeared  through  one  of  the  doors. 
The  old  Cerberus  of  whom  1  have  spoken  came  up. 

"  So  you   are   young  Montagu,"  she  Said,  "and    a   horrid 

scapegrace  tooj  and  that  spark's  Fielding,  and  Mrs.  .John- 
son of  Bath  is — " 

"Aye."   said   I,  "old   woman,   who  is   Mrs.   Johnson  of 

Bath/" 

"Mrs.  Johnson  of  Bath  is  no  better  than  she  should  be, 
and  Fielding  will  rue  her  acquaintance   one   Of  these  days. 

Her  maiden  name  was  Fthelreda,  or  rather  A  ml  rev  Harrison, 
and  her  father  made  bis  fortune  out  of  the  Macks,  when  lie 
was  Governor  of  Fort  St.  George.     She  is  now  the  wife  of 
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ount  Townshend,  and  a  very  pretty  fr\ 

:m-l  has  a  particular 
d." 

v  in  the 

•  daily  \'\' 
My  rompani 

••  w 

with  her 

. 

c.      I    liki 

I 

I 

is  an  inn 
dently  in  thai 

I  I 

who 
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her  she  disdained  to  answer:  but  the  royal  and  noble  per- 
sons who  thronged  the  gay  scene  were  immediately  attended 
t<>.  and  I  noticed   that  the   majority  went  away  with  an  air 

of  chagrin.    She  kepi  ir  ber,  but  yet  at  a  sudlcient 

distance  not  to  overhear  all  she  said,  as  each  new-comer 
came.     A  wild  mile  of  delight  played  in  Iter  eye  m  sobs 

turned  away— 41   melancholy  gleam   pasaed   over   it    as  she 

answered  others.     I  was  singularly  attracted  by  this  qs 

being,  and  was  constrained  to  Btay  Dear  her,  not  only  be- 
eau.se  she  told  me  to  do  so,  but  also  because  1  really  could 
not  tear  myself  away.      I  i    new  interview 

something   definite  and  desperate,  which  would   perhaps 
require  my  Interference  t«»  protect  her. 
"Here  comes  Henrietta,  Dm  Marlborough,"  she 

said.  SS  a  wild-looking  woman  passed  us.      "I  wonder  does 

:  think  of  her  glorious  lather,  who  made  ber  what 
i  tiink  not,  or  slie  would  not   have  di 

herself  with  that  blind,  gouty,  vain  coxcomb,  Congi 

the   player,  or   taken    the   ten   thousand    pounds,  which 

left    her   by  his  will,  when    he   had   SO   many  poor   relate 

starring  in  Staffordshire*     1  think  she  is  worth  a  million — 

•hat  she  :iie  fellow's  pittai,  I   don't  know. 

has  a  Bilvor  '    the  villain  brought  to  her  dinner 

table  even  d  the  J       ptians  bad  a  skeleton    -to  re- 

mind her,  I  suppose,  of  hell.  Ye!  I  w  Mi  she  hadn't  con- 
nect ed  t  hci  r  nai:  ther  on  that  filthy  marble  in  the 
Abbey.     Qh,  that  John  Churchill  could  come  back  to  earth 

but    for   an    hour-    then    would    rare    chan  OCU    and 

heard  of.  Hen  IS  another  Duchess  just  as  mad.  Kitty 
Hyde  of  (^ueeiisbury,  followed  by  her  literary  lackey.  .lack 
Gay,   who    has   grown    corpulent    on    his  Opera 

profit,  ami  his  South  Sea  robberies;     Doesn't   this  seem 

to  you  the  agt  when  rapscallions  rise  out  of  the  vilest 
dunghills T  We  have  f.»r  our  A  polio,  lit  t  ]e  Pope,  t  he  linen 
draper;  here  is  (Jay,  whose  father  was  a  mercer,  and  who 


EDWARD     WORTLEY     MOSTAOTT.  413 

was  himself  a  mercer's  shop-1  ><-•>.     Mat   Frior.  a  tapster. — 
and  so  •  I  »ur  great  people  fad  their  ICOOnnt  in 

i  ng  these  maggots  and  giving  them  pensions 
unlimited  praise.     Walpoh-  is  tu| 

of  the  vilest  wretches  that  i  t   about    the  lowest 

corners  of  l'arnassa*.    'I  iea  first  called  this  spawn 

■eing,  ami  now  t  s  emulate  their 

■pit.     ^  utdcr  to 

.  (1   nailed  at  hearing  this  allusi< 

e  have  for  IV  nan  who  behaves 

before  all  as  if  virtue  >wre  a  fane,  and  deoen<  ech 

and  manner  a  hypocritical  pretence." 

his  way  the  old  woman  went  on  blending  strange 
shrewdness  with  the  mo-t  cutting  sarcasm,  and  i 
me  by  her  wit  and  bittern©**—:  was  something 

singularly  congenial  in  Dttf  tempers;    both  being  missn- 
rn  the  best  of  all  reasons,  I  suppose,  a  « 
■riesce  Of  IBS  World      Whate\ 

>uae  departed  wholly.    I  looke<l  re 

I  saw  there  presented  nirsMng  to  remove  my  sadness.     1 
fell  into  a  reverie  on  my  own  desolate  position;  dese! 
booanse  I  soul  in  fetters,  anil  crawl  at 

feet  of  a  man  who  was  s  *  tin  name,  and 

urn.  it  Itm  feeling  ftw  me  tnsn  foe  one  of  tin-  gtUaoni  tint 
L     Mycomp 

■  -,    u Master  Jackanapes,  what  are  yon 
thin  h  no  place  for  me    -  Vou  look 

Marios  amid 

i  >.  am    I    not  amid   more  melancl 

Si  of  im man  soul 

see  that  man  that  walks  like  a  tongs — ho  is  all 

legs  snd  scarcely  any  head.     I  know  him  through  his  vain 

disguise.      I  -'s  robe  wss  never  on  s 

more  unsuitable  body.     That  rley,  son  to  the 
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falsest  varlet  I  ever  know.  His  lather  and  a  slut  named 
Hill  (she  is  now  Abigail  Masham,  and  I  shouldn't  wonder 
if  we  saw  her  here)  conspired  together  to  get  old  Queen 

Anne  wholly  into  their  power,  and  they  did  so.  by  poison- 
ing her  mind  against  her  only  true  friend   in  the  world,  the 

Duchess  of  Marlborough,  They  stole  in  at  all  hours  of  the 
day  and  night;  and  when  the  poor  woman  was  heated  with 
brandy,  they  got  her  to  pledge  herself  to  the  most  absurd 
projects — not  the  vainest  of  which  was  a  trick  to  bring 
back  the  Pretender.  When  the  old  kjng  was  on  his  death- 
bed .-it  i  me  of  the  Jacobil  around  him  and 
le  him  write  a  letter  to  his  daughter,  praying  that  if 

lid  not  deliver  over  the  t  hv<>\ic  to  her  brother,  she  mi 

die  childless,  and  must  expeel  his  bitterest  curse.  This 
so  frightened  Queen  Anne,  whose  nerves  were  weakened 
by  repeated  drams,  and  was  besides  so  singularly  home 
out  by  the  Bucoeasive  deaths  of  all  her  children,  that  she 
ready  to  consent  to  any  thing,  and  the  Tories  here  had 
all  prepared,  even  to  the  proclamation  of  the  Pretender 

himself,   in    St.  Paul's  church-yard,  when   the   poor  woman 
Idenly  taken   oil',  and    the   chief  rogues    made  their 

pe  to   I  ran  e.     Sad    Bolingbrpka  remained,  lie  must 
have  figured  on  Tower  Hill,  a-  riarley,  to  save  himself^ had 

given  up  all  his  paiu-rs  to   the   new  ministry,  and  sacrificed 

ids  best  friend.  Bishop  Atterbury,  who  was  obliged  to  fly 
also.     This  treachery  was  in  keeping  with  all  the  m-ouu- 

drel's  doings      though  I  never  will  Ibr-ive  Walpole  for   qqI 

having  shipped  oil'  Mrs.  Abigail  to  the  colonies.  She  would 
have  made  a  good  sla\e-dii  ver,  being  false,  cruel  and  cun- 
ning as  the  Bnake  that  deceived  our  poor  mother  in  Para- 
dise. She  is  now  a  i  nd  figures  grandly  among  the 
Lord's  anointed.    Thus  i->   history  made.     For  this  sly, 

worthless  waiting   woman    elevated    Harley  to  the   Govern- 

meut  of  England,  who  then  devised  a  scheme  that  might 

have  changed  the  fortune  of  the  world,  and  influenced  the 
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fate  of  unborn  generation!  tor  the  next  thorn 
and  Walpole  now  occupies  the  mum  place!  wholly  through 
r,  Dolly  Walpole,  who  was  the  fast  wife  of  that 

Ulooking  fool,  Townshend,  oaring  by  the  rarest  acci- 
dent escaped  being  the  open  and  avowed  mistivss  *»r  tin- 

jtii->  of  Waarton.     A h !   boy,  I  ooold  tell  yon  such 
things.    Utit  the  profane  many  neTer  know  these  matl 
ami  think  every  thing  ministerial  i>  grand,  and  gi 
noble,  and  elevated.     Por  my  own  part.  I  believe  history  li 

the  basest  of  all  materia 
th<  \  ly  culled  re  the  unthinking  pnbUoi 

who  arc  all  born  slaves.  er  keep  themselves  so  by 

their   Ignon  Hoe,    i'l. 

whose  father  waa  know  which. 

II.  !i  hU  tin  .  and  Is  nursed  with  v\ 

privai  lonbt  if  he  can  steal  my  goose 

hard  to  do  it    but  I  «ili  prevent  hii 

I  out,  ••  <  <hai 
tonld  h.i\  sing 

ng  Iioum 
The  old  wo  .a  to  muse. 

••  U- 

nun  .nj.hasis 

!  into  in \  ear — 

. !  1  a  rhect, 

:'>y  t 

LhiaMv;  >  ■  :  * '  •  •'  H  *  »>  •  «<•  •■'• '  '■  t 

With  aomr  i  what  we  poMMt. 

-i  ycart  again. 

An-!  '.i>  in  Hi'-  i!r.--«  ..;  !  ',    •)    nk  t<>  rtT<  i«« 

iiIdk  conki  not  (It*." 

mpanion,  and 
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taking  her  for  the  Sibyl  she  appeared,  requested  her  to  tell 
their  fortunes.  She  seemed  nothing  loth,  but  first  of  all 
requested  her  hand  to  lie  crossed  with  gold.  There  was  no 
difficulty  in  this.  Among  them  1  recognized  Lord  Henry, 
Pultenev  and  Lady  Mary  herself.  Even  the  Prinre  of 
Wales  approached  and  seemed  half  inclined  to  consult  her. 
But  she  solicited  none.  To  Lord  Ilervey  she  said.  "Ah! 
you  couldn't  sell  your  wife  —  I  pity  you;  but  Walpole 
wants  her,  and  he  will  do  as  much  for  you  as  the  King." 
To  I'ultency,  "  When  you  fence  with  Walpole,  aim  at  his 
liver,  he  has  no  heart.  Pon't  let  liiiu  escape  like  Sporus." 
To  Young,  who  ventured  tO  accost  her,  she  merely  said, 
••I'.  EaphaS."      To  Lady  .Mary.   ••  Woman,    where  is 

thy   soul'"      Moll    Skcrrel    herself  came    laughing   up,   and 

said,  "Gypsy,  you  know  fortunes — what  is  mine?"  The 
old  woman  Bated  a  glance  of  deep  hate  at  her.  "To  rise 
from  cinderwench  to  concubine,  and  from  concubine  to — 

countess  I  suppose." 

A  yell  Of  rage  broke   out    from  the  virtuous  tribe  of  flat- 
terers.   One   rushed   forward,  and  would,   I   think,  hare 

struck  the  Old  woman,  when  I  threw  myself  In  front  of  her, 
but  ere  any  thing  decisive  could  occur,  some  half  dozen 
persons  Hung  themselves  between  (IS,  and  prevented  vio- 
lence. Whether  they  did  so  by  accident,  or  were  stationed 
round  her  by  design,  I  could  not  guess.  The  lion  spirit  of 
the  old  woman  negatives  the  hist  supposition;  but  this 
lucky  Interposition  makes  it  not  unlikely.  There  WS 
noise;  the  great  Heidegger  himself  came  forward  and  in- 
terfered: and  even  then  I  feared  it  would  fan-  but  badly 
with  the  Sibyl,  for  he  beckoned  tO  0  soldier  who  was  on 
duty,  when  a  person  came   close   and  whispered   something 

into  his  ear.  at  which  he  trembled,  turned  pale,  and  with  the 
most  submissive  air  boWed  to  the  old  woman,  saying — 
"My  lords,  ladies  and  gentlemen,   here  has  been  some 
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mistake;  I  can  suffer  no  violence;  let  the  music  piny  up 
and  the  dunces  rccommen- 
Tin-  crowd  separated,  •  gaper  or  two  still,  including 
; dwell,  who  muttered  "damme,  ued,  and  tin 

woman  drew  me  to  1> 

-u  arc  just  beginning  yoi 

hear  the  words  of  one  wfa  >OQ  leave  it.      Xo  persons 

like  you  earth   appe:,  '    of  paradi-e    -tome  it  >h 

If  in  the                f  hell.     When  I  i  our  tim- 

.t  all  men  g I  and  all  women  true;  1  ■ 

.1  with  a  frank  Open  heart  and  hand.     I  would 
ne  a  hundred  miles  ' 
sen.  raid  have  fee 

a  another  for  m  uoe 

in  human  nature.    I  hare  pen  lift  in  all  ranks  and 
I  ha  tagea.    There  is 

DO  phase  in  human  <•  <•  a  aeale 

bildren  and  they  have  -l 
I  have   had  v  have   :i  I 

>,  antl  tie 
hoi!  v   hut  OM  man  n  ho  was  steadfast 

ami  lit-  was— my  bnsband.    I  b 
man  r,  trearai 

with  all  these  it  is  my  fixed  -   we  are 

ie  of  us  in    I 

:    punisln:  thai    it   is   r<  ally  and 

truly  no  other  to  so  hell  itself,  and  we  are  il 

all,  who  find  our  j 

•  \  a.ndam,"'    I    - 

like  i  naj   OWB   brief  e\  goes  a 

>s  an 
arti'  grea|  deal  more  positively  than   ■ 

of  our  thirty-uiue  or  forty  solemn  follies.     For  these  in  a 
27 


418      EDWARD  WORTLEY  MONTAGU. 


great  measure  have  been  in vented  by  wicked  bisho] 
doctors  to  keep  thems<  Ives  aloft,  and  to  bind  down  the 
multitude  in-low,  but  that  which  I  feel  is  the  spontaneous 
growth  of  wisdom  itself  within  the  heart,  and  it' the  whole 
world  of  thinkers  were  canvassed  and  polled,  the  great  ma- 
jority of  them  would  confess  the  truth  of  what  I  have  said- 
13 ut  amid  the  world  of  fools,  the  world  <>t'  thinkers  is  Lost. 
J  remember  I  once  asked   Lord  Shaftesbury  what  in  his 

opinion  was  the  true  religion?     lie  answered.  •  Ma  lam.  men 

ise  are  all  of  one  religion.'     I  then  presse  1  him,  k  Pray, 
my  lord,  what  religion  ma_\  '.Madam,'  he  replied, 

'men  of  >en-e  never  till.'  Thus  he  left  lite  to  infer  that  the 
only  ivli-ion  that  can  be  true  is  thai  which  is  the  offshoot 
of  a  man's  own  wisdom,  and  is  n  -ted  to  him  by 

liturgies,  or  pra \ er  hooks,  where  we  are  I 
things  l>y  rote, as  it'  God  were  a  schoolmaster  who  could 
be  bribed  by  pur  proficiency  in  learning  A  B  C.     This  is 
not  so — there  will  day  when  yon   will   rem 

ind    acknowledge    them   in  your   heart   to   he 
true  1." 

hi't  in-.     I  t  her  at  some  distance,  and  when 

into  a  magnificent  chair,  with  the  Churchill 
arms  and  a  dueal  COTOnet,  I  knew  that  I  had  been  talkiug 
to  Sarah,  Due  Marlborou 

I    wandered    listlessly    about.      The    place    with    all    its 
crowds  now      emed  melancholy  and  miseral  le.     I  fl 
in  vain  for  Fielding,  w!  .:ile  spirits  would.  I  hoped, 

rouse    me    from    deep    despondency.      Thou 
minutely.  I  could    not   discover  him.     Two  figures  in  close 
conversation  now  attracted  m\  on.     They  w< 

deeply  absorbed  that  surroundiug  pbjec  1  to  make 

no  impress  on  them.     In  one    I  Lord  Qervey; 

the  other,  in  his  outlines,  showed  all  the  daring  reckless- 
ness of  Dom  Balthazar.  He  was  attire  I  as  a  bravo — a 
very  appropriate  dress,  if  it  were  the  same.    I  was  impelled 


nd 

ho 
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towards  them,   yot    I   gradually  came   near  so  as   not    to 
attract   noti  I   at   a   sinnll   table   near 

one  of  the  pillars.     I  thoogfal  it  no  branch  of  honor  to 
within  earshot     [fthey  were  plotting  sgainsl  me  or  Fran* 
cesea,  it  became  in  truth  my  dut\  to  be  B  painted 

with  their  devices;  but  t  pra- 

i    from    1' 

ir,  who  was  »■  under  the  inflaei  Ine; 

hie  companion, mora  can'  <•  as 

i  in.-.    Than  an 
'I'll  •  -nt  1  \-  an| 

bis  ■  a  thai  tin-  1st 

mdeff  bif  r« monstrances,  but  be  was  not  a  ma: 
th  he  iai  y — 

•  1  find  von  nowhara  else, 
have  b  •  nantj  times. 

I  will  not  go  to  Spain  without  money.     M<> 
money  I'll  have.     W 

re  all  thl  tatting  t' 

thai  tiu-  tint-  ounrr  of  certain  estates  is  now  a  i 

was  now  wound  up  to  the  extreme 
t.  bul  :<  is  speech  he  lo«' 

ril y  abotll    him.  and    «  I    the   final   word   into 

I  nd  they  left  thi 
iw.     With  an  left  the  Opera  House, 

i  she  is.     Akiba  was 

•  hat    I    M 

land  of 
villi  dure  seek  with  I. 

«  n!y  ebSId,  tiio  bappmeei 

and   wretched  communities.     Why  do   I   Ua| 
longer  here  ?    I  will  seek  her  to  the  world's  end,  and  if  I 
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fail  or  die  in  the  pursuit,  I  shall  have  at  least  failed  nobly, 
and  perish  without  feeling  that  I  have  misused  my  life." 

I  scarcely  know  where  I  passed  that  night.  I  meditated 
on  my  proceedings,  and  arranged  my  future  course.  Fran- 
.  if  carried  to  Spain,  had  without  donU  been  con- 
veyed through  France.  This  was  a  journey  which,  in  my 
present  condition,  I  could  scarcely  make.  A  sea-voyage 
to  the  Peninsula  seemed  to  me.  therefore,  the  only  practical 
mode  of  getting  there;  this  would  cost  me  scarcely  any 

thing:  I  hurried  to  the  city,  and  having  parted  with  my 
fine  elothes  to  one  of  that  kind  and  benevolent  confrater* 
nity  who  had  assisted  my  COWSJn  Fielding.  1  found  myself 
with  a  few  guineas  in  my  poeket.  ami   an  attire  suitable  to 

ondition  which  I  n^trnntii      I  made  inquiries  among 

the  shipping,  ami  soon  found  one  tliat  was  ready  to  ssil. 

She  was  bound  for  IJilboa.  I  entered  myself  on  board  as  a 
common  sailor,  and  before  night  was  ploughing  the  dark 
waters. 


CHAPTER    X  X  XT. 

Oh!  with  what  fierce  delight  I  was  ngaifl  free.  I  turned 
my  back  on  London — that  vast,  metropolis  Of  sjuilt  and 
shame,  infamy  and  falsehood,  and  was  once  more  a  denizen 
of  open  loving  nature;  gazing  on  her  ikies,  borne  over  her 
waters,  floating,  as  it  were,  like  an  eagle  <>u  her  mighty 
winds.  But  for  the  branded  agony  on  my  soul,  I  should 
have  been  happy;  even  as  it  was.  I  felt  a  rapture  such  as  I 

had  not  experienced  iinoe  my  sojourn  among  the  dark 

Calore  of  the  tents.      Home,  friends,  kindred,  all   farewell: 
I  not  if  it  be  forever.     I  am  alone  On  the  dark  oeean — 

alone  with  heaven   and  my  thoughts;   the   intrigues,  con- 
tamination, vain,  insipid  joys,  and  vainer  strifes  and  enmi- 
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of  the  educated  crowd,  vanishing  away  like  fops  or 

frei  en  or  despised  by  MM  who  loflga  to  be  a 

Man.     What  though  I  am  poor, a  vagabond, and  tinknuwii, 

still,  have  I  not  this  divine  celestial  arch  of  l>eauty;  now 

phire  blue,  now  silvered  with  dappled  cloudlets;  now 

boniiabed  with  beaming  stars ;  now  golden  with  the  sph-n- 

doi  IcacendJng  sun;  have  I  not  m 

.  and  ri\.  riona  forest  and  i 

e  the  so:  ul.  and  t<>  companion  it 

with  sublime  associations !      Ami   ban 
ther  merely  human  mi  Lnd   my 

wered  nought,  aougM ;  anal  I  was 
ship  floated  on  before  a  g  breeze:   the  snn 

gleamed  upon  the  ocean  all  around  us,  ami  i  it  with 

f  waves  rose  on  their  white 

Pleats  1  saw  symbolized  that  dashing  liberty  for  which   I 
hail  pined  so  the  ro|H- 

seemed  bounding  over  t  I  with  pi 

weneea,  m- 

mir  i  own  bi; 

glittered  over  tin  lv-fair  unto 

mv  -"ul  than  to  I  --.  wanderer  in  the  dm 

iiewnrd  from  desj 
— Mm  vision  of  ranceaea,  who,  I  waa 

felt  as  if  sympai  .  an  iust 

i in  that  1  was  on  my  way  to  rescue  her.     In  the 
I  tialo — in  the  night  also  it  waa 

there,   and    :' 

••  Yes,  Franceses.  -  I  am  on  m}'  wn\ 

— to   break    tby  chains,  and   clasp  th<e   to  this   heart   that 

beats  only  I  R  up  thy  braycra,  <>  holy  one  of 

my  bonaa,  and  I 

hour  ma  :  shall  witness  once  again 
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On,  on,  and  we  sped  onward,  nor  did  the  Messed  wind 
abate  once  until  we  reached  that  noble  cape,  and  anchored 
in  the  port.  What  incidents  occurred  throughout  the 
voyage — if  indeed  there  were  any — 1  have  long  forgotten. 
I  went  through  the  easy  duties  of  my  place — lor  the  wind 
made  the  voyage  more  like  a  bird's  flight  than  any  thing 
bJm  that  I  can  think  of — I  mingled  I  suppose  with  the 
other  sailors,  and  obeyed  the  captain's  <  nlers  when  they 
were  given.  Bnt  nothing  of  these  do  I  recollect.  The 
whole  voyage  Is  ■  bleak  <>n  my  mind.  1  was  in  the  land 
of  dreams  .-ill  the  while.—- end  thoy  were  dreams  brightened 
with  youthful  hope  and  smiling  expectation.    Whether  1 

slept  on  deck  or  hclow,  01  how  many  days  we  Bailed,  Or 
whether  We  SOW  ether  ships,  or  what  was  done  or  said  by 
any  one,  I  have  wholly  forgotten.  1  remember  only  the 
aspect  of  the  oeeau,  the  brightness  of  the  lie:tveus,  the 
grand  loveliness  <>f  sea  and  sky.  the  arrow-like  motion  of 
our  good   ship,  and  the   hound  of  my   heart    as   I    saw  the 

at  Spanish  mountains.  1  went  on  shore.  Of  the  lan- 
guage l  knew  nothing.  To  obtain  a  knowledge  of  it  was 
Indispensable.    1  lost  do  time,  bo|Vproceeding  to  the  nearest 

convent,  I  knocked  at  the  gate,  and  in  some  way  commu- 
nicated my  wish  to  see  the  superior.  He  came — a  tall  man 
with  a  bald  brow;  austere,  dark,  grave,  cold,  and  hard  as  a 
:  selfishness  and  command  graven  in  every  line  ami 
feature.      I  accosted   him  in    Latin,  and   told    liim  I  was  an 

Englishman,  ignorant  of  the  language)  but  anxious  bo  lean 
it;  a  student    bent  <>n  theological   knowledge,  unable  at. 

;,t  to  pay  tor  it  ;  a  wnmlerer  and  an  exile  with  a  sol- 
emn duty  to  perform,  wliieh  could  hardly  be  achieved,  un- 
were  permitted  to  sojourn  there,  <»r  in  some  similar 
establishment  for  a  short  period.  The  Abbot  listened 
gravely;  and  though  I  could  perceive  that  his  surpri- 
great,  still  only  a  practised  observer  like  myself  could 
penetrate  that  brazen  mask — his  face.     He  did  not  speak 
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for  some  time,  but  he  scanned  me  with  a  Marching  glance 
— a  glance  i  .  though  ha  endeavored  to  bide 

it.     At  length  he  set :  I  that  I  had  no  ill 

He  asked  me  my  name?     I  told  biaa  ik  I — I  | 

him  .freely.     My  religion? — I  an  •  Uat  1  h:ul  I 

at,  bat  that  I  bad  long  had 
mill  be  solved.    This  lasl 
Church  of  Rome  will  run 

;i:ui — ant] 

;it  with  • 

Inly 

r  the  real 

[stayed  iring  >\i 

in  n  : 

iu 

him  full   foj  1  he 

Ilia  IV- 

•    I 
■ 

an  inveterate  fury,  tboei  use 
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do  otherwise  than  hate  those  whom  the  AM  ot  disliked.  The 
whole  atmosphere  that  externally  seemed  peace,  serenity, 
sunshine,  holiness  and  love,  was  charged  with  falsehood, 

treachery,  dark  suspicion,  hase  insinuation,  terror,  anger, 
and   revenge.     The  air  at    times   has   seemed   to   me   as   if 

thronged  with  invisible  serpents  exhaling  venom.     In  one 

chapel,  when  the  organ  pealed  ami  the  hymns  arose,  1  felt 
as  if  I  were  living  in  a  den  of  snakes,  whose  every  hreath 
was  fire  and  poison  and  malignity. 

I  was  put  under  the  tutelage  of  one  Antonio,  a  middle- 
aged  monk,  with  fraud  and  astuteness  deeply  marked  in 
every  lineament.  Oil  was  not  Blbre  smooth,  honey  \\:is 
not  more  sweet  than  were  the  tones  of  his  voice — they 
trickled  softly  into  the  ear  like  nectar  from  the  cup  of 
Ilcle  when  she  served  the  laughing  gods.  But  tbfl  to 
was  Hdi  the  echo  or  the  Image  of  the  Speaker's  son!. 
most  voices  are— it  was  not  a  true  or  natural  voice,  hut  a 
false,  feigned,  and   framlnleiit    one,  assumed   for  a  DUTp 

and  admiral  ly  disguised.    There  were  moments  when  the 

real  tones  penetrated  through  that  deceitful  mouth,  when 
he  was  off  hi:;  guard  as  it  were:  and  he  either  remembered 
not  his  part,  or  was  overmastered  by  some  strong  passion. 
Then,  indeed,  the  horrid  sound  was  heard,  yet  only  faintly 
— hut  it  was  for  the   time  the  yelp  of  BOItte  I Teature 

— eruel,    cowardly,    bloodthirsty,   and    sneaking;    a    v 
that   made   your   nerves   thrill;    that   jarred    against    your 
heart-strings;   that    gare  you    a  ft  n-at  ion  as  of  somet  hing 
harsh,  rough  and  cold,    again*!    which   all   you  had 

an  antipathy.  Kvcn  he  him-elf  -eeined  startled  by  it,  OS  if 
he  had  heard  some  demon's  whisper,  for  he  immediately 
looked  abashed,  and  glided,  though  not  without  effort,  into 
his  usual  mellifluOOS  accent,  seeking  hard  to  hide  his  awk- 
wardness and  confusion.  Hut  on  fcb<  loni  his  eye 
seanhed  you  with  suspicion;  you  could  sec  its  furtive  1; 
beneath  his  downcast  modest  lids,  as  if  he  sought  to  pone- 
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tratc  your  very  being  and  find  out  whether  that  tono 
marked,  yet  so  unusual,  had  awakened  feelings  within  j 
such  as  he  wished  to  sluml>cr.     For  a  whole  hour  I  have 
1  him  watching  DM  a;  nance  ebulli- 

tions of  hi*  natural  essence;   and  I 
u  ■MoepicJ 

in  a  forest  while  I  knew  that  a  hyena 
traek. 

Hi  |  the 

Inng  1   no  lab 

_-ht  tiefore  in  .ml  uh>r 

i  nabrofe 
ces-  uld 

my  leeaOM   under  Akiha  >id; 

mod  I  at  uid 

kIi — an  elective  ; 
tiii<-:it«-  be*  oont  inued  la  tin 

1  years,:  held  unlimited  ipirituaJ 

beted  t<»  <l«n\  t! 
was  not  without  ■  lihrary — ftlthoi  kl   little  reeOJ 

'. 
11  for  htiuuin  souls — 

and  when  I  l  him  thai  I  woi 

argument    that    G  |  to 

<1<»  these  things  fur  t! 

on  this  wa«  n 

hut  with  a  well-masked  *<  .1  I 

'■'■ 
allusion  to  (nir  recant 

■ 

lirmutory  «»f  the  bolineei 

wnioh  had  been  so  «  ,•  ben  a 

lumpier  in  his  eft,  t   again, 
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and  vet  again,  until  I  should  have  grown  hardened  against 
him — but  he  was  a  more  subtle  dialectitian ;  and  I  always 
observed  that  when  he  was  thoroughly  beaten  <>n  any  one 
point  he  never  again  alluded  to  it — not  confessing  indeed 
thai  lie  was  so  beaten,  but  hoping  that  I  myself  might  in 
time  furnish  an  argument  in  his  favor,  which  did  not 
to  him  at  the  instant  of  dispute. 

.Meanwhile  the  Abbot  affected  to  regard  me  as  a  prodigy 
of  good  sense  and  learning.  He  consulted  me  on  cla 
lore;  lie  sought  my  opinion  on  subjects  of  historical  inves- 
tigation; he  even  professed  to  ask  my  advice  on  abstruse 
questions  of  theology,  mid  insinuated  how  great  ami  glori- 
ous would  be  my  position  before  the  world  if  1  would  but 
enter  the  churoh  and  devote  myself  to  her  Interests.  Like 
Horn  Balthazar,  he  straek  that  chord  in  my  nature  which 
he  fancied  beat  to  ambition — but  like  Balthazar,  be  «:is 
wrong,  for  I  had,  ami  have  none.  It  has  often  occurred 
to  me  as  strange,  that  two  men  of  lisoernment  in 

mankind  should   both   have  so  utterly  misjudged   me  Ofl  to 
mistake  for  ambition   my  lordly  feeling  of  independence — 
but  they  certainly  diil   make  this  error:   and   no  two   fe.b 
as  it    seems   to   me   are   more   opposite.      For  after  the 

most  intimate  knowledge  of  courts,  cabinets  and  camps,  I 
am  convinced  that   what  is  usually  called  ambition  is  a 

dirty,   mean,   sneaking    little    passion,   which    lias    no   sclf- 

respecl  at  all.  but  which  perpetually  debases  Itself  in  the 

mire  for  the  pUrpOSS  of  some  wretched  gain;  despicable  in 
the  eye.-,  of  the  truly  great,  who  :uv  scarcely  ever  known  to 
the  world  1  eCSUSS  they  so  utterly  despise  it.  The  renowned 
general    at  whose   name  the  nations   are   filled  with  wonder 

owes  probably  his  advancement  to  some  courtezan1 
price,  at   whose  feet  he  has  grovelled  like  a  lap-dog;  the 
powerful  minister  who  wields  an  empire  and   its  destinies 
tained  his  elevation  by  humoring  the  foibl< 

artful  menial,  male  or  female,  who   has  the  car  of  the  Sov- 
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crcign  ;  and  the  celebrated  statesman  ha-  the  way 

to  the  filthiest  rabble,  and 
their  lei  their 

support.     <  !oul  y  whieh 

■us  name 
ire  should  boi  led 

iudividu  the 

Ititude  who   worshipped    as   a  t> 
Lick  toy   of   - 

ugs  we  :  ,  and  it  is  <  nlj   l-y 

I-    i-*  with    lhi> 
ions 
,  or  a  d i 

is  a  noble  hall  in  the 
hie.  and  waioei  otted  n     ■  i  ^ed 

»uecuw»i 
\l»bot — dark  and   I  ose 

ntti- 

■ 

.  I 

in   turn 

I 

all 
r  this  av. 
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them;  but  nn  exception  was  made  in  my  favor;  for  I  have 
no  doubt  the  Abbot  had  not  tailed  to  ascertain  that  I  was 
a  man  of  rank  and  great  expectations;  and  my  flight  from 
home  was  considered  onl}'  one  of  the  eccentric  alienations 
in  which  the  best  regulated  Englishmen  indulge.  I  Was 
treated  no  longer  like  B  dependent  living  almost  on  alms, 
but  as  a  visitor  who  amused  his  fancy  or  his  leisure  by 
assuming  a  species  of  odd  disguise:  and  every  little  art 
was  brought  into  play  which  could  either  attract  my  will 
or  secure  my  judgment.  Kvery  thing  I  beheld  seemed 
grave,  decorous,  holy  ;  and  the  Al>l>ot  himself  was  repre- 
sented to  me  as  a  sort  of  sainted  being  by  those  who  I  knew 
detested  him  as  a  iiend. 

In  my  controversial  discussions  with  Antonio,  which 
were  sometimes  carried  on  in  the  presence  of  some  of  the 
other  monks,  there  WM  one  brother  Juan,  who  never  ven- 
tured to  take  part  in  any  of  them,  but  who  seemed  to  pay 
the  profoundest  attention  to  all  that  was  said,  and  to  re- 
gard myself  with  great  interest.  He  was  a  young  man, 
not  probably  live  and  twenty,  with  a  mild,  benign  expres- 
sion, a  BOl)le  forehead,  and  a  proud  eye,  but  the  fervor  of 
the  last  he  strove  to  suhdue  with  all  his  strength.  He  was 
silent,  modest,  ami  gentle;  and  I  was  very  much  pleased 
with  him.  In  a  short  time  a  sort  of  acquaintance  sprang 
up;  my  teacher  saw  that  I  yearned  to  the  young  man,  and 
he  gave  him  permission  to  conic  occasionally  to  my  cell 
and  enlighten   me  on   some  points   Of  Catholic   faith.      By 

degrees  our  meetings  became  So  frequent  that  not  a  day 
passed  in  which  we  did  not  spend  some  time  together. 

The  more  I  saw  of  him,  the  more  I  loved  him.  He  ap- 
peared to  possess  all  the  virtues  of  a  man,  and  all  the  sweet. 
softness  of  a  woman.  We  discoursed  on  a  variety  of  sub- 
jects, and  I  was  amazed  to  find  him  sceptical  on  many 
points  which  our  reverend  Abbot  would  have  regarded  as 
among   the   main   essentials    of   salvation.      He    was   the 
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younger  son  of  ft  noble  house.  Bad  had  been  thrust  Into 
this  place  solely  against  his  will,  to  swell  the  wealth  of  an 
r  brother,  and  add  another  to  the  innumerable  victims 
whom  tl  very  year  in  bet  death  enfold- 

maw. 
Although  m\  la  years,  he  seemed  to  cling  to  me, 

as  a  weaker  plant  will  circle  round  one  that  is  stronger  and 
1   not  Ik  admit   him  into  my 

fullest  confidence — 1<>  open  m.  i  him  as  to  a 

for  although  I    scorn   mankind  in  the  mass,  1  un- 

done  SO   in    detail,   but    have  ever   reposed   trust    in   tfa 

whom  I  beliered  worthy  of  it  from  t:  ctly 

M  1  have   narrated  it  1..  i.  •  !i   intense   inter- 

Uofa  he  . 

ste  in  soul  than  us  of  northern 
cliii,  as  alternately  with  anger,  indi 

I 

emotion  as  it  arose  within.    1  ooaaollod  him  about 
the  sea — bat  e  were  I 

wholly   at    a   IOCS.      W§    OQOld    BOt    devise    aii  ■.  ly 

which   in   broad   .""pain,   with   its   inauav 
.  and  abl  could  with  - 

or  that  province  she  was  I  ad.     To  make  a  ptlgriav 

or  as  I  bad  read  that 
the  mil  I  did  win 

kated   oontii 

or  by  w  \ nd 

thu  my  whole  lift  aaaactaally,  and  i 

ided    by  W 'e   eolisiiltnl    ! 

(pn  nily.  but  withoui  ' 

what  a  weak    lcliam  I 

.    m<l   I  Wl  make 

some  declaration  of  my  faith.    The  conduct  of  my  i 


430      EDWARD  WORTLEY  MONTAGU. 

panions  was  nothing;  their  creed  seemed  nohlc  and  sublime. 
A  most  extraordinary  variety  of  subtle  arguments  had 
"been  brought  to  bear  on  my  understanding,  and  being 
young,  and  of  a  romantic  temperament,  Protestantism 
appeared  to  me  in  all  its  chilling  and  prosaic  features^ 
while  the  £lory  of  the  Homan  church,  half  cbivalric,  half 
celestial,  was  i  resented  in  a  glittering  light  that  excited  a 
powerful  interest  on  my  heart.  I  noticed  that  whenever  1 
consulted,  or  even  hinted  to  .Juan  a  thought  of  change,  his 
countenance  always  foil,  and  his  silence  was  like  an  icy 
wind  on  my  budding  hopes.     He  lor  icak,  yet  he 

waa evidently  afraid.     His  looks  were  wary  and  suspicii 

he   seemed   to  act    as    if  the    very   BtOtteS    had   ears.      1  !. 

often  Been  him  beckon  me  to  silence,  and  walk  stealthily 

towards   I    picture   behind    which    he   looked,  as   If  lie    half 

expected  to  discover  someone  hidden  there;  he  has  done 

the  same  in  the  evening  to  a  large  reading-desk,  when  the 
dark  vesper  shadows  hover  over  the  vast  hall,  and  listened 

as  if  he  heard  the  tread  of  some  advancing  footstep,  wl 

owner  longed  to  betray  him  to  de-t  met  ion.  One  of  the 
monks  suddenly  disappeared.      Had   he  escaped?      Was  lie 

sick/     Had  he  gone  on  a  mission?     Had  he  died?     No 

one  knew;  no  one  dared  to  ask.  Even  the  eye  questioned 
not  into  the  mystery.  Every  thing  proceeded  as  usual. 
The  Abbot  looked  the  same;  all  the  brethren  seemed  lig- 
urcs  of  stone  on  whom  no  outward  circumstance  could 
make  the  least  Impression.  1  was  myself  filled  witli  a  sort 
of  vague  awe  at  this  strange  incident  in  our  community, 
the  strangest  thing  of  all  being  that  it  excited  no  more 
observation  than  if  a  fly  had  come  and  gone. 

At  length  he  said — 

"  Wort  ley,  I  can  bear  this  hell  no  longer.  It  is  slowly 
killing  me.  I  had  rather  die  at  once.  I  will  fly  from  this 
place.  I  will  become  a  soldier,  bandit,  beggar — any  thing 
so  long  as  I  can  be  free.     I  am  surrounded  by  spies  and 
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wret  very  moment  is  like  Gehenna.     All  this 

holiness  which  is  pi  is  but  hjp<  the 

vilest  kind.     You  have  voir, 
but  u  you  dive  in t <  • 

i  born  and  bred  in  this  religion.     You  will  say  thi 
true  of  all  r> 

i   to  make  its  own  \  km*,  it  * 

ix>t  be  a  thing  froi  It*  tin-  U  Job  1  hi 

1  be  sound,  the  conn 

of  God   but   111:111. 

••  If  I  am  t<  until   I  And  1 

v.  hi.  ,.1    mil-- 

a  this." 

maintain  ai  <lit\\ 

I  in  that  whose  followers  are  least  • 

that  is  about   tin  human 

nature  can  second.    Goodness  is  > 

I  I  e  good)  he  would  not  lie  man  at  all,  • 

\\<.u!.l    !  1 

his  pro]  be  good.     All  he 

hope  iit  the  utmost  bast  riotous.     1 

\\ith  all 

ms 
•  1  y.  be  false.     Observe.  I 
pun   '  it,  a*  a*;.  It 

.   a  fcurh 
i-  form  <-f  it  ia  probably 

only  Blight,     Let  usdepai 
this  pie 

Urate  to  tin-  Orient,  which  < I 
mads  ti ..  .1  sublime  and  bo^y  things,  and  Jo 

for  ire   linai. 
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uCan  it  be  possible,  my  friend,  that  I  hear  this  from 
you? — from  you  who  are  a  sworn  member  of  this  ehurch 
and  a  soldier  of  this  communit 

"  Why  should  it  not  be  possible?  Why  should  it  be  im- 
i'hink  you  1  have  lived  so  long  and  dared  Dot 
to  reflect?  Think  you  that  my  daily  observation  of  tin- 
men by  whom  I  am  surrounded  1ms  not  produced  seeds  of 
meditation  within  my  mind,  and  that  thei  not 

produced  fruit  ?  Xes,  I  am  resolved  to  fly — if  with  you, 
I  shall  he  happy;    if  without  you,  nevertheless  depturt  I 

shall.      If  I  remain  here  I  have  a  home  for  life;   hut  what  a 

home!    My  nude* the  Abbot, will  protect  me;  will  peon? 
me;  perhaps  even  when  he  departs  I  may  hope  to  govern 
this  community.     But  would  that  make  amends  for  •  Hfe 
misused,  and  for  an  existence  which  is  a  living  lis  before 
my  Maker?    Wortley,  we  must  part.  <>r  go  forth  together." 

••('an  you  thru  abandon  your  uncle  '.'      lie  is  anise  man, 

I  powerful  man;  you  say  he  is  kind   to  yon.      i  .  in- 

your   lather  cast    yon  in    here,  your  uncle   may 

DS  your  only  friend.      I>o   y,.u  know  what    the  world  really 

Save  you  considered  how  precarious  is  the  lift  of  him 
who  wanders  pennilei 

"  My  uncle!      Yes,  hi   is  wise   and   powerful.      But  knOW 

,  why  he  is  Ik  re  1     Of  what  use  is  his  wisdom?     It  is 

the    Cunning    Of  the    world — BO    i >•  ;    and    what     is    that 

before  Qod?    When  I  look  at  him  I  an  Che  more  | 
tively  resolved.     If  the  church  of  Rome  were  true,  my 

uncle  should  haveewung  OU  the  gallows;   as  it  I  one 

of  her  chiefs  and  general 

'•  Has  he  ti  en  oommitte  1  any  ••rime  that  you  so  distrust 
him.  and  pronounce  ir  a 

relation  ? 

u Listen  and  decide.     My  father,  as  you  know,  had  a 

•  estate.     He  married  at  an  early  a  ily  daughter 

of  an  opulent  merchant,  who  traded  to  the   East,  and  re- 
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•<1  with  her  an  immense  dowry.     They  lived  at  Toll 
ndid  i>alaee.     My  uncle  was  in  the  habit  of  spend' 

;i  month  or  two  Madrid.     Our  con. 

s  were  powerful,  and  he  figured  at  court : 

ight  his  young  wife  there,  nor  did  any  of  his  acquaint- 
ances in  the  capital  kuow  that  he  was  married. 

•uses  at  which   b«  fflU  that  of  the  Mai\ 

una.     The  mnniuis  had  a  daughter  as  beaut  if 
:  rose.     Au  intimacy  soon  sprang  up  betw 

tials  were  fixed.     The  young  wife  lo  wrote  fre- 

tlv  to  her  hueb  he  sent  her  a  vs 

cuses.      At  leugtli   her  father  wrote  to  som<  i  at 

rid  to  ascertain  what  business  detained  his  son  in-law 
so  long. 

a]  to  hare  his  movements  and 
easily  discoverable.     The  fatherdndaw  was  inform* 

nuptials;  be  told  his  do  !io  was  half 

8  wrote  a  h ••  dnnpiis  ma, 

tba  least,  but  tini]  of  the  facts. 

in.  le  was,  of  course,  expelled 
home.    His  wife  waa  then  pregnant.     She  t 
wit!.  the  molt   paatdonate  att 

ace  allude  to  what  had  h:  >'tit 

behaved  f  respect  as  if  be  had  been  t 

II-    received  all  her  love 

]W«n  her;  she  thought  all  waa  forgotten.    Her  rela- 
ting him  weler.n 
moat  sumptuous  feasts  and  >  its  were  . 

honor  his  return.     I  to  all.  aj  var- 

ance  waa  happy  and  contented.    When  aha  was 
month    liefore   l.< 

car.  s  to 

. 
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and  offer  up  prayers  to  God  for  a  safe  accomplishment  of 

their  mutual   hopes.      She  did  so.  but   in  a  short    time   her 

husband  entered;    He- bore  with  him  various  articles  such 

M  are  used  l'ur  the  funerals  of  persons  of  rank.  Her  heart 
mitgave  her;  she  tremblingly  asked  him  what  he  designed. 
'To  murder  thee,'  he  said.  'Now  will  I  repay  thee  for  all 
thy  wickedness:;  now  will  I  have  vengeance  for  the  agonies 

thou  hast  made  me  endure.'  In  vain  she  implored  pardon  j 
in  vain  she  entreated  forgiveness  for  an  offence  wliieli  had 
proceeded  only  from  her  low.  lie  was  Inexorable,  and 
hid  her  prepare.  Her  maid,  who  slept  in  an  adjoining 
room,  and  overheard  all  that  passed,  rushed  in  and  sought 
to  save  her.  As  he  Lifted  the  dagger  she  endeavored  to 
arrest  Ins  hand  ;  hut  he  struck  her  down,  and  Stabbed  his 
wife   to  the   heart.      'IHe   hoth,'   he  cried   out.  '  the   jealous 

w ife  and  the  eaves-dropping  maid.'     He  lighted  the  tap* 

he  darkened  tin-  room,  he  laid  his  wife  upon  her  bed,  and 
went  to  her  father  and  mother.  '  ( 'oine,'  said  he.  Mo  a 
little  feast  which   1  have   prepared.'      They  went  witli    him; 

he  led  them  to  the  elo>et  d \  ami,  having  BDOWn  them  in, 

left    them   and    tied.      They   SOppOSed   at    first    it    was   BOme 

pleasant  device (   bat  the  expiring  maid  faintly  informed 

them  of  all.  and  died  ere  she  had  well  concluded  the  dread- 
ful narrative.  My  grand  ancle  is  a  Cardinal,  meat  at  St. 
Peter's;  my  onek  la  hen-.  The  murder  was  never  re- 
dressed. Can  1  he  happy  under  the  roof  and  eye  of  such 
a  man  ?" 

I  was  horror-stricken )  hut  before  I  had  time  to  say  a 
word  the  Ahhot  himself  appeared  in  the  distance;  he 
moved  gravely  towards  us,  and  with  his  usual  philosophic, 
calm.  "Signor  Montagu,"  said  he;  "  1  ha  ve  marked  your 
intimacy  with  my  nephew;  let  me  have  the  pleasure  of  the 
company  of  both  in  my  apartment."  A  cold  thrill  shot 
through  me;  hut  I  knew  not  how  to  act.  I  looked  on  Juan. 
He  wras  as  wdiite  as  marble.     Could  it  he  that  we  were  over- 
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heard9     I*  »    med  impossible.    We  motioned  eaeent,  Hid 
followed  the  Abbot,  who  led  the  way  with  sweepti 
In  ■  lew  momenta  ire  were  m  his  room.     Be  ordi  i 

and   fruit  :   the  I  r  the  la: 

"ii  prod  lint 

■  dark  chain  Kerned  throws  <>\<  r  my  tonga*.  I  eoold 
ild  but  listen.     A  similar  spell  wa*  on  Jm 

hut  the    \  I   S8M  liiii. 

.[  !i  SO  liiu.li 

lie  was  ii<«  ! 

i    "I'    :i    i< 

likin 

lied  myself  SJ 

•  s.      I  WSJ  i 

.    I 

l'Ut  i  grew  i. 

in  t 

II.- 
the  door,  and  softly  bade  dj 

When  we  w<  grasped  •  nvnl- 

terriew  has  been  overhea  la^know- 

\  "ii   have  taken 

will  have  an  ab> 
of  lif«-  and  -i  I 

m  it.     1  have  his  Judas-kiss  I  .  and  I  know 
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thai  there  is  death  in  that  kiss.  Hi'  would  at  this  moment 
have  ordered  me  to  be  immured  for  life,  hut  that  he  dreads 
to  lose  you.  Oh!  Wortley,  what  a  pang  shot  through  me 
this  moment.  Hold  mo,  hold  me.  I  taint.  The  wine  has 
overpowered  me.     I  am  a  poor  reveller." 

Wc  stole  into  the  garden.     By  the  fair  starlight  I  looked 

into  his  lace;    it   was    fixed    and   bloodless.     There   was  a 

strange  wild  expression  about  his  eyes,  such  as  I  had  never 
seen  before.    The  air  revived  him  a  little.     We  were  quite 

alone.      He  Only  of  all   the  monks   had  a  key  to  this   place. 

It  IkhI  been  given  him  as  r  special  favor  by  the  Abbot. 
We  walked  about  and  concerted  our  plans.  We  crept  softly 
to  our  cells,  and  gat  hered  up  out  Bheet  a  ami  t  in-  few  clothes 
we  had;  the  first  we  twisted  and  tied  together  until  they 
formed  a  rope  capable  of  being  thrown  up  the  high  wall 

which    confined    the    monks  within    the    convent    territory. 
arched    in    vain    for  a  hook  to  hold    it  at  the   top,  hut 

none  was  to  be  found.     At  last  we  wrenched  one  of  the 

iron   bars  away  from   the  window,  ami   with   great    trouble 

bent  it  into  a  half  anchor  shape.     Some  hours  were  p 

before  this  was  done.     It   was  now  three  o'clock,  and  at 

four  the   convent    bell    usually    rang   to   call    the    monks  to 

their  devotions.  Juan's  excitement  now  grew  dreadful;  he 
seemed  frightfully  agitated ;  he  trembled  all  over;  his  deadly 

paleness  increased.  At  times  I  could  \\-r\  it  was  with  diffi- 
culty he   repressed  a  scream,  for   he  seemed    intensely  ago- 

nized,  hut   1  supposed   it    was  merely   nervousness.     At 

length  we  got  "lice  more  into  the  garden.  We  tried  to 
throw  up  the  rope  and  hook,  hut  wholly  failed,  although 
we  used   incredible   labor.      At    length  I  got  up  into  a  dee, 

and  with  great  difficulty  flung  the  hook,  It  caught  hold, 
and  the  line  descended  to  the  ground.  .J mm  urged  me  to 
mount  first.  I  refused,  but  he  forced  me.  When  I  got  to 
the  top  he  told  me  to  pull  hard,  and  endeavored  to  ascend; 
but  was  wholly  unable.     In  vain  he  put  forth  his  arms; 
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they  would  not  hold  him ;  they  were  now  too  feeble  to  rap- 
port his  weight.  Securely  fastening  the  hook  to  the  top 
of  the  wall,  I   descended.     I   found   him  on  the  ground, 

rly  fainting;  be  could  scarcely  mo1  Mined  t<»  me 

.  t<>  breathe  with  difficulty;  be  whispered  in  my  ear: 
'•Fly,  fly, — I  am  poisoned.     Oh,  (boll  why  did  I  trust  him? 

ould  have  known  better."     I  tied  the  sh»  rely 

round  him  and  again  as©  then  putting  forth  all  my 

ogth,   I   hauled  him  up  *  j».  bul  I  I  ion 

nearly  killed  me.    When  I  got  him  there  I  placed  him 
bw  minutes  on  tb<  the  starlight  gleai 

with  a  melancholy  on  which 

the  <l«at b-agony  waa  already 

I  H  ill  It  :h; — set 

i\  in  the  1  I  looked :  it  was  to,  but  I 

was  determu  tfm.     I  untied  ti  ■ 

flung   them    on    I 

binding  the  man 

and  de*  Ith  him.    We  got  doi  n 

•  It, 
and  bathed  his  (ace;  the  cold  wat<  im. 

II.  o|  en<  i  light  wai  I 

burst  into  tears.    I  pressed,  1  (bided  bim  t.»  my  beart. 
••  w 

m\    ancle  tod   his  snare-  the  sunt, 

•a  And  bar, 

v  thou   also   for  thin. •   unhap] 

\  M'i  he  fell  bai 

Be  was  dead.     I  laid  hi>  limbs  at  full  length  i 

hoi;.  | 

bis  Lipe 
11.  n 

w  ell,  mine  baa  been  i  it  range  i  i  a  1 

and  looked   upon  Mi 

—those  I 
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enthusiasm.  The  early  sunbeam  bad  already  come  forth 
from  behind  the  mountains :  there  was  a  sacred  beauty  in 
this  sylvan  place ;  the  birds  began  to  wake  and  warble ;  all 
nature  seemed  joyous,  bustling,  active:  but  in  my  heart 
was  death.    My  friend,  alas !  was  no  more.    Withdittui 

re  myself  away.     I  was  tossed  in  a  tempest  of  con! 

thoughts.      Suddenly   the  convent   bell   rang  out 
deathlike  peat,  and  1  fled  into  the  mountains ;  1  found  a 
cavern,  and  rushed  into  its  farthest  depths.     1  flung 
self  on  the  ground  and  slepu 
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nckalxd  myself  the  whole  of  the  day  in  the  cavern, 
ruminated  on  my  condition.     What  was  now  to  be- 
come of  me  ?     I  was  alone  in  a  foreign  land,  at  the  m* 
I  had  almost  said  of  a  ferocious  priest,  who  from  his  ante- 
cedent hi  wary  would  probably  have  no  scruple  in  deatr 
ing  me  if  be  could.    It  behooved  me  to  he  cTcccdii  _ 

the  mi  thud  of  accomplishing  it  did  not  seem  so  « 
Already  1  pictured  to  myself  in  imagination  the  bands  of 

bled  on  n  tree.  I  thought  it  was  a  soldier;  if  a  dog  barked 
I  started  and  nnppooHl  it  heralded  the  approach  of  my 
I  was  conociont  indeed  that  I  had  committed  no 
hat  I  had  now  seen  inough  of  life  to  know  that 

but  a  poor  shield  against  the  malevolence  of 
Thus  the  hang  hoars  passed,  and  I  was  without 
food  in  this  gloomy  hiding  pi  aw,  within  a  short  distance 
of  the  convent,  and  consequently  ei 
At  length  night  deaeended,  and  I  stow  fort h. 
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and  refreshing  seemed  the  mountain-wafted  breeze  of 
nature!  bow  much  of  glorious  happy  liberty  dM  the  open 
landscape  breathe  into  my  soul!  For  a  few  moments  I 
felt  glad,  but  the  recollection  of  my  wretched  condi' 
soon  recurred  to  me,  and  1  determined  to  lose  no  time  in 
entering  on  my  flight.  There  was  a  clear  azure  light  (ail- 
ing from  the  heaven,  and  1  could  see  that  the  moon  would 
soon  rise.  I  resolved  therefore  to  get  forward  on  my  road 
>re  this  occurred.  I  proceeded  hastily,  often  looking 
back,  but  an  it  seemed  without  any  reason.  J  beard  no 
■.   I    perceived  no  signal  of  pur*  ■  wood 

ugh  which  1  took  my  way  was  silent  as  the  grave.  1 
began  to  walk  with  a  stouter  step,  and  a  less  anxious  bent 

I  wandered  Urns  for  a  week,  concealing  myself  during 
the  open  glare  of  day.  and  as  the  evening  hour  appeared 
i  u  iijwnnni  ing  my  Journey.  I  subsisted  on  such  wild  fruits 
as  I  could  And,  and  on  the  rhaara  charity  of  the  muleteer 
or  peasant,  who  poorer  than  an  Irishman  is  as  staff  and 
see.  I  picked  up  a  flute  which  some  trav- 
eller had  lost  or  thrown  away,  and  often  gained  n  supper 
and  a  U  my  musical  skill.     Our  English 

sirs,  of  which  I  knew  a  goad  many,  wen  a  perfect  nasattj 

iese  people,  nor  was  the  flute  lass  so;  for  Spain  is  the 
land  of  guitars  or  castanets.  1  saw  much  to  rsroanils  ma 
to  human  nature ;  boapit: 

fellowship,  even  among  the  saoat  humble:  the  grsndesa, 
however,  scorned  ma,  aad  would  give  ma  nothing.     But 

a  is  a  land  of  denotation.     Every  thing  is  arid,  death- 
.  melanchoh .     The  towns  aad  villay  are  raj 

ng;  they  eeem  to  sink  day  by  day  into  the  dry  and 
greedy  earth.  The  people,  stately,  silent  and  cm  sansnling, 
appear  to  have  resigned  themselves  up  to  a  proud  despsir 
aad  stalk  about  with  a  ghostlike  solemnity,  which  to  an 
Feglishnmi  is  any  thing  baft  sgreeable  to  see. 
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bustling  eye  of  energy  and  toil  this  lounging  laziness  lodks 
criminal;  we  immediately  suspect  an  idle  man  of  being  no 
better  than  he  should  be.  All  Spaniards  are  so  in  seeming 
if  not  in  reality.  Every  thing  is  at  a  stand-still;  yon  enter 
a  town  and  it  is  ■  dwelling,  not  of  the  living,  but  of  the 
dead.  All  tin-  es-, ■net-  of  lifi-  has  gone  out  of  them  ;  their 
motions  arc  mechanical  ;  there  is  no  vitality  in  the  people 
or  in  the  land.  They  aii"  like  their  own  mountains,  silent, 
lonely  and  unproductive;  they  are  like  their  own  vegas, 
dark,  solitary  and  barren.    The  only  living  things  in  Spain 

are  one  or  two  of  their  rivers,  which  are  rapid  enough  ;  and 
all  their  women.  Including  duennas,  who  are  as  capricious 
and  as  bright  as  their  river  waves.  1  had  nearly  forgotten 
their  goat-,  which  are  quite  as  frisky  as  their  women. 

On  the  ninth  day  of  my  flight  1  (bund  myself  in  the 
boundless  forests  of  Almoramia.  Here,  at  all  events,  I 
Vas  Safe  enough.      What  a  place!      North,  south,  east,  west, 

wherever  1  looked  it  was  all  Interminable  woodland.   Cork. 

oak,  ami  ilex  trees  reared  their  lofty  branches;  the  ash  and 

willow  grew  in  thousands  in  the  marshy  parts.  I  began 
to  fear  1  should  lose  my  way  amid  this  world  of  wood. 
The  BUn  could  scarcely  penetrate  its  mighty  depths;  the 
widely  spreading  branches  of  the  cork  trees  and  the  gnarled 

arms  of  the  oak  effectually  excluded  those  scorching  beams 

under  which  I  should  have  perished  during  the  past  week, 
had  I  not  hidden  myself  under  rocks,  and  caws,  and  Wy- 
the deep  and  shadowy  hanks  of  the  rivers.  The  (iuada- 
ranque   tlowcd   through   this   mighty  wilderness,  hut  it   was 

an  unsafe  guide.      Nor  was  it   always  approachable 

wound  under  a  perfect  covering  of  woodhine.  clematis,  and 
other  thickly  ibliaged  creepers,  and  I  have  more  than  once 
almost    tumbled    headlong    into    its    breast    from    the   deep 

banks  that  girdled  it  in.    The  open  glades  that  sometimes 

gleamed  like  bright  islands  of  \  crdure  reminded  nicof  dear 
old    England;   but  1    had   other   business  on    my  hands  at 
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present  than  that  of  sentimental  recollection  or  poetic  fancy, 
and  the  sight  of  a  wihl  boar  has  more  than  once  put  all 

•  romantic  reveries  to  flight.     At  night  the 
howled  horribly;  hut  by  this  tit.  M  etlmb  t  ti 

almost  as  nimbly  as  a  squirrel:  aiul  when  I  waa  thoroughly 
fatL  unlly  selected  the  soft  ghofan 

oak  mypillow;  and  then  .  snrrendi 

only  the  >• 
and   Provid<  ratal)  over  me — m  yon 

will  probably  say. 

night,  jOCt  as  I  had  got  into  my  prreh.  1 

A  peering  a-  !       Hid  into  tlie 

darkness  Areas  rj  ::  .  I  •         jhl  1  cot 

nun  mules  riding  rapidly 

t lie  wry  tie.  h  I  waa  housed.      \  I  thoughts 

of  a  pursuing  ban  i  iers  or  algua  ind, 

mjaalf  op  for  lost,  more  pni  all 

ad  the  tree  where  U: 
nigh   and   talk    with   the   unrest  r:> 
I»  and   guardroom.      In  ■  tow    mot 
again  at  raat     These  gentlemen  were  not  govern un nt  I 
•litti — they  were  only  robberi  r  own  ac< 

had  not  d   liceiiM  !i  is 

;e  merely  ■  nun. 

iioaaroe  purpose, 

without    •  |    manna 

If  they   PtfV    drtrrte 

I 
in  thnn  ■omehow  than  I  should  have  had,  had  t! 
the  same   numl ■<  th  law  00  their   i 

nee    in    their    hamU    to    train| 

Igte  round  ti  • 

;i  kindlrd  a  lire,  unpack*   1    tin 
sundry  joint  wis, 
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and  unending  baskets  oi'  .  bacon,  bread,  and 

garlic,  and  pigskins  filled  with  wine,  prepared  a  samptnona 
repast,  for  which  I  can  assure  you  my  month  watered  and 

nay  Btomaoh  sadly  yearned.    The  fad  is  I  had  lived  upon 

nothing  but  bread   ami  water  ami  a  oigar  for  the  last    four 

day-  of  my  pilgrimage,  ami  1  was  tired  of  such  eremitical, 
though  heavenly  f< 

Now  when  they  had  feasted  like  Homer's  heroes,  and 
were  Hied  with  fond  and  wine,  that  jovial  spirit  which  no 
Spaniard  Can  thoroughly  hide,  and  no  bandit  with  ■  full 
belly   is  ever    without,   broke    forth    unrest  rainedly   anions 

these  glorious  minions  of  the Clearing  away  their 

plates  and    dishes,  they  drew   themselves    closer  around  the 
tire;    and   as   the    night    was   somewhat    chill,  they   largely 

heaped   upon  it  dry  leaves  and   branches,  ami   began  to 

\c  and.   drink  like  men  who  were   resolved  to  he  happy. 

They    stretched    themselves    at    full    length    on    r.,;i!s    mid 

capes.  ;uid  junks  of  cork,  ami    beneath   the  glorious  green 

rmed  a  gVOQp  that  a  paiuter'would   have  loved 

ot  .1  i"'.  t   to  describe.     The  lire  blazed  brightly, 
and  its  glitter-sparks  ascended   almost  to  the  boogh 

Which  I  was  hidden;   through  an  Opening  in  the  leafy  arch 

:  head,  the    living  Shining    in    the    blue 

ether,  and  when  the  voices  of  the  bandits  were  hashed,  the 

distant  music  of  the  rolling  ( iuadarampic  was  softly  heard. 

If  1  could  have  been  quite  certain  that  I  should  remain  tin- 
ned by  prying  eyes,  I  should  have  enjoyed  the  scene 
almost  as  much  as  themselves;  but  my  trepidation  was  not 
a  little  increased  by  m\  hanger,  which  now  indeed  be 

sensibly  to  remind  me,  as  it  did  Alexander  the  Great,  that. 

1  was  a  mere  mortal   after  all.      However,  I  bore  up  as  well 

Id,  and   as    1    well    knew  the   language,  I  was   not   a 

little  amused  by  their  conversation.    There  were  some  wild 
wags  among  them,  and  they  seemed  to  enjoy  some  recent 

adventure  with  more  than  hoyish  glee* 
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"  I?v  tin-  Holy  Virgin  lo,"  ^ai«l  one,  and  ho  i 

ently  raised  his  hat,  ••  m-ver  « I  i  *  I  1  think  BOOfa  splendid  fun 
it  of  :i  rascal  monk  as  we  haw-   had  tliis 

-•  '1  aftern i.     Will  you  hear  it,  my  eaptai: 

The  Captain  ami  the  rest  willingly  as 

••  We  bad  nol  sumcd  the 

lit,uwhi  of  those   Caput  hins    | 

■  ip  all   ti  !*  the  i>o<'  ;M'  them  only  empty 

iru;  hi  I  said  to  my  companion  .Julian  Itoiuea, 

n  with  this  fellow/  ami   faith,  we 

in  doing  to.     >>  seizing  1.  .1  him  stand 

u  a 
. 

name  of  the  kirn;  eouhl  be 
M,      W  •  11,  this  a'  M — 

bo  we  gagged  him  and  1><  lianda  together,  an  1  ! 

bared  his  feet  with  a  short  rope,  so  that 
along — uot  half  so  well  as  the  Di 

in  an  old   tow's  skin  whieh 
happen  id  fastening  the  horns  on  to  his 

head,  and  a  oonpk  of  sharp  balk  to  these,  we  dismissed 
him  with  «»ur  bkesJB  r  just  c* 

:!i  I  thin;.  isly 

'  w hat  a  figure  he  was !    We  watebed  him 
d  village,  ug,  jump 

bells,  and  altogether  ap pearls 
with  a  1  i   behind  him.     All  the  eattn- 

away   wild; 
dogs  barked  and  made  th«-  moel  hie  distu 

had  up  tln-ir  tails  and  Bee  me  nip 

.  the  geese  gabblf  ■  and  hens 

made  a  !  ad  the  d 

wh 

village  i  ike  nothing  of  what  they  saw. 

one  bawled  out  ■  It  is  the  devil,1 
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all  scampered  after  their  caws;  and  -while  the  women 
screamed,  and  the  children  roared,  and  the  asses  capered, 
the  friar  himself  managed  to  make  a  strange  outcry  through 
his  gagged  month,  which  completed  the  scene,  and  still 
more  frightened  the  panic-stricken  crowd.  Komca  Laughed 
so  much  that  he  fell  down  in  the  mud,  and  I  had  some 
difficulty  in  getting  him  up.  At  hist  the  priest  of  the  vil- 
lage came  out  with  a  gun  in  one  hand,  and  a  crucifix  in 
the  other,  and  when  lie  came  near  our  friend,  he  took  aim, 
nnd  would  have  probably  shot — not  him,  but  a  donkey — 
when  the  friar  fell  flat  on  his  face,  and  the  priest  taking 
courage,  came  up,  and  waving  the  crucifix  over  him,  caught 
hold  of  one  of  the  horns,  which  BOOH  revealed  the  mystery, 
and  when  he  had   i  1    his   man  the  whole  story  was 

made  clear.  J>ut  it  was  too  good  an  opport unity  for  the 
priest  to  let  pass,  so  he  called  the  people  forward  and  told 
them  he  had  worked  a  miracle  by  catting  the  devil  out  of 
a  holy  friar,  in  proof  of  which  he  showed  the  cow's  hide 
and  horns,  (ireat  was  the  amazement  Of  the  villagers,  who 
Boon  assembled  in  crowds  Mini  our  priest  cut  up  the  skin 
into  small  shreds,  which  he  sold  to  the  bystander!  ad  i 
charm  against  all  the  imps  of  hell;  but  the  horns  here 
BOVed  into  the  Chapel,  ami  there  suspended  them  over  the 
high  altar,  in  honor  of  t  he  mighty  deed  which  he  had  done, 
and  he  and  the  friar  divided  the  spoil;  and  we  heard  him 
telling  the  people  he  had    been  met  on  the  road    by  several 

.  one  of  whom  had  transformed  him  into  a  monster; 

and  then  he  muttered  blessings  on  the  priest  for  having 
.'iccoinplislied  one  of  the  greatest  miracles  on  record.  But 
1  and  llouiea,  having  enjoyed  the  scene,  immediately  be- 
took ourselves  on  the  journey  which  you,  my  captain, 
ordered  us  to  make,  ami  here  are  the  remit!  thereof.'' 

Whereupon  he  produced  a  massive  silver  goblet,  at  which 
the  eyes  of  all  glistened  with  delight ;  and  the  captain,  with 
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the  air  of  a  connoisseur,  pronounced  it  to  be  a  matchless 
sjx.fi  men. 

Then  our  friend  Romea,  rising,  sang  a  ballad  of  th. 
in  ■  fine,  manly  voice,  which  resoonded  through  the  i 
and  woke  up  the  distao  ;  and  fresh  logs  were  piled 

upon  the  Ore,  and  the  :  re  again  handed  round, 

and  all  WAS  mirth  and  jollity. 

In  the  midst  "l"  I  mdits  was  ob- 

ply. 
••  II. .v.   dow, brother f"  said  ooA»wwh 

cholv  in  I 

was   thin  .  '   an- 

'i  in.  demurely. 
•\  miracl  I    i  booted « third;   "what!  is 

ming  relij 
ith,  that  will  Ik;  a  miracle,  i  fourth, 

i  ing  e  ikt  monk,  or  ritliu^  a 

viee,"  put  in  a  fifth. 
.  pulling  the  ears  <  houaeke< 

ah. 
I  word,  every  one  had  something  to  remark  upon  this 

u. 
1  ni in  ren  [lent  until  all   had  had  their  sa; 

then  -  .ily. 

"  By  my  beard,  my  brol  n  re- 

I  wax  in  the  old  <  'athedral 
saw  t;  n  deojked  ou  last  An 

I  would  willingly  make  the 

do  SO,  and   i  Lord    Ai<h' 

for  tl  I                f  in v  lift  d  wax  «                    ith  a 

golden    en                          tick   with  diamonds, 

. 

hut  th  and  ou   her  neck  she 
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wore  a  necklace  such  as  no  king  or  queen  of  ol<l  Castile 
has  ever  wurn;   luit  her  petticoat — " 

M  Ah!  I  thought  you'd  come  to  that,"  says  a  sly  fellow 
With  a  wink. 

u  Her  petticoat  was  all  adorned,"  pursued  Joaquim,  ••  *  Lth 
Sowers  and  pearls,  among  which  were  some  as  big  as  an 
egg,  and  these  were  mixed  op  with  black  pearls  of  bO  rare 

a  lustre  that  eaeh  was  worth  its  weight  in  gold  a  thousand 
times;  and  stars  and  suns,  and  other  matchless  devices,  all 
WOrked  with  the  finest  jewel-.  e.»\  ,-ivd  over  this  -acred  petti- 

ooat  bo  thickly  that,  if  I  oonld,  I  would  have  sold  m\ 

to  Satan  to  pOBBOSl   this  blessed   virgin  of  my  heart.      And 

now  I  sigh  Iron  the  bottom  of  my  bowels  win-never  I  think 
of  the  matchless  Mother  of  Toledo,  ami   I  pray  to  all  the 
saints  that  she  were  mine." 
"Bravo I   bra/rot"  cried   half  a  dozen;   "so  much  for 

.Joa<|iiinfs  conversion  ;"  and  they  drank  his  health  around, 
lltlemen."  -:i\  -  the  <  'apt  aill,  "  I  have  news  for  VOU 
that  will  stif  your  Mood,  and  bring  forth  every  man's  metal. 
Two  hundred  of  the  king's  soldiers  are  on  OUT  trad 

Then'  was  a  melancholy  pan-  devils 

not  particularly  anxious  t0  Come  to  dose  quarters 
with  well-disciplined  soldiers.  The  Captain  waited,  hnt 
no  man  BDol 

"  HOW  BOW,  gentlemen  ?"  said  he:  "surely  we  are  not 
afraid.      We  have  beaten   them  before,  and  thai!   heat  them 

again  tike  brave  men.  But  let  as  take  courage.  They 
received  their  order-  at  Madrid;  bo  we  have  the  start  of 

them   l.y  several   hundred    miles,  and  if  we  don't    like  dOM 

quarters  we  can  easilj  beat  ■  retreat." 

"TWO  hundred  is  |  large  nninl.er,"  said  one. 
"The  odds  are  disproportionate,"  murmured  another. 
"  I  don't  see  what  we  should  gain  by  lighting,"  remarked 
a  third. 

••  Faith,  I'd  rather  sack  8  convent,"  sighed  forth  Joaquim. 
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This  sully  produced  ■  general  lauirh.     It  Netted  oonoeiled 
ill  that  tin-  better  part  of  valor  was  d  tk,  and  I 

i  bold,  1 
•  How  now,  gentlemen  braves,"  said  the  Captai 

I     : 

*\\i,\  pack  up  all  our  winnings,  and  retreat  int.  • 
mid  .lull;  "there is  1  to  be  ga 

i ml  1  hai  MgbJ   that  it   ||  the   | 

of  b] 

j>osal  met  wil 
him  I as  passed  unanimously. 

_ontlemen ."  mid  be,  "let  ne  <ro  to  sleep,     li. 
.  as  soon  as  the  day  dawns,  we  shall  comm< 
eat.     God  assists  him  who  rises  e  w 

several  days  start  or  I  and  they  must  be  eittntl 

they  can  overtake  us,  with  our  light  bag- 
gag*  iearts." 

repose.     This  was  an 
easy  mat  w-r.     They  ■pieod  their  valises  and  saddles  on 
their  h«ads;  eaeli  man  - 1 retched  hum- 

turned  I  (he  fires,  aft •  ig  well  beted  t.» 

me.l  and  loaded  his  pistol*,  and  seen  I 
b  re:el\  place  1  at  hand,  but  sheltered  nevertheless  fin 
v.     .Inli       i  -(sen  as  sentinel. 

last  asleep  in  five  minutes,   .in 
heaped  a  new  pile  of  log* 
BeJ  in  a  little  time  also  he  began  to  nod.     I  suppose  t 

ll    his   er,| 

lie  utmi  i  all 

the 

:    the   enemy,  :in<l    strove   t«»   drive  off  evei  of 

ami  in  a 
little  wink-  he  was  as  sound  as  his  companions,     i 
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passed  from  a  sitting  to  a  recumbent  posture,  and  save 
audible  tokens  that  he  also  was  in  the  Land  of  Dreams. 

I  now  thought  within  myself  what  I  bad  better  do.  Should 
I   remain  in  my  covert  until  morning,  I   should  probably 

be  seen  and  made  quick  work  of — treated  as  :i  spy,  :ind 
shot,  or  stabbed  without  ceremony;  or  should  I  endeavor 
to  retreat  while  this  lucky  spell  of  sleep  was  over  Julian? 
There  was   immense   hazard  either   way.      I    had   no  doubt 

that   discovery  at   any  time  would  be  death,  and  there 

seemed  hut  f:iint  hope  of  my  being  able  to  steal  away  from 
sixty  men,  any  one  of  whom,  the  dropping  Of  a  leaf  Of 
broken  branch,  the  ery  of  a  wolf,  or  of  an  owl,  might  sud- 
denly wake  up  while  I  was  yet  within  their  grasp.  Bo  \':w\ 
I  blessed  my  Star  thai  I  had  escaped  unnoticed:  but  was 
it  Wise  wholly  to  rely  OH  their  non-observance  of  me?    The 

of  sixty  prying  men.  keenly  suspicious  to  all  appear* 
onoes,  and  made  more  keen  still  in  consequence  Of  the  in- 
formation which  they  had  just  received  from  their  Captain, 
would  be  soon  about  the  place  where  I  was  hiding,  and  it 
-il'le  1  should  escape.  <>n  the  other  hand, 
cool  reason  said,  *Yc»U  have  escaped  so  far — why  tempt 
yOttr  fate  by  a  wild  endeavor  to  sway  from   thi 

cle?      It  is  hopeless   for  you  to  BUppOSS   that  you  can  clinic 

If  you  leave  your  present  hiding-place.  In  the  harry 
and  bustle  of  their  quick  departure,  in  saddling  their  mules 
and  preparing  their  baggage,  they  will  have  quite  enough 

upy  their  minds,  without  peering  up  into  the  skies 
in  search  of  wandering  Englishmen,  who  are  eccentric 
enough  to  make  their  bedchamber  in  the  boughs.  At  all 
events  If  you  arc  to  be  caught,  it  la  better  to  be  caught  in 

the  motnhlg,  when  they  may  probably  only  make  you  their 
prisoner,  and  Carry  you  Off  with  them  into  the  mountains; 
whereas  if  you  are  now  discovered  \  on  will  he  infallibly 
butchered  before  you  can  have  t  imc  to  explain  your  posi- 
tion and  your    motives;    for   sleepy    men,  when   suddenly 
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aroused,  are  about  the  poorest    reasoncrs  you  can  aif 
with.     Lie  -till,  therefore — go  to  sleep — ami  put  your  trust 
iu  Provident 

the  whole  seemed  wisest,  tad  I  prepared  t.»  do 
BO.  Sleep  I  OOOld  not,  though  I  -trow  hard  enough.  An 
hour  thus  passed,  and  tin-  whole  hand  were  l>uried  in  pro- 
found !•  Suddenly  I  heard  asci-itch-owl  ■  me- 
thixig  struck  ar  in  it;  my  lucalion  had 
made  me  trell  acquainted  with  the 
seemed  to  n.                           the  nBnatura]  about  this  suah 

as  I  had    never   i 

I  thought,  and  I  again  «• 
in  i  little  while  I  beard  it  again,  and  tin-  unusual  D 
Jarred  upon 

an  ime 

is  some  aea 

th  to  see  them.      All   was  darkness.      ! 
was  nos  r  a  thii  nd  answered  in 

audits  still  s 
ided  Almost  at  the  ui 

uust  ha\  iiilo 

e  gentlemen  were  amusing  tin  ins 

I  knew 

-ap- 
is, 
iragc.     If  these  men  oan  thus 

I 

ii*    I   did 

whirh  I 
:i    the  earth,  but    lightly. 

all 

■'• 

ad  still, 
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I  should  probably  have  escaped  unobserved,  and  the  bandit 
would  have  snpposed  he  was  dreaming.     But  seeing:  him 

intently  looking  at  the  place  on  which  I  stood,  and  sur- 
mising that  I  was  seen,  I  put  my  hand  to  my  lips  to  indi- 
cate silence,  ami  said,  "Hold,"  in  tones  Bufliciently  loud 
for  him  t<>  hear,  1  nit  not  audible  enough  to  wake  the  others. 
The  captain  was  a  brave   man;    he  sprang  up,  but    made  no 

Bignal.     Ilf  cam*  towards  me  with  his  carbine.     Be 

that  I  was  unarmed  and  did  not  attempt  to  fly,  lie  laid 
his  hand  upon  me,  and  led  me  away  from  the  group.    When 

we  had  g<>t  to  some  distance  lie  looked  at  me  sternly.    Even 

in  that  midnight  honi  I  COUld  see  tin-  fixed  tire  in  his  eye, 
and  I  could  feel  the  full  detcrmiiiat  ion  thai  v.  as  in  his  voice. 
His  grasp  was  like  a  vice;  hut  I  trembled  not  iu  the  least; 
ami  this  cool  ed  me. 

"What  mean  you?"  he  said.    MVhat  brings  you  here?" 
"Release  me,"  I  answered,  "1  am  an  Englishman.    Volu- 
ble is  in  my  hands." 

"My  life."  he  replied,  scornfully.  "Fool,  it  is  your  life 
that  is  in  mine.  With  one  word  from  me  your  moments 
are    numhcivd.      Speak    instantly.      Tell    me    who   you    are. 

aad  what  brings  you  to  this  place."' 

1  recounted  briefly  as  much  of  my  Btory  as  was  requisite 

for   him  to  know.      1  then   came  to  that    part  which    related 

to  himself  and  the  welfare  of  his  companions. 

"Yo«  wen'  misled  when  you  supposed  that  the  soldiers 
were  far  oil".  They  are  at  this  moment  in  the  neighborhood. 
I  have  seen  two  of  their  spies;  they  are  probably  now  sur- 
rounding you   in   their  toils.      You   must    fly   instantly,  or 

you  are  undone." 

'•Is  this  true?"  he  said,  slowly,  and  he  was  lost  in  medi- 
tation. He  roused  himself.  "  Aye!  why  should  it  no1  t1 
tallies  with  my  dream;  meanwhile  stay  here  until  I  return, 
nor  attempt  to  escape;  if  you  do,  a  bullet   shall  .slop  you." 

I   pledged   my  word  that  1  would   remain.      The  captain 
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went  and  roused  his  companions.     A  hurried  tion 

took  place.  In  five  minutes  they  were  preparing  for  Sight; 
their  mi  Idled,  and  themeelrea  ready.    .Julian 

already  a  pr  for  sleeping- on  ail  ;<l  1  mi- 

deratood  he  would  '  ml  probably  allot,  ai 

tenanting  cirenraatanoea  appeared.  The  men  formed  into 
rank,  and  rode  rapidly  away  in  a  direction  Indicated  by 
the  captain.     Ti.  lined  with  me;    He  was  an 

to  tlu-  teeth. 

lishman,"  he  said,  "  I  am  aba 
limb  int'  .  and 

If  they  appear  JTOU    have   MVtd  "iv 

iraj  if  m>f — and  be  atop] 

"What 

WY<  11         lie  l.\  m\  hand,"  he  answ< 

He  laid  this  with  need  me  he  meant 

offer  no  •  ^o  would 

ha\. 

the  nation  which   he  threaten)  I.     I   point*  l 

the  tree  in  he  inotii  ,  and  J  did 

Be  followed 

all  waa  still.     Anol 

nal 

• 

tramp,  tramp,  tramp—  tramp  t !  It   wa- 
in the  fl 
of  tin-  ?                                                      All  r.. merged 
irdfl  the  point  in  whh 

indred  aoldlera  we  counted.     1 
l"  artillery  with  ?!.  They  had  • 
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dcntly  calculated  on  hemming  in  the  foo  while  he  Wll 
asleep,  ami  destroying  him  at  their  leisure,  if  resistance 
were  offered.  They  encircled  the  place  which  had  bees 
recently  the  robbers'  bivouac;  but  the  foe  was  gone.  Their 
rage  bo  language  can  describe.  The  robber  langhed  within 
himself.  They  reconnoitered  in  all  directions,  and  seemed 
utterly  confused.  Aiter  an  hour  they  followed  in  the  track 
of  the  bandits,  but  with  a  tardy  motion  that  offered  no 
likelihood  of  a  successful  pursuit. 

"Senor  Englishman,"  sai«l  the  captain,  "you  have  saved 

oi  all.     Come  with  me."     I  obeyed  mechanically,  and  we 

cended  from  the  tree.     In  a  hidden  coiner,  admirably 

concealed,  we  found  two  swift  Andalusian  horses,  of  true 

Arab  blood  ;    mounting  one,  he  motioned   me  to  ascend  the 
other.      I  did  SO. 

"  N  1  he,  "  ride  as  if  for  life." 

Wo  did  so,  and  in  about  two  hours  came  up  with  the 
of  the  bandits.     I'-y  o  route  only  known  to  themsel 
they  had  effectually  baffled   the  soldiers,  and  were  now 
pleasantly  encamped   on   the  mountains  that    look   over 

da.      We    ha<l    ridden    nearly    six-and-t  wenty   miles    in 

that  short  space,  ami  our  horses  required  respite,  though 

they  could    have   carried  US  much    farther.      The  nudes  h:id 

accomplished  their  work  leisurely  enough,  and  were  now 
browsing  upon  whai  herbage  they  could  find. 

A  meeting  was  rapidly  summoned.  The  captain  ex- 
plained to  the  rest  under  what  circumstances  I  had  he- 
come   his  companion,  and    numerous  and   warm    were  the 

etings  which  1  received.     Every  one  pledged  himself 

to  expose  his  life  in  my  defence :  the  Southern  vivacity 

broke   forth  in  every  word   and   gesture,  and  I   was  amazed 
to  find   so  many  stately  Spaniards   full  of  life  and   motion. 
One  brow  only  was  overcast.     This  was  Julian    Ron 
who   was   still    in   custody,  and  with    his   hands    bound.     1 
took  courage  to  intercede  for  him. 
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ntlemen,"  I  in  here  who  is  un- 

happy.    I  can  myself  I  his  care  and  vl 

but  in  truth  he  by  fatigue,  and  whfl< 

itch  in  hii  You  hi 

that  I  «:  is  no  idle  sui  lake  let 

hill;  I." 

could  not  well  be  refused.    It  wa^ 
with  unanimous  approval,  and  thi 

and  thanked  me  with 
and  though  he  d  lemany  words,  I 

behalf. 
WTe  t   passed   tin 

untry  thi  wasgrandlv 

f  land  indeed  ts.   Vast  iimun- 

r  awful   shadows  over  our  path;   terrific 

around 

rk  trees  now  en  us  in  sun 

. 

as  it  pie  down  on  our  d 

ii  some  d< 

limbing  |  ide  our 

Join  ing  onwards  at 

ires 

.  we  at  length  a|  re- 

rada,  in  whose  safe 

1         I  blend  tla-ir  wat< 

ult 
r  lives,  i 
bed<  uhl 

Bture  within  the  '■ 
famous  mountains.     We  ri  •••  about  our  host. 
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CHAPTER    XXX  III 


I  was  soon  flung  into  a  new  order  of  existence.  A  fart- 
night  ago  I  wai  :i  lone  rectase  in  a  convent,  immersed  in 
studies  theological  o?  philosophical ;  now  soaring  aloft  into 
the  golden  empyrean  with  the  dreaming  Plato,  or  bathing 
ray  soul  in  those  t'oimtains  of  light  and  beauty,  the  magic 
dramas  of  Calderon;  Dow  penetrating  the  deep  ocean  of 
metaphysics  with  Aristotle  and  Spinosa,  or  poring  into  the 
mysti  with  which  haute  has  impregnated  his  grand 

poetic  trilogy  of  Hell,  purgatory,  and   Paradise;  bow  dis- 
porting like  a  summer  liird  amid   the  perfumed  gard< 
Theocritus   and    Mo^chus.  or   the    flower-bright    liaunts   of 
!  and  AliOfltOj    now  Clothing  my  soul  with   the  spirit- 

ual mail  Off  Origen — thai  tine  philosophic  speculatist  of  the 
early  IgOBj  M  little   known,  so   splendidly  worthy  "I'  being 
known;    and   now   walking   in    Paradise   with  the  majestic 
thinkers  of  our  own  land  —  Paeon  and  Raleigh,  and  Ik 
and  BanbW,  who  seem,  like  the  son  of  Peleiis,  to  have  keen 

fed  from  their  youth  upwards  upon  the  marrow  of  lions. 

Prom  this  glorious  conver-e  I  was  suddenly  snatelieil — like 

Orpheus   from   the   pi.  >f  his  bright    Eurydioe — to 

what'.'' — to  be  the  associate,  the  friend,  the  saviour  of  a 

gang  <>f  thieves,  every  one   Of  whom  was   stained  with   un- 

mentionable  crime,  ami  whose  career  would  probably  close 
with  the  bullet  or  the  garotte*  I  oould  scarcely  follow  the 
sequence  of  events  by  which  I,  the  only  son  of  one  of  the 

most    powerful    families   in    England,   was   thus    made   the 
sport    of   chance;    hut    1    had    a    happy    indill'erence    to   nil 
things  from  the  beginning,  and  I  could   make  myself  com- 
Me  with  a  cru>t   when  .all  other  dainties  failed. 

I  took  an  early  opportunity  of  informing  our  captain, 
whose  name  I  found  was  Bermudez,  that  however  uatl 

1  might  In-  by  his  evident  desire  that  I  should  link  my  for- 
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tunes  with  his  band,  and  .  I  had  neverthe- 

j  no  inclination  whatever  for  the  pursuit,  an  1 
permission  to  depart.     Berm  I  tu  me  with  evi- 

•  reiuctai 

ThoM  has!  ivu- 

w  tiat  thou  m  i  ind 

:iin  Ify  lite — it   is  thin  lives  of  all   our 

baud — they  are  thine  also.     Tarry  th. 

lieli  we  shall  certainly 

Mil." 

I  Ik.  a  th.'  mo-it  pliable  of  mankind  iu 

that  are  of  no 

to  tell  all  In  was  a  w» 

•  liiwlli,. 

l  much  t«»  bottle  about  triti 

.  I   <li-l   Hot    I 

or  how  I  .lace 

MIV 

.•  doubted,  and  sa 
com  Hill    not    intim  tl 

Palace  I  Hal  I  i 
with  my  own  knaves, 

and  all  the  line  Ladles  wei 

a  a 
•i  I  that 
man 
the 

thieve-  and  ' 

It  would  Itmihutf 

kin 

tnudez,  in  thi  I    iptain  G  t  a 

wondrotu  -  lift  and  pursuits  which 
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r  own  T  did  not  feel.  I  had  seen  the  Beggar's  Opera,  and 
known  and  felt  its  wisdom.  I  had  fully  appreciated  the 
characters  of  Captain  Macheath  and  Lockitt ;  and  recog- 
nized their  likeness  to  actual  living  men  whom  they  typtfted. 
That  work  has  been  called  a  burlesque — but  it  is  the  most 
actual  truth  ever  written;  except,  of  course,  the  gospel  his- 
of  Matthew,  Mark,  Luke,  and  John.  Oh!  how  I 
laugh  when  I  hear  Ignorant  fools  call  it  a  Mbel,  ami  Inter- 
ested writers  designate  it  a  caricature.  Ah!  Messieurs 
Fools,  ye  do  hut  pltfy  the  game  of  your  masters  when  ye 
so  prate;  ah!  Messieurs  Writers,  ye  do  but  serve  your  own 
well-beloved  Interests  when  ye  persuade  the  fools — your 
dupes  and  drudges— that  Johnny  Gay  was  an  impudent 
satirist,  who  bright  to  h:ive  had  bis  cars  cropped,  like  poor 
Defoe.  Ah!  this  is  right  and  proper  as  the  world  wags. 
I  have  no  doubt  that  this  veritable  history  will  meet  the 
Same  fate,  and  that  when  all  the  fools  cry  out  against  its 
bitten  -   false,   shallow,   and    productive   of 

evil,  &C,  tlu-  glorious  company  of  knaves — who  belong  to 
nild  of  clitics — will  cry  Amen!  and  lifting  up  their 
handS  Bird  eyes  to  Heaven,  will  cry  OUt,  "Oh,  what  wise 
men  these  fools  are!"  So  he  it;  I  shall  then  Ik-  a  skeleton 
in  my  grave,  and  shall  not  much  Care  tor  censure  and  ap- 
plause; and  whether  my  book  lives  or  dies,  will  he  equally 
a  matter  of  indifference  to  me.  As  some  man  in  former 
days  said.  ZAbercmi  animam  meam  ; — 1  have  given  outlet 
to  the  feelings  of  my  soul,  and  having  done  this  1  am  con- 
tent to  die  and  lie  forgotten. 

Nevertheless,  I  was  determined  not  to  be  a  robber,  and 
><■  I  plainly  informed  Bermudez. 

"Captain  Bermudezf"  I  said,  "let  there  be  no  mistake  as 
to  our  footing — let  us  perfectly  understand  each  other.  I 
am  now  willing  to  depart.  I  have  business  in  Spain  which 
occupies  the  dearest  thoughts  of  my  soul.  I  have  acciden- 
tally fallen  in  with  your  gentlemen,  and  I  have  accidentally 
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rendered  them  a  slight  service.  You  are  good  enough  to 
overrate  tha"  .  but  I  assure  you  I   regard  it  only  as 

a  trifle."  Here  Captain  Bermudea  took  oft*  his  sombrero 
and  made  me  a  low  bow,  which  I  returned  as  in  duty 
bound — for  form  and  ceremony  are  every  tiling  in  Spain. 
"  I  :■  .ptain.it  was  a  trifle,  and  it  is  m»t  worth  think- 

ing of.     Of  yourself  and  your  companions  I   Bay  nothj 
1  I  elieve  you  are  all  brave  men.*'      Here  the  Captain  again 
bowed  with  great  solemnity,  and  1  was  obliged  to  ov>  through 

the  humbug  of  returning  it,  which  greatly  d  my 

John  Bull-ism.    "But  I  am  an  English  gentleman* and  1 
not  become  :i  Spanish  Caballero*'1     (I  used  this  phrase 
-cutthroat  would  have  bean  the  true 
word;  but  expediency  '  how  necessary  thou 

art  in  t!  ly  world!)    "If  yon  an  willing  to  law 

!       ill  be  glad;  If  not  I  >hall  remain  with  you,  but  only 
as  a  \i>it<>r.    i  will  bare  nothing  to  d<>  with  « i 
or  merchants  of  their  superfluities,     is  thl 
nndi-z  s.  tad. 

l  ha,  "nothing  was  •  that  from  my 

thoughts   than    that  ;.  ,1«1  be  involved  with  ns.      1  do 

it.      1    never   BU|  I    have   solicited   your 

with  us  only  as  our  houored  gue-  u  will  al 

with  us  in  that  capacity,  d«>  so,  so  long  as  you  like.     If 
are  free.     1  D  1  shall  be  disappoi: 

ler!   do  not  condemn  me.      I  felt  the  sympathy  of  a 
brother  vagabond,  with  this  vagabond,  and  to  I  1 

thank  Heaven  that  I  did  so. 

nada,   the   Moorish  city;    the  enchanted    Alhambra! 

wh«»  trd  "!'  them!  who  has  not  seen!'  who  baa 

It  will  not  ae  to  enter  <>n  this  beaten 

will  I  brieflj  iir principal  features;  for 

here  occurred  the  crowning  incident  of  my  life.     Nevi  . 
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I  think  of  thee,  0  splendid  jewel  of  the  Snowy  Mountains, 
that  I  weep  not  from  a  full  heart. 

Granada  is  built  upon  three  hills;  the  first  contains  the 
Vermillion  Towers ;  the  second,  the  sacred  Alhambra;  the 
third,  the  Albaycin,  which  is  separated  from  the  rest  by  a 
pass  blooming  with  flowers  and  shrubs  of  rarest  beauty; 
the  pomegranate,  the  rose-bay,  the  cactus,  the  coloquintida, 
the  pistachio.  The  silver  Darro  flows  beneath,  rapid  as 
lightning,  and  many  a  lovely  garden  blooms  upon  its  banks. 
It  is  a  scene  of  magic.  Spain  has  nothing  like  it,  perhaps 
the  world — if  we  except  Damascus.  There  is  one  view  of 
the  last  named  Paradise,  where  I  have  often  sat  for  hours. 
It  is  called,  1  think,  the  Sent  of  Mohammed.  That  mighty 
Conqueror  and  true  Apostle  of  God  rested  there  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  exclaimed,  "This  is  (he  Paradise  of  earth/" 
Anil  truly  said  he  so.  Yet  in  our  own  glorious  [and  1 
have  seen  a  scene  almost  as  lovely  and  Bublime.  1  mean 
the  Wyndcllfib.  The  distant  Eden  of  Damascus  surprised 
me  not,  but  made  me  drunken  with  a  sense  of  lovelim 
The  Wyndclitl'e  gave  me  an  idea  of  the  BUbUmc  and  won- 
derful such  as  I  never  felt  before.  <Jo  and  see  it,  and  then 
seek  Damascus  if  yon  will.  I'.ut  condemn  me  not  if  thou 
diaagreesl  with  me;  for  i  also  have  seen  many  things,  and 
God  knows  I  have  no  reason  to  be  prejudiced. 

0!  Granada,  Granada!  never  shall  I  forget  thee.    When 

my  last  hour  comes,  and  my  spirit  is  preparing  for  that 
awful  and  mysterious  llight  into  the  Dark  or  Bright  On- 
known,  still  shalt  thou  be  in  my  thoughts,  the  next  after 
God,  Eternity  and  Judgment.  For  thou  hast  become  a 
portion  of  my  soul;  and  if  an  earthquake  were  to  swallow 
thee  up  to-morrow,  then  should  I  know  that  my  hour  was 
come,  and  I  should  resign  myself  to  death  and  oblivion. 
Thou  art  a  part  of  my  inmost  being.  There  is  no  Moorish 
arch  within  thy  walls,  there  is  no  flowing  fountain,  there  is 
no  weeping  cypress,  there  is  no  fallen  Mosque  that  reminds 
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me  not  of  her  who  is  my  spirit's  twin,  ami   who  now  lie* 
sepulchred  within  thy  hallowed  bounds.     I  think  of  thy 
mighty  mountain,  peopled  with  a  million  fair  tradil 
ami  Bee  even  now  the  setting  sun  upon  its  silver  summits. 
The  rose-light  glitters  on  nay  a_  ;  the  opal-like  irra- 

>ns  gleam  from  many  :i  elefl  ami  shiniu  there 

is  the  ire  of  the  blue  sea  and  the  beaming  bright- 

1  into  one  divine  picture, 

and  on  the  highest   point  appears,  like  a  diadem  of  light, 

the  blessed  spirit  of  u. .  irious  in  para- 

tre,   and    opening   wide    her   ai  ufold    her 

-M  \    interview  with  Captain   Bermudez  took  place  when 

I  in  tin  1   had  lost   no  time  in 

ng  my  mind  to  him.     I  had  assented  to  Ins  terms, 

and  \  1.      I'ntil  this 

lit    I   had  to  some  extent  I;   but  now  all 

.  and  tr.  the  following  mon  trolled 

Into  the  Albaycin.     You  may  ii  irprise  when  I 

found  m\  Bi  my  old 

full  of  1  was  ntterly  a 

muni:  I  .     I  ■ 

•,  hut  in  .-i  t'ew  minutes  I 
it  wa-  rprise,  t!  • 

i  d  them  in  the 

.' 
claimed  kindred.     1  was  unnv  were, 

.mphal    |  lie 

SO  old   man  with  a  long  and   :'  i;    hut   his 

unruffled.     I 
to  him  in  the  secret  dialect  which  m  for  the 

• 
i  hut  an   Knglishman  and  a 

CalOIt  had    sea; 

expected   to  behold.      Could   they  hi  OM    UpOD   gold 


4G0     EDWARD  WORTLEY  MONTAGU. 

and  pearls,  they  would  have  done  so.  Young  and  old 
crowded  around  me  with  an  enthusiastic  wildness;  the 
men  looked  at  me  with  admiration;  the  women,  old  and 
young,  kissed  my  hands  with  a  kind  of  fanaticism. 

I  passed  the  night  in  their  caves,  and  mingled  in  their 
wild  gambols.  I  was  happy,  for  I  was  surrounded  by 
happy  hearts  and  smiling  faces.  The  Duke  treated  me 
with  distinguished  politeness.  A  courtier  of  Louis  the 
Fourteenth  could  not  have  been  more  refined  or  fastidious 
in  true  courtesy.  Goblets  of  gold  and  silver  which  had 
been  buried  in  the  earth  for  years;  rare  porcelain,  which 
ha<l  been  hidden  in  basket?  almost  for  gem-rat  ions,  were 
produced  to  grace  their  festal  banquet  ;  jewels  that  were 
as  old  as  Cleopatra  were  worn,  and  rings  of  massive  gold 
that  were  coeval  with  the  past  Pharaohs.  Flasks  of  Wine 
also  were  opened  that  had  been  buried  in  the  days  of 
Columbus, and  amulets  of  rare  value,  on  which  were  graven 
words  that  could  make  the  Moon  diverge  from  her  heavenly 
course,  wen-  worn  round  the  necks  of  the  aged  gypsies.  In 
a  word,  it  was  a  seem-  never  to  he  forgotten,  nor  have  I 
forgotten  it.  Thus  it  was  till  daylight.  Even  then  they 
could  not   part  with   me;   and  1  passed   t  he  rest  of  the  day 

in  the  Duke's  cavern.  In  the  evening  the  same  scene  was 
renewed.  The  vesper  star  arose  and  shed  her  seraph  light 
upon  tin-  scene.  The  younger  gypsies,  crowned  with 
dowers,  danced  and  sang:  the  older  ones  recounted  legends, 
and  the  young  men  chaunted  the  glorious  soul-inspiring 
ballads  of  the  land.  All  was  beautiful,  wild,  and  full  of 
the  spirit  of  romance.  Many  a  sweet  smile  was  cast  upon 
me  lV"in  dark  eyes,  that  Hashed  the  soul  in  light;  many  an 
encouraging  look  was  shed  like  sunbeams  over  me;  the 
blooming  virgins  came  as  near  me  as  they  well  could,  and 
touched  me  with  robe  and  foot,  and  wondered  why  I  did 
not  reciprocate  their  professed  love. 
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"  Ours  is  a  happy  life,  Senor,"  said  the  Duke ;  "  do  you 
pass  it  equally  well  in  England:'" 

I  informed  him  of  our  employments  and  our  B] 
had  had  experience  of  both.     He  was  anxious  to  know  all 
that   I   could  tell  him  of  our  island  customs.     He  had  a 
vague  notion  of  them,  but  many  of  bis  ideas  were  wild  in 
extreme. 

.1  have  you  not  a  Gypsy  Queen  ?"  he  asked.     M  Tin! 
Fin."     And  be  seemed  trying  to  say  the  word. 

uMa  Pinch,"  I  answered,  and  I  described  th. 

czarina  of  Norwood.    Then  I  told  him  of  Akiba,  and  his 
chequered  life,  and  of  the  magi  of  King  Zandahlo. 

They  listened  and  dapped  their  hands  with  wonder  and 
delight     I  re  the  same  wild  impressible  ran-  I  had 

known  in  my  own  country.      Indians  in  all  their  traits  and 

habits  —  Indians  to  the  back-_bone— the     !        gines  who 
found  •  and  rai  mnon, 

children  of  the  mighty,  when  we  DOOf  Saxon-  were  painted 
.    tnd  when  at  tin*  biddi:.  hii-rarehs 

odb  and  Brahm  (when  tl, 

i  piled  on  high 

Mounding  tolmen  that  even  Pjon  strike  wonder  into 
■ 

i  an  old  banted  i 

and  tin 
and  find  memorials  of  our  own  people.    It  was  they — not 
the  Moor — who  built  the  Alhambra;  but  the  Spai 
I  •  much  l" 

but  when-  i>  the  good  of  dispelling  a 

grand    dream '!      1    ha\<  old    man    and    his 

people  believed  it,  and  I  left  them  in  their  faith.     It  is 

commonly  said   that   the   GitanOS   have  no  tradition 
this    ;  o   tribe   without   tradi: 

and  these  wild  wanderers   have  thousands  of  them.     They 
are  all,  it  is  tr     .  rdant  with  each  other,  but  what  of 
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that?  Consult  the  historians  of  all  people,  and  see  what  a 
sad  chaos  they  fall  into  when  they  treat  of  the  origin  of 
nations  and  peoples.  "Why  should  our  people  be  wiser 
than  Livy  or  Geoffrey  of  Monmouth?  Why  expect  more 
from  them  than  from  William  of  Malmesbury  or  the  Edda 
of  Soemund  ?  Nay,  is  not  Hume  himself  a  farago  of  non- 
sense and  lies  ? 

They  led  me  into  the  Alhamhra,  the  palace  of  their 
The  moon  now  shone  in  all  her  glory  over  the  scene,  tint- 
ing every  line  with  silver;  burnishing  every  leafy  tree  and 
mouldering  battlement  with  her  Bofl  radiant  colors.  We4 
went  into  the  palace  of  Charles  the  Fifth,  which  thai  gloomy 
conqueror  hoped  would  survive  the  splendor  of  the  Moor- 
ish princes,  hut  vainly;  for  the  modem  building  is  little 
better  than  a  rum  already,  while  the  fairy-like  arches  of  the 
Moor  seem  destined  to  defy  time  itself.  I  was  disap- 
pointed in  the  size  of  the  place.  Like  most  persons  who 
have  read  or  heard  of  it,  my  imagination  had  run  loose, 
and  1  pictured  to  myself  something  grand,  extended  and 
Titanexpie.     But  it  is  not  so.     Every  thing  may  be  said 

to  be  on  a  small  scah.-;  hut  t  hen,  how  hcaut  i ful  are  the  pro- 
portions] Probably  this  very  symmetry  makes  things 
look  smaller  than  they  are;  as  in  St.  Peter's,  a  saint,  six 
feet  high,  appears  no  bigger  than  a  little  h<>y.  We  lingered 
ill  the  Court  of  Linns;  we  lounged  through  the  long 
arcades,  and  marked  the  light  and  shadow  in  this  holy 
silent  hour,  and  listened  to  the  plaintive  music  of  the  foun- 
tains that  sparkle  with  a  kind  of  spiritual  airy  brilliancy 
in  the  descending  moonbeams,  we  lingered  in  the  Hall 
of  the  Two  Sisters,  and  from  the  Golden  Saloon  looked  on 
the  dimly  lighted  city  at  our  feet,  and  the  dark  valley  of 
the  winding  Darro. 

All  who  are  acquainted  with  the  Spanish  annals  know 
of  the  terrible  decree  which  was  issued  at  this  period  by 
the  Holy  Otilcc  of  the  Inquisition.     The  gitanos  had  now 
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grown  into  so  vast  a  population,  that  the  attention  of  the 
ruliuir  powers  of  Satanaa  bad  been  particularly  called 
to  them.  They  were  to  be  counted  by  thousands  all 
thronghont  Spain,  and  Granada  iras  their  head-quarto 

Here  they  were   in   immense  numbers.      All   the  efl 

the  Priests  to  convert  them  t«»  the  Church  <>f  Rome  had 

failed:  all  tin-  legislative  measures  of  the  Cortes  had  lurn 
unaMe  to  extirpate  them  from  the  land.  True  to  the  tra- 
ditions of  their  eastern  bl I,  it  was  found  unpossibli 

work  any  change  upon  them.     Neither  time,  nor  elin. 

n«»r  i-xamph  1  in  the  least.    Aa  the  sun  of  Africa 

made  them  do  bl  i  the  temperature  of  Europe  made 

them  no  whil  it  with  their  minds  and  C08- 

toma.     All  the  other  nquering  nations  bad  absorbed 

into  th<  whom  they  had  BUbdued, 

DO  when   the  vanquish 
The   Persians  became  '  the 

.  and  had  adopted  the 
tones  and  habit  Relleniani :    the 

lis :  the  N  son  tribes ;  and  the 

ttrf,  "ho  .   the    Mantel: 

who  were  their  masters  In  battle.    I>ut  l 

still  and  :  amalgamated  with  the  people 

with  whom  thev  lived,  nor  would  th< 

with  them  in  any  one  particular.    The. 

and 

the  more  zealous  priests  had 
hold  of  many  of  the  youi  \0t\    in  their 

infamy  ,  and  to  breed  them  up  in  the  Papal  faith  ;   1 

thev.  reached  the 

tilled  int               was 

m  or  despised,  and  they  :  unpofth 

tribe ;  wild  as  Arabs,  at,  then, 

ne  with  Tartars, 

Charami.   I'  ,  and    GitaUOS — for  \>\  all  •  les 
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they  were  known?  The  Church  was  sorely  puzzled;  but 
the  Church  is  subtle — there  is  no  difficulty  which  they  can- 
not solve,  or  which  they  do  not  strive  to  solve.  They 
deserve  credit  intellectually,  but  what  do  they  deserve 
morally?  Let  time  declare;  I  won't.  They  met  in  secret 
solemn  conclave,  and  passed  a  law  that  all  the  yoong  gyp- 
hould  be  forcibly  removed  from  the  contagion  of  their 
parents'  example,  brought  within  the  pale  of  the  Church 

and  sayed — whether  they  would  <»r  not.  For  this  purpose 
they  invoked  the  aid  of  the  ftivil  power;  and  the  three 
hundred  soldiers  of  the  king's  guard  who  left  Madrid  were 
part  and  pared  of  this  eontrivance,  though  Captain  IJennu- 
dez  had  heard  otherwise. 

One  night,  about  a  week  after  our  arrival  at   Granada,  I 

strolled  with  the  captain  into  the  gypsy  locality.  As  usual, 
they  were  delighted  to  see  me.  and  they  received  my  com- 
panion with  the  wannest  cordiality.  We  gathered  about  a 
large  lire,  and  song  and  anecdote  went  round  with  light 
hilarity.     Uerrnudez  told  us  of  EtodrigO  Diaz  de  Bevar,  sur- 

1  the  ('id.  the  mighty  hero  of  the  land;  how  when 
hi>  father  was  smitten  by  the  Count  of  Cormaz  in  the  very 

wee  of  the  kinic,  and  he  ealled  his  sous  together  foi 
Vengeance,  all  Of  them  were  craven  OOWards,  except  the 
youngest,  who  vowed   that   he  would    revenue  in  blood   the 

insult  ,  offered  to  bis  ancient  house.    Wherefore  toosfhe  the 

rusty  sword  of  the  hold  bastard  Madurra,  wfalofa  he  found 
in  his  father's  armory,  ami  went  forth  in  search  of  the 
tierce  Count.  And  when  he  saw  the  Count  he  Challenged 
him  to  deadly  combat  ;  but  the  Count  despised  his  youth, 
and  called  him  page}  and  threatened  him  with  the  whip. 
Whereupon  the  bold  Rodrigo  rushed  upon  him  with  his 
drawn  sword,  and  a  dread  fid  fight  ensued;  and  he  cut  off 
the  Count's  head,  and  carried  it  to  his  Gather,  who  was 
overjoyed  at  his  son's  bravery,  and  placed  him  before  ail 
his  other  sons  at  the  head  of  his  table  in  token  of  superb 
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ority.    Then  Ximerra.  the  daughter  of  Count  Gormaz,  oner 
and  twice,  and  thrice,  ami  twenty  Tim.    .  jlrt  the  King 

to  wreak  veu  ;.on  t  he  yoiuiir  man  ;  but  Kinir  IYrdi- 

mnd  tetl  not,  for  he  feared  his  all 

tit:t:  witk  the  youthful  knight  and  hi;;  bold  exploit; 

and    it    were   as  much  as   his  crown  Xw 

viol  that  chivalric  head.     And  Ximerra,  in  1 

.  herself  s  !.  as  he 

made  her  an  orphan,  besought  that  he  would  Com- 

d   him  to  pioteet  her;   wh 

and  kti  lo\i •  i  bar  ss  hi-  own  iouI  unto  his  dying  day.    And 
after  tin  t  forth  and  fought  the  M 

inadura.  and  won   to   bis   own  two   hnttdl 

-ok,  and  a  hundred  thousand  goM< 
•  iiese  did  he  retain,  hut    gs/vtj   tliem  nil  among   ! 

ie  haugl  proclaii 

war  against 

the  Uin _  lim  tribul 

did   my   <'id    go  t    thousand    men 

the  army  of  the  Kni] 
did  lie  cease  to  innraM  aim  until  he  beggi 

to    interfere,  sad    tsnfc   Imii    fmin   all    fur': 

cse  things  m  but  stil! 

■ 
InkSSSJ,  he    sent    the    spoil    to    King    Alfonso,  who   now  Bat 
<  'astilian  thn 
nente  did  mj  m  until  t 

him  to  1  .  and  the 

l.y  his  presence.    Than  <ii>i  - 

vanquish  in. 

with  his  rsn  1  no  knight  whst  Mid 

•    him  in  moi  'he  haugl 

him  an  ambassador  in   - 
great  deeds;  whoreuj 

i  unto  my  city  of  a;  were  thy  mast 

30 
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tian  with  great  joy  would  T  go  to  his  land  and  visit  him." 
And  the  Paynim  prince  returned  home,  marvelling  much 
at  the  wealth  and  power  and  glorious  valor  of  my  lord  the 
Cid.  And  when  my  Cid  was  dying  Saint  Peter  himself 
appeared  before  him,  and  welcomed  him  to  paradise,  and 
my  Cid  was  pleased ;  and  because  the  Pagan  Moors  then 
besieged  Valencia,  he  ordered  his  corpse  to  be  set  on  horse- 
back, and  to  charge  the  enemy  with  his  old  and  conquering 
banner,  the  which  indeed  was  done;  and  when  the  Pav- 
ninis  saw  the  stately  form  of  the  dead  ('id.  as  his  horse  was 

led  into  the  vanguard  of  the  fight,  behold  they  were  stricken 
dead  aghast, and  fled  in  pale  terror.     Then  was  the  sainted 

body  of  my  Cid  buried  in  the  Chapel  of  San  Pedro  di 
dina,  and  many  a  miracle  was  wroughl  before  his  tomb. 
All  this  Bermudez  told  as  in  recitative;   and  there  was  a 

strange  charm  in  the  wild  strain,  which  produced  a  mar- 
vellous ell'eet  on  his  listeners.  We  were  in  the  mid>t  of 
these  amusements,  when  all  the  watch-dogs  set  up  a  fierce 
and  simultaneous  barking.  Some  of  the  gypsies  went  out 
e  what  was  the  matter,  and  returned  with  fear  and 
trembling.     As  a  body,  the  gypsies  are  Bad  cowards;  and 

they  will  endure  almost  any  thing  with  impunity.  Put 
when  they  are  urged  on  to  COmbal  by  others,  1  hen  indeed 
they  fight  like  BO  many  devils.  It  happened  now,  however, 
that  they  were  wholly  panie-st rieken.      The  BCOtltS  w  ho  had 

gone  forth  reported  that  we  were  Biirrounded  by  at  least  a 
thousand  men.  consisting  of  soldiers  of  the  royal  guard, 
and  officials  of  the  Holy  Inquisition.  And  soon  the 
women's  screams  informed  us  that  the  horrid  work  of 

spoliation  had  commenced.  From  every  cave  and  corner 
resounded  wild  and  melancholy  shrieks.  The  grief  and 
fury  of  the  Gitanos  knew  no  hounds.  The}-  raved  like 
mad  things;  but  the  soldiers  and  familiars  of  the  Inquisi- 
tion executed  their  office  without  stay  or  compunction. 
All  the  children  were  gathered  together,  hastily  aroused 
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from  their  sleep,  ami  naked  as  they  were  born,  and  were 
driven  like  ><>  many  goats  into  one  place.  In  vain  their 
in<>-  >ught  these  hardened  wretches  to  let  tbem  b 

a  la--  r  embrace  of  these  lost  ones.     Every  req 

of  that  nali;  .inly  refused;  and  t!  • 

e  in  despair.   When  every  tent  and  cave  was  thoroughly 
polled  of  all  l  g  Gitanos  of  either  sex, and  under 

ten  years  <>l  of  the  soldiers  and   familiars  advan 

that  both  Bermuda  and  my- 

:  had  done  all  w<-  could  to  anin 

their  children;  but*  torpor  of  terror  -  >  have  thor- 

aii'l  thej  remained  inactive, drooping, 

and  afi  ng  up  only  fierce  and  angry  lich 

had  no  effect  nj  tsc  their 

U)    in. In 
I  creatines  whom   tin  :nu- 

<hv.  ming,  stood  firm;  nor  did  he  blench  In 

in  command  addressed  him. 
ow  dare 
kii.  I  not  disposed  to  mercy,  I  should 

see,  Sir  Sold 
only  did  what  was  my  duty — to  protest  against  this  hellish 

I  w\\r<  the  devil  may  you  be,"  asked  the  other,  "that 
you  d<  est  me  in  this  languag 

mudez,  turning  a 
.11  perhaps  know  at  some  other  tin. 

ae  familiars  i.  ;  care- 

fully at  the  captain,  rutinising  him  son 

he  turned  and  whisj  r  in  command.     The 

latter  -!  it: 

This  must  be  lookc 
lis  man."     And  in  a  moment   Bermudas. 
was  seized  and  bound. 
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"  I  am  told,"  said  his  captor,  "that  you  are  the  notorious 
bandit,  Bermudez." 

••  Whosoever  I  am,"  replied  the  other,  "I  am  not  likely, 
alter  this  insult,  to  give  you  any  information." 

"Lead  him  away,"  said  tin:  officer,  "bind  his  hands  and 

and  take  care  that  he  escapes  not.     Let  him  haven 

guard  of  six  soldiers,  and  I  swear,  by  Heaven,  that  if  he 

eludes  them  they  shall   he  shot."      And   it  was  done  as  lie 

commanded,     lie  then  turned  to  ine. 

"And  who  may  you  he.  young  sir'/"  he  questioned. 

"You  have  no  right  to  ask  me,"  I  replied.  "I  am  an 
Englishman  travelling  in  this  country  for  my  own  pleasure." 

"  A  nd  what  brings  you,  Senor  Englishman, among  thieves 
and  gypsies v" 

"That,  Captain,  is  my  own  affair — not  yours." 

"Let  me  see  your  passport,"  said  he. 

I  told  him  that  I  had  none. 

u  It  seems  to  me,"  he  said,  "that  it  will  be  my  duty  to 
apprehend  you." 

(»ue  of  the  familiars  Bgaip  came  forward;  he  was  the 
same   fellow  who   had   already  pointed   out,    IJermudez,  and 

he  seemed  to  know  every  thing.     He  held  a  paper  in  his 

hand;   he  looked  at   it  and   me   attentively,  comparing   my 

personal  appearance  with  what  was  there  written.    He  then 
spoke  apart  to  the  officer,  and  showed  him  the  paper. 

some  whispering  the  familiar  came  forward. 

"Is  your  name  liontagu?"  be  said. 

I  was  so  suddenly  questioned  that  without  thinking  I 
answered — 

"  Y 

"  Then,"  said  he,  "you  will  come  with  us." 

1  was  obliged  to  go.  The  following  chapter  will  explain 
why. 
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0  n  A  P  T  K  B    X  X  X  I  V. 

I. 

':io  Royal  Palace  of  the  Inquisition  of  Seville,  on  the 
10th  'lav  i  iit.  the  Inquisitor  Dr.  Do- 

mingo Abbad  Y  Hoerta,  officiating  aloo  -  morning 

audience,  having  examined  the  lufbrmati<  gainsl 

Rdward  Wortley  Montagu,  nati  I   indon  in  Bngiand, 

orden  I  and  con- 

Bled  in  1  of  the  rnqnie 

fur  tli  mpliahing  fully  the  ends  of  j 

and  that  biatrial  be  instituted  in  form,  for  which  end  let 
necessary  steps  be  taken. 

M.\  '.E, 

ry. 
1    OMMIR8A 

1.  On  I  will  proceed  to  I 

oner  m  tin-   |  'his   \\, 

don.     He  Is  a  tall,  long 
;..  with  a  commanding  brow,  lh  ■  dark  but 

good  pn 
Span;  di  the 

f  this  pi 
him  and 
you  will  despatch  him  undi 

:  a  manner  that  ha 
I 
which  be  may  pass  to  town  he  ll  appreln 

by  this  inquisition. 

vou  will  seize  so  much 
of  his  pr  U  be  in  Aidant  for  his  maJ 

whieh  yon  will  transmit  bj  0  have  him  in  COS) 

3.  The  prisoner  being  taken,  you  will  inspect  his  person 
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and  his  lodgings,  in  order  to  secure  a  book  about  the  size 
of  the  hand,  in  which  it  is  confidently  believed  there  are 
certain  prayers  and  superstitious  matters.  This  book  you 
will  despatch  to  us. 

4.  Also  all  papers  and  instruments  found  upon  him,  as 
well  as  those  whieh  may  be  found  in  his  baggage,  are  to  be 
Seized.  Care  should  be  taken  that  he  may  have  no  time  to 
conceal  any  thing. 

5.  You  will  then  transport  him  to  this  city,  whieh  he  will 
enter  at  dusk,  Jnst  before  the  gates  are  Bhut  You  will 
enter  at  tin-  Gate  of  St.  James's,  and  present  the  acoonv 
pasying  passport  of  the  Governor  to  the  officer  of  the 
GKiard.    Gted  preserve  you. 

<;.  This  letter  Is  to  be  returned  with  a  statement  of  all 
that  may  haw  been  done  agreeably  to  the  above  orders. 

With    respect    to  whieh   we   trust    in   the   guidance  of  our 

P.y  order  of  this  Holy  Ofl 

DOOTOI   DOMINOO  A.BBAD  V  Ihr.KTA, 

Mai  i  ;iho   M  retary. 

No.  II. 

In  the  Royal  Palace  of  this  Inquisition  of  Seville,  on  tho 
lotli  day  of  September,  L784,  in  the  morning,  the  I n< tuisi- 
tor,  Doctor  Domingo  Abbad  V  Enerta,  being  at  his  morn- 
ing audienee.  appeared  according  to  summons.  Padre  .luan 
Baptists  Lopes  and  Padre  Augostinde  Vinaros,  and  swore 

fairly  to  declare  the  truth.  And  first.  Padre  Franeiseo 
LigeS,  Chief  Ahhot. 

Questioned.  If  he  knew  or  conjectured  the  cause  of  his 
being  summoned  to  appear? 

uered.    That  he  neither  knew  nor  conjectured. 

Questioned.  If  he  knew  or  had  heard  that  any  person 
had  spoken  or  done  any  thing  whieh  was  or  appeared  con- 
trary to  our  Holy  Catholic  Faith  and  evangelical  doctrine 
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preached  and  taught  by  the  Holy  Catholic  Roman  Church, 
or  against  the  just  and  free  exercise  of  the  I 
1.    That   about   eight   months 
.  the  deponent  being  moved  by  charity,  did  take  in 
into  the  one 

:u-.l   Wortlej    Mont   go,  ta  (  ing  him 

the  holy  bosom  of  the  sa<  : 
E.  W.  M.  tlaii  and  there  professing  an  ardent   >'. 
know  t'  .  :th.      And    t 

:i  that  time  until  the  fraudulent  !\  W. 

M..  i  him  all  the  Bald  truths 

B.  W.  M.  was  then  a  shut- re  and  wortbj  r  in 

■  1  doctri  lius 

ponent  hi  nter  the  cell 

of  V..  W.  M  .     rand  him  seated  at  a  table  with  some  b:i 
mi,  but  when  or  how  procured  the  deponent  «i 

I  then  and  tl  the 

!  ES.  ^     M.  tliat  it  was  no  t  of  a  m< 

• 
that  -od  or  a:  tnaal  wh 

!:.  \\ .  If.  answer  i  that  he  meant  to  eat 

deponei  him  whether  he 

h ad  a  license  so  to  do,  or  any  infirmity  ;  to  wl.  aid 

W.   at  anew  -c  from 

md  a  sad  infirmit  re  upon 

nth  keno 

ith  of  tin  ing  read  in  his  pres- 

l.y  him  to  be  ooi  wae 

gned  with  his  name  in  his  own  hud.     3 

.Upon,  at  further  states  that  I  ike  this  declara- 

tion I   upon  him 

. 
Answered.  That  be  supposed  it  to  be  uposeof 
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ascertaining  whether  a  certain  Edward  Wortlcy  Montagu 
had  done  ought  which  was  or  appeared  to  be  contrary  to 
our  Holy  Catholic  Faitli,  and  evangelical  (loot tine,  concern- 
ing which  this  deponent  testified  that  ahout  font  months 
since,  being  in  the  cell  of  the  said  K.  W.  Mi,  this  deponent 
heard  him  say  that  he  was  as  great  as  (iod,  and  that  he 
bad  a  book,  which,  being  put  into  the  fire  along  with  a 
crucifix,  would  remain  unhurt,  while  the  crucifix  would  he 
consumed,  which  words  being  uttered  with  much  earnest- 
ness |>y  him,  the  deponent  was  greatly  shocked  and  fright* 
cued,  and  advised  him  to  abstain  from  such  speee1 
they   v  lahuis;   rind  should  they  come  to  the  kuowl- 

f  the  Inquisition,  would  brine;  punishment  upon  him. 
hut    the    said    I,'.    W .    M.    reseated    bia    assertions    several 

times;   but  at   length  <lesistcd,  and  appeared   somewhat 

alarmed  at  the  rehukes  whieh  this  deponent  gave  him,  and 
turned  pale.  The  book  was  a  small  book,  about  th 
of  the  hand,  but  thick,  and  was  read  by  the  said  K.  "W.  M. 
icy,  as  if  be  were  at  prayer.  The  ahove  is  the 
.  according  to  the  oath  of  the  deponent;  and  being 
v-:<\  in  his   pr<  .    3   declared  try  him  U)  he  correctly  re- 

corded, and  Bigned  with  his  own  hand.  He  further  states, 
that  lie  does  not  make  this  declaration  out  of  malice,  and 
promises  to  obsc 

And    third,    Padre    Juan    hapti.-ta     I, ope/.,    being    ques- 
tioned, \e., 

Answered.    That  he  supposed  it  to  1  «•  for  the  purpose  of 
ascertaining  the  truth   respecting  the  life  and  conduct  of  a 
certain    Edward    Wort  ley  Montagu,  concerning  which  this 
deponent   testifies  that  during  the  whole   period  of  fa 
journ  in  the  .Monastery  of  .Mercy,  the  -.V.d   b.  \V.  M.,  though 

often  requested,  did  not  once  confess  himself;  hut  on  being 

rebuked,  and  advised  to  confess,  he  1  rdft  out  into  blas- 
phemies against  God  and  his  Saints,  with  such  violence, 
that  he  appeared  more  like  a  demoniac  than  any  thing  else. 
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It  being  suggested  to  him  that  God  did  not  prosper  him, 
because  he  did  not  attend  mass,  or  wear  a  rosary,  nor  hoar 

.-.  and  Ma-pliemed;  and  that 
if  the  Holy  Inquisition  knew  of  it,  he  would  be  apprehended, 

he  replied  that   the  Pevil   must   help  him;   that  ho  did 
care  for  the  Inquisition,  ami  would  B  ft*,  and  I 

- e  him   nothing  which   tb«   Pevil  would   not   g 

sked  him  why  be  did  nut  .  ob- 

riftg  that  to  kneel   at  the  fed  of  a  conusor  and   r. 
his  sins  was  •      Q    .\.  n„(|  thesaid  1\  W.  M. 

led  that   this  was  all  ;  aj  ho 

Some  one  asking:  him  if  lie  was  not  af 
dyii.  •  if  li«-  knew  there  was  a  tavern  in  the 

other  world  be  Bbonk]  «        I  tnmediately.     H. 

i  nonsen 
I  a  man  tboold  tell  of  nothing  hut  what 

to  bed  af  with  swi 

.  and  told  i),  a  tnonl 

g  man  t!  •  him 

in  hed,  scratched  n  him  down 

■ 
I.  from  I  m  so  often. 

'ih-nt    further  d  i  full 

BJeeaion   last    month  of  all    his  own   n< 

gen<  •  A.\|.:. 

ition  of  the  who!.  ;nd  was 

ri- fused  abaolntion  aniens 

ma:  ie  could  n 

as  t 

truth  a  itli  of  t' 

is  stated  l»v  him. 

It  was  I    he 

declared  it  to  he  faithful 
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And  fourth,  Padre  Augustin  de  Yinaros  being  ques- 
tioned, A.t. 

Answered.  That  lie  supposed  it  was  for  the  purpose  of 
giving  information  to  the  Holy  Office  respecting  a  certain 
K.  \Y.  .M.  On  the  evening  of  the  last  day  in  May,  this 
person,  being  in  company  of  the  deponent,  declared  in  con- 
versation with  the  deponent,  that  he  ed  the  faculty 
of  discovering  the1  thief  when  a  thing  was  stolen.  This  he 
had  performed  in  the  following  manner.  The  deponent  a 
Idng  while  ago  bad  lost  i  certain  rosary,  and  suspected 
four  or  live  persons  of  the  theft.  E.  W.  M.  said  he  would 
wet  the  thief.  Be  then  wrote  the  names  of  all  the 
as  suspected,  upon  separate  pieces  of  paper,  and 
threw  then  into  the  lire.  Those  which  contained  the 
names  of  the  innocent  were  consumed,  but  that  containing 

the  name  of  the  one   against  whom   this  deponent    had   the 

strongest   suspicion  remained.     Nobody  was  able  to  take 

this  out  of  the  lire  except  B.  W.  M .  The  paper  was  kept 
from  consuming   by  the  power  of  the  words  UkriatQ  5 

'/';,    uttered    by    him;    and    it    was    drawn    out     from 

asfong  tlu-  coals  by  the  help  of  this  expression;  l,  l-'.<j<>  Sum  .• 

fits  ett  liom  "•-"  in  null  a  in  eat.     Besides  this, 

he  said,  he  knew  another  way  of  practising  his  divination; 
and  this  \\:i-.  to  collect  the  ashc-  made  b\  the  papers,  and 
rub  them  on  the  back  of  his  hand,  where  they  would  leave 
marked    t  lie  name  of  t  he  t  hief.      This   deponent   thereupon 

rebuked  the  said  I-;.  \V.  M.,  who  replied  that  what  he  had 
said  and  done  he  would  say  and  do  even  before  the  Inqui- 
sition.    Proceeding  in  conversation  with  the  deponent,  lie 

told  him  that  he  hail  some  instruments  in  his  pockets  which 

Useful  for  many  things.      He  then  drew  from  his  right, 

pocket  a  paper  folded  up.  and  containing  two  or  three  '-oils 

of  something  which  the  deponent  did  not  sec  distinctly  on 
account  of  the  darkness,  bul  Gelt  and  bandied  them*     The 

deponent  asked   the  said  E.  NY.  M.  where   he   had   obtained 
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the  nbovc  knowledge.  He  replied  that  he  had  got  it  by 
studying  i  l»>(>k  of  Magic  which  he  poeeeened;  that  hi  had 
learned  from  tl.  of  making   himself  invisiUe, 

and  also  \<>  render  a  man  invulnerable  to  tl  tha 

I  E.  W.  M.  i  amc  i<»  tha  oaU  of  thi 
iM-nt  ik'\t  d»y,  and  ai 

of  parchment  almost  a  fli  .  and  abovi 

-  slit  through  the  middle  lengths 

I    had  written    on  it  the  following  \ 
• 
up  in  I. -id  with  n  small  piece  of  I  i  toe  said  EL  W» 

Mi  told  tin-  r  it  in  I  :-oss 

it  would   shii  LI   him 
tualtj  from  all  thrifts  with  a  sword.     It  was  onbibit 

W.  M.  also  gave  this  deponent  anothni 
of  parehmenl  of  half  a  finder  in  breadth  and  two  yards 

tOH  b    ink    |    lag    and 

i  at  the  other  s  heart  wttb  ■  afoai  hbef 

drawn    :  With 

I 

i  the  <hin  and  n  -  be  in- 

formed   him  WOOld    K  0    from   being  w..und«d.  i: 

I  it  in  t  II.  iraa  to  rob  it  with 

tin*  wax  width  «li 

■Mial  days 
dtfrlng  mass,  under  his  cloak,  ami  taking  care 

tha'  in 

him  at  I  time  three  bite  of  paroam  oat 

•e  finger-  •  idr.     Tiro  of  these 

ad  the  other  thi 

rally  DU1  .  To 

another  1,  also  wi  Be 
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informed  liim  that  by  the  help  of  these  he  could  perform 
any  kind  of  divination;  and  that  if  he  wore  the  thinnest 
of  these  parchments  upon  his  left  little  finger  under  a  white 
stone  set  in  a  ling,  he  would  be  directed  by  it  in  the  fol- 
lowing manner.  Whenever  the  stone  turned  red,  he  i 
play  at  any  game  which  was  going  on,  except  dice  or  quil- 
/,'.-•.  and  be  sure  to  gain;  but  if  the  stone  turned  black,  he 
would  lose  by  playing.  Before  an\  Bnch  use,  however,  was 
made  of  the  parchments,  he  was  directed  to  put  them  in 

;'  his  left  fool  near  the  ankle,  and  to  sprinkle  them 
with  the  water  used  by  the  priest  at  mass.  These  parch- 
ments we  exhibited.  The  deponent  requested  the 
said  EL  w  .  If.  !'»  -how  him  tin-  Book  of  Magic,  but  he  de- 
clined, filleting  that  the  deponent  could  not  read  or  under- 
stand it. 
This  deponent  farther  says,  that  in  consequence  of  these 

!  of  the  prisoner,  the  deponent  one  day  assembled 
certain  monks  in  his  cell,  among  whom  was  the  |- 

whom    this   deponent    violently  suspected  of  having  stolen 

laid  that  each 

one   present    must    pnt   his   linger   into  a  enp  of  water,  and 

that  the  water  would  blacken  the  linger  of  the  thief;  and 
he  showed  them  a  cup  containing  a  quantity  of  clear  water. 

They  all  a  I   i  the  proposal,  and  the  room  was  shut   up, 

ray  of  light     When  the  doori 
again  opened,  they  (bond  every  man's  finger  black  but  that 
of  one.    The  perceiving  this,  and  observing  the 

agitation    which    he   manif.  laimed    to    him.    • 

are  the  thief,"  and  the  said  person  in  his  fright  conf 

iii  cry.     And  the  deponent  believes  that  this  was  in- 
dee  1  'lone  by  the  power  of  Satan,  and  no  other. 

Questioned.  If  he  tcneworhad  heard  that  t lie  said  B.  W. 

M.  had  any  temporary  insanity,  or  was  given  to  wine? 

wared.  That  he  knew  not.    lie  averred  that  the  whole 

of  the  declaration  was  the  truth,  and  not  uttered   by  him 
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m   malice  or  ill-feeling,  but  so]  his 

re  nnd  oath.     Secrecy  was  promised  by  hiiu,  and 

iuture. 

III. 

In  the  Royal  Palace 

•    \ 
Hoc 

lit  from  bis  cell,  who,  being  produced,  was 

as  well  as  on  all 
oth  ons  till  I  «n  of  bis  trial.     He  was  also 

sworn  to  observe  ■eoj  pect  to  every  thing  wl 

ax  or  learn,  ai  ig  which  should 


What  was  his  name,  age,  occupation,  birth- 
e,  and  t :  his  arrastation  bj  the 

name  was  1 

«■  as  arrv  -  *  eeks  ago 

iiiuiissaries  of  the  11  ravine  of 

W  ho  was  bis  father,  gr:> 
and   i  .  and  wi: 

■ 
re  follows  an  account  in  an*  v. 
these  is,  whicb  se»] 

n  and  dUeceot  <»f  bia 
■ 

Uoly 

•  are  u<»t 

read  or  write,  or  bad  studied 
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Answered.    That   he  could   read   and  write,  hut   had  not 

studied  much  in  any  particular  science. 

Questioned.  If  lie  hud  any  dealings  with  persons  of 
equivocal  faith  ? 

Answered.  That  he  had  lived  for  some  time  among  the 
Qitanos. 

Questioned.  What  were  the  events  of  his  life?  [The 
answers  to  this  the  leader  may  surmise,  wherefore  1  sup- 
press thciii  :h  superfluous*] 

Questionedi    If  be  knew  or  conjectured  the  cause  of  his 

imprisonmeii: 

Answered.    That  he  knew  m>t.  nor  could   conjecture,  un- 
■   vrafi   for  tins,  that    he   hail   fled   from   the  Monastery 

of  Mercy,  at  BUcay. 
The  prisoner  was  then  informed  thai  in  this  Holy  Office 

it  was  not  customary  to  imprison  any  person  without  sulli- 
cient  information;  that  lie  had  committed  OK  had  hc< ■: 
to  have  committed  some  act  which  was.  or  appeared    to  he. 
contrary  to  our  Holy  Catholic  Faith  and    Evangelical   doc- 
trine, which  is  taught  ami  professed  by  our  Holy  Mother 

Roman  Catholic  Church,  or  against  the  proper  and  free 
jurisdiction  of  the  Boly  Office;  for  which  reason  he  was 
to  understand  thai  it  was  in  COBSequence  of  some  such  in- 
formation thai  he  had  been  apprehended,  and  <>n  this 
account  he  was  exhorted  on  the  part  of  God  our  Lord,  and 
bis  glorious  and  blessed  .Mother  the  Virgin  Mary,  to  be- 
think himself  well  and  confess  the  whole  truth.  Where- 
upon he  was  remanded  to  prison. 

No.  IV. 

Second   A  i  imi.-. 

In  the  "Royal  Palace  of  the  Inquisition  of  Seville,  on  the 

10th  day  of  November,  17:11.     Doctor  Domingo  Abbad  Y 

Huerta  ami   I>r.   Bernardo    Luis  Cotoner  being   at  their 

morning   audience,  ordered   the  prisoner  to  he  brought 
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from  his  toll,  which  being  done,  and  the  prisoner  present, 
lie  tri 

(^u.  i  any  1 1 1 i 1 1  ir  relating  lo  his 

affairs  which  he  was  bound  to  state, 

• 
An-  bad  nothing  bob 

then  informed  that  be  had  been  air 
lience  exhorted  in  the  mane  of  our  Lord  and 

'  he  Virgin    M 
think  himself  well  and  unhurthen  his  coi  ..'dar- 

ing the  whole  trntl  11  which  he  h 

ard,  offensive  agi  trarj  in  reality 

or  a].;  ith,  and    I 

cal   Doctrine,  taught  and  professed  by  the  Ho 

R  '  die   Church.  Of   against    t  i  i   and    free 

ll-.ly  (  >lt:<  <•.  with. .ut  testif  thing 

•.•lied    w  ith    all   pOSSftl  j  ;    bill    if 

I  upon  him. 

lie  was 
then  adm  -on. 

v. 

Tiiiui>    A.UDIEKCI. 
In  t  i  the 

loth  day  of  December, 

AM. ad   V  ml  Joseph 

I 

the  pi  brought  :  .  which  l •• 

and  I  as — 

atl'air.  a  hich  I  i 

Answers  1.   Thai  be  had  nothi 

The  prisouer  \\a~>  tlu-n  notified  that  ti 
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of  this  Holy  Office  had  an  accusation  to  bring  against  him, 
before  which  he  would  do  well  to  declare  the  whole  truth, 
as  lie  had  already  been  admonished,  iu  which  case  he  would 
more  fully  experience  the  mercy  which  the  Holy  Office 
extends  to  those  who  confess  freely ;  otherwise  the  I 
wotdd  attend  and  proceed  to  the  accusation;  and  justice 
be  executed. 

Answered.     That  he  had  nothing  more  to  Bay. 

Straightway  appeared  Dr.  Francisco  Gregorio,  Promoter 

Fiscal  <>1'  this   Holy  Olliee.  and   presented  the  accusation, 

I  by  himself,  against  the  said  K.  W.  M.,  making  oath 

that  it  was  not  done  out  of  malice;   which  accusation  was 

us  follows  : 

Accusation. 

I.  I>r.  Francisco  Grregorio,  Fiscal  of  this  Holy  Office, 
appear  before  your  Excellencies,  and  accuse  criminally 
Edward  Worthy  Montagn,  a  native  of  London,  in  England, 
resident  in  this  principality,  attached  to  the  secret  prison 
of  the  Inquisition,  and  now  present,  stating  that  the  said 
person^  being  a  baptized  and  confirmed  christian,  and 
ing  the  graces  and  benefit!  which  such  persons  do 

and  ought  to  enjoy,  not  having  the  fear  of  God  before 
his  eyes,  but  regardless  of  his  own  conscience  and 
the  justice  administered  by  your  Excellencies,  lias  com- 
mitted offences  against  dnr  Holy  Faith,  by  saying  and 
performing  things  which  savor  of  the  heretic  Luther,  and 
l>y  uttering  superstitious  and  blasphemous  speeches,  and 
icting  with  the  Devil,  and  by  blaspheming  and  deny- 
ing God  our  Lord,  seeking  favor  and  help  from  devils,  and 

by  professing  and  practising  various  necromantiosi  arts 

with  insult  to  the   Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  -Mass,  its  sacred 

lonies,  and  the  Holy  Cross,  and  doing  other  things  in 

the  manner  following: 

1.  The  said  prisoner,  being  in  a  certain   Monastery  in 
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the  province  of  Biscay,  did  procure  a  dish  of  bacon,  and 
being  reminded  to  take  heed,  for  it  was  a  f:i  -uch 

food  was  forbidden,  did  nevertheless  proceed  to  eat  thu 
same,  and  mocked  and  derided  the  person  who  had  so 
warned  him. 

Furthermore,   the   said   prisoner  being   of  a  na 
infected  with  heresy,  it  is  presumed  that  he  has  on  mi 
other  occasions   oaten   flesh   on   forbidden  days,  after  the 
.n»-r  of  tl  f  I.uther,  and  committed   many  other 

our   iloly    Faith,  1  •  I  hat 

others  hate  committed  the  same  olI< 

i  sen   admonished  by  j  s  to 

the  truth,  has  not  done  it,  but   has  perjured   lam- 
self. 

i  lie  said  prisoner  like"  a  red  that  he  possessed 

a  Book,  which.  If  it  were  thrown  into  a  fire  I  h  a 

cru<  ild  remain  unhurt,  while  the  crucifix  woul  . 

4.    Ii.mtheabovc.it    is   t<>   hi  ,ed    that    the    said 

}  >t  i  -   uttered  man}'  other  superst  it  ions  and    ' 

nous  sp< 

wil :  also,  that  Ijc  b)  cognizant  mis- 

Times,  the  whole  of  which  he 
:. 

while  he  resided  in  I 
uld  not  >-ss,  alth 

iny  admonitions  to  that 

the  salvation  of  his  soul.     And  the  said  pris- 
rebuksd  th<  and   the 

uth  such  fur  I    he  appeared   like  a 

:  with  a  punishment   from   the 
In  1  that  hi  Impiisi- 

tio:.. 

t  which  the  Devil  could  n<  lira. 

that  lie  does  not  id   that   if  he 
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knew  there  was  a  tavern  in  the  other  world,  he  should  not 
care  if  he  died. 

7.  He  said  that  a  man  ought  not  to  tell  his  sins  to  the 
confessor,  and  that  it  was  nonsense  for  a  man  to  tell  any 
thing  but  what  he  pleased. 

8.  Furthermore,  it  is  to  be  supposed  that  the  prisoner 
has  committed  many  other  such  offences  against  our  holy 
Catholic  Faith,  and  uttered  other  blasphemies  and  heretical 
speeches,  as  well  as  known  that  other  persons  have  done 
the  same,  all  which  he  conceals  like  a  bad  Christian. 

9.  The  said  prisoner,  on  a  time  specified,  declared  that 
he  was  able,  when  any  thing  was  stolen,  to  discover  the 
thief,  and,  in  proof  of  this  assertion,  wrote  the  names  of 
certain  other  persons  suspected  of  theft  on  papers,  and, 
putting  the  papers  into  the  fire,  repeated  the  WOrdl 
mm;  Factut  est  homo;  G&nwtmmatwm  est.  The  papers 
were  consumed,  except  that  bearing  the  name  of  the  thief. 
No  one  but  the  said  prisoner  could  take  this  paper  out  of 
the  fire. 

10.  Furthermore,  he  asserted  that  he  conld  execute  the 
above  purpose  by  rubbing  the  ashes  of  the  papers  upon  Ins 
hand,  where  it  would  leave  impressed  the  name  of  the  thief. 

11.  Continuing  the  conversation,  he  declared  that  he 
possessed  certain  instruments  of  use  in  various  ways,  and 
in  fact  showed  something  folded  ap,  which  he  took  out  of 

his  pocket  ;  and,  on  being  asked  whence  he  obtained  the 
knowledge  of  these  arts,  he  replied  that  he  learned  them 
from  a  Book  of  Magic  in  his  possession,  which  enabled  him 
to  do  whatever  he  pleased.  I  request  that  he  may  be  ques- 
tioned with  respect  to  this  Book  of  Magic,  as  well  as  the 
contents  of  the  above-mentioned  envelope. 

12.  He  told  this  person  that  he  could  learn  from  the 
same  book  to  make  himself  invisible,  as  well  as  invulner- 
able to  the  thrust  of  a  sword;   and   used   various  other 
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damnable  speeches  ami  devices,  which.  I  am  prepared  to 
pro 

1  ■';.   lie  furthermore,  by  the  help  of  a  certain  damnable 
•  with  water,  and  the  i  rered 

a  theft  which  had  been  some  time  previously  committed  in 
said  Monastery. 
1 1.  For  which  reasons  I 
Llencies  to  admit  my  cl 
-  shall  BU 
deflnil  \  skon,  and 

[are  my  >u  fully  \  id  Em  W. 

ilty  of  tin-  :  tminable 

dcmning  him  to  the  heaviest  punishmej 

them  upon  i 
by  turning  Uin  Jar  arm  of  justice  a-^  a  pun- 

isliiiu-iit  to  himself  an«l 

that  if  necessary  b  rture,and  that 

I  and   i«  is  the 

whole  truth  <>f  himself  and  otl 

1...   A ii.  1  1  foi  lo  n-.t  present  this  ae- 

on out  of  malice;  but 
of  justice,  which  1  at  the  hi 

rij. 

'  aving  been  i 
K.  \\ .  M.  iras  formally  Bworn  to  di  le  truth  in  an- 

swer ' 
tion 
folio* 

1.  T"  t!  rticle,  he  confessed   that  it  was  true  that. 

he  had  eaten  tl  ,  but  he  hi  Lbbot 

to  tin  an  Englishman  ao  r  in  the  Mon- 

of  Biscay;  and  being  excused  by  him  from  conform- 
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bag  to  the  rules  and  •customs  of  the  said  Monastery,  so  far 
as  Delates  to  food. 

2.  To  the  second  article,  he  said  that  being  an  English- 
man, he  had  always  eaten  meat  in  his  own  country  when- 
ever he  pleased,  as  he  lawfully  might!  do. 

.:.  To  the  third  article,  be  said  that  it  was  wholly  false 

and  untrue. 

4.  To  tin-  fourth  article,  he  said  that  it  was  untrue. 

5.  To  the  lifth  article,  he  said  that  he  did  not  confess, 

an  Englishman  and  Protestant,  and  that  he  was  en- 
tertained in  the  same  Monastery  with  full  knowledge  of  hit 
country  and  religion.   The  remaining  portion  of  this  article 

he  declared  to  be  wholly  false  and  untrue. 
•  ',.    To  the  lixth  article,  lie  said  it  was  false. 
To  the  seventh  article,  he  said  it  was  false. 

8.  To  the  eighth  article,  li<'  Bald  it  was  f:(: 

'.>.  To  lie'  n  nth  article,  he  said  it  was  wholly  false  and 
untrue.      Hg  Confessed    that  he   had   said    he   knew  a 

who  pretended  to  have  this  power,  hut  he  n< 

it  hin 

In.    To  the  tenth  article,  he  gftVU  the  same  ans, 

11.   To     the     eleventh     article,    he     said     it    was    wholly 

18.   To   the   twelfth   artici    .  1    that    part   of  it    was 

Snd  I  ait  of  it  was  true.  The  true  part  of  it  was  this. 
tain  monk  in  the  Monastery  had  lost  :i  rotary,  and 
violently  suspected  another  monk  of  the  theft.  The  pris- 
oner, at  his  request,  desired  him  to  ask  the  suspected  per- 
son, together  with  four  or  live  Other*,  into  his  cell  on  a 
Certain  day.  He  did  so,  ami  the  ol.ject  of  the  meeting  was 
then  explained.  The  prisoner  produced  the  water  and  de- 
clared it  would  blacken  the  finger  of  the  thief.  He  then 
darkened  the  room,  and  introduced  a  quantity  of  ink  into 
the  water,  for  the  purpose  of  discovering  the  said  theft,  as 
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he  supposed  the  thief  would  be  the  only  person  of  the  party 
lid  not  dip  his  finger  in  tl  They  all  dipped 

nd  all  had  their  :  be  thief  had 

!i  his  mouth,  and  it  was  not    Meckel 
d   the   prisoner  kaM  that  this  one  alone  of  :ill   the 
dip  his  finger  in  I 
■pon  ho  at  01  Med  him  of  the  theft,  and  -sod 

it.  all  or  so:  was  OSlj 

a  rogue.     II-  that   al- 

though put  lo  the  torture  he  could  say  nothing 

above  lin  lared, 

l.y  bin  to  be  corre.-tlv  reoorded,  ami  the  truth  according 
,e  oetfa  whi.h  he  had  sworn. 

Mattiico  Maorr, 

- 

ordered 

D   three  (1 

(erring  and  agreeing  with  ..no  of 
wh<>  an  those  pers< 

-  ordered  hii 

admonished,  wae  remanded  to  prison. 

■% 

Dm.  ;ita, 
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VI. 

Atr>IF.NTF.    FOR    rOMMTNICATlnN    OF    THE    AcTTSATION    AM' 

l.\  ■ 

In  the  Royal  Palace  of  the  Inquisition  at  Saville,  on  the 
10th  day  of  January,  17o."»,  the  Inquisitor,  Dr.  Domingo 
Al'l>:ul  V  Buerta,  being  ;it  his  morning  audience,  ordered 
tin-  above-named  K.  W,  M.  t<>  be  brought  from  prison, 
which  being  'lone,  ami  the  prisoner  present,  he  was 

Questioned.   It"  In-  remembered  any  thing  which  he  was 
bound  to  declare  according  fo  tin-  oath  he  had  sworn? 
1.    That  he  had  nothing  more  to 

Tlu-  prisoner   was  then   informed   thai   Dr.  Francisco 
rina,  whop  he  bad  selected  for  his  counsel,  was  pres- 
ent, with  whom  In-  might  confer  and  make  arrangements 
for  his  defence. 

Dr.  Francisco  tfagrina  was  then  sworn  in  verbo  i 
doits,  to  defend  well  ami  faithfully  the  Baid  E.  W.  M.;  to 

inform  him  if  his  case  was  not  on  the  side  of  justice  J   to  do 

:  v  thing  which  a'  good  advocate  Is  bound  to  do.  and  to 
ecy  throughout. 

Then  were  produced  ami    read   the   several  examinations 

of  the  said  E.  W.  M..  made  from  the  10th  day  of  Octo 

i,  to  the  present  time,  with  the  accusation  and  the  an- 
swers of  the  prisoner.  These  he  examined,  and  conferred 
with  the  prisoner  respecting  his  ease,  counselling  him  as  t<> 
the  hot  defence  which  could  be  made— to  confess  the 
whole  truth,  and.  if  he  had  been  guilty  of  any  offence,  to 
beg  for  pardon,  by  which  means  he  might  obtain  mercy. 

The  said  E.  W.  M.  replied,  that  he  had   already  declared 
the  whole   truth,  as   appealed   by  his   confession ;    that,  he- 
\oiidthis,  he   denied   vwvy  thine/  contained  in    the  accusa- 
tion, and,  in  consequenc  .  I  to  he  acquitted  ami 
at  Liberty. 

The  Inquisition  then  ordered  a  copy  of  the  above  to  be 
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piven  to  the  Promoter  Fiscal  of  the  Holy  Office,  who  re- 
v  might  proceed  to  the  proofs.     The  In- 
qiiti  lied  that  the  cause  should  be  judged  definr 

■ad  the  proofs  on  l>  1  sal co  jure  imperii- 

/j,  according  to  the  style  of 
the  same  was  notified  to  both 
moter  Fiscal  then  declared  that  I 
i    had    beeu 
i:.  \\  .  \l.  in 
:.v  he  desired  might  be  Lifted  In  form, 

and  also  that  all  investigations  miuht  be 

,'  adinoii  link 

liijn  ire  the  truth,  was  rem 

M  •. .  . 

\  II. 

:i!»:   pi  1:1 
tee  <>r  tl.  o,  on  tho 

'omingo 

;»<l  V   II  ftl  his    in. 

u  the  *>  -on, 

which  l»< 

io  waa 
Im.hu 

My. 
t    waa   tl  i    that    I 

f  the  II  b  publication  of 

the  •  I   would  be  well 

j  uth.  as  this  would  caUM  him 
e  to  saj. 
publ  M.  ac- 
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ordered  the  publication  to  be  made,  concealing  the  names 
of  the  witnesses  and  other  circumstances  which  might 
cause  their  persons  to  be  known,  according  to  the  order 
and  style  of  tin-  Holy  Office,  which  was  done  in  the  manner 
following  : 

Publication  of  the  testimony  against  Edward  Worthy 
Montagu,  native  of  London,  England. 

A  certain  witness,  sworn  and  qualified  in  the  proper  time 

and  manner,  in  the  town  of ,  on  :i  certain  day  of  the 

month  of  September,  in  the  year  1784,  declares,  Ac.  [Here 
follows  the  testimony  of  the  first  witness,  before  given.] 

Another  witness  sworn  and  qualified  in  tin-  proper  time 
and  manner  declar  '  Here  follows  the  testimony  of 

the  second  witness.] 

Another  witn.  188,  &C    [All  the  other  testimony  repeated.] 

The  Inquisitor  then  ordered  the  prisoner  to  make  arrange- 
ments for  his  defence;  and  admonished  him  and  remanded 
him  to  prison. 

.  VIII. 
\v\>\v.yrr.  to  OOMMtfinOATl  TBI  tmiu.kwtton. 

In  the  Royal  Palace  of  the  inquisition  of  Seville, on  the 
loth  day  of  March,  IT.;.".,  the  inquisitor,  I>r.  Domingo 
Abbad  V  Huerta,  being  at  his  morning  audience,  ordered 
the  above  I".  W.  M.  to  l  e  brought  from  prison,  which  being 
done,  and  the  prisoner  present,  he  was — 

Questioned.  If  he  remembered  any  thing  which  he  was 
bound  to  declare  in  discharge *ot  his  conscience,  according 

to  the  oath  he  had  sworn  F 

Answered.    Thai   he  had  nothing  more  to  say. 

The  prisoner  was  then  Informed  that  Dr.  Francisco 
Magrina,  his  counsel,  was  present,  with  whom  he  might 

Communicate,  and  take  measures  for  his  defence.  The 
publication  of  the  testimony  against  the  prisoner  was  then 

read  to  the  said  I>r.  Francisco  Magrina,  who  proceeded  to 
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confer  with  the  prisoner  about  his  defence.     Having  done 
this,  lived  frmn  the  hands  of  the  prisoner  n 

paper,  upon  which  he  drew  op  articles  <>f  defence,  which 
en  read  t"  the  prisoner,  ami  be  declared  t lint  he 
made  :i  formal  presentation  of  the  same.      Here  fblL 
the  d 

Alt!  Iward   Wortley  Monl 

fur  :  him 

•lie  Proj 

.  and  with  declaration  that 

the  witiH 
hin  !..  injure  them,  but  aoleljr 

:  I 

ight 
the  sam<  i  is  the 

truth,  because 

Id.   Although U  bethel  <•  meat  on  the 

feast  in  qu<  that   hr  did   it 

thn  ili  any  transgress  the  ordl- 

burch,  but  be  suj  -illy 

it  do  so, 

laration  i^  the  truth. 

true  that  he  wai 

mi, 

4th.    The  third  and  I 
1  b)  ai. .  -,  and  an-  ira- 

tiuu  .  th. 

ninth 
•  >rrobor:r  witness,  and  arc 

illy  false  truth. 

6th.  fth  accusath  : 

e truth. 
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7th.  These  things  that  he  has  confessed  to  are  harmless; 
which  is  the  truth. 

8th.  Single  witnesses  to  *«©h  grafre  accusations  are  not 
Ting  of  credit,  insomuch  as  non  det  fides  testibus  singu- 
laribuB;  which  is  the  truth. 

9th.  The  prisoner  suspects  thai  the  witnesses  against 
him  arc  acting  maliciously,  ami   under  tin-  command  of 

their  superior;    which  is  the  truth. 

Id.    On  the  above   accounts   the   said    E.  W.  M.  ought   to 

he  acquitted  by  your  Excellency,  ami  released  From  prison, 
experiencing  justice  at  your  bands;  vel  alias  muni  meliori 
modo  quod  </'■  jure  sibi  adaptari  valeat;  et  verum. 

11th.  /'n/iit  quod)  omnia  <■!  singula^  sunt  vera;  super 
guibus  jus  did  el  justitiam  ministrari  pustulat;  et  verum. 

V.    Maokina. 

This  i>ein._r  presented  to  the  Inquisitor,  was  by  him 
ordered  to  be  put  on  tile.  Whereupon  the  prisoner,  being 
admonished,  was  remanded  to  prison. 

Before  me, 

Mattiiko    M.\<, 

/-  Innj. 
No.   IX. 
Si  • 
In  the  "Royal  Palace  of  the  inquisition  of  Seville,  on  the 
12th  day  of  March,  1735,  .it  the  afternoon  audience  for  the 
determination  of  causes  :    present    the    Inquisitors    Dr.  Db- 

mingo  Abbad  Y  Suerta,  Dr.  Bernardo  Luis  Cotoner,  Dr. 
•Joseph  de  Otero  Y  Cossio.  Baving  examined  the  pro- 
ceedings of  the  cause  against    Edward  Wortley  Montagu, 

now  in  the  se  ret  prison  of  this  Holy  Office,  ordered  unani- 
mously, that  he  is  to  be  confined  for  life  in  the  said  prison. 

Before  me, 

Mattheo  Magi 

Secretary. 
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CII  A  l'T  K  B       X  X  XV. 

I  have  plunged  the  reader  bo  abruptly  Into  the  heart  of 

the  [nquiaition  thai  I  rappoee  be  will  ared 

for  it.  oor  would  be  be  leei  surprised  by  the  pile  <>f  lege] 

the  least  value  of  which  ia  that  they  are 

mine — with  which  I  suddenly  surrounded  him, 

and  left  him  puzzled  doubtlt  their  pr» 

1  will  now  endeavor  to 

help  him  out  of  the  maze  Into  which  I  so  unceremoniously 

thrual  him, and  when  be  reads  or  re>readi  t  ling 

the  light  of  this,  i  hare  m>  (ear  bat  that  be 

will  lucre  thoroughly  understand  the  nature  of  the  in\ 

is  tribunal  of  whiofa  I  was  now  the  \ietim,  t! 
has  iers, 

iu  DO  work  that    1   know  of  is  there  so  e 
plete,  ><>  circumstantial,  and  so  accurate  i  the 

1  process  of  this  ecclesiastical  star  chain!  the 

and  as  .  mi- 

nutely traced,  the  world  can  judge  of  that  institution  on 
grounds  more  authentic  and  distinct  than  hav<  tore 

i  presented  I  as,  which  I  shall 

probably  at   a  future  tin  •  session 

and  I  ha\  ttple  in  making  them 

public — not  Church  of  Home  or 

lishments.   hut    simply   a-  memoranda, 

I  worthy  the  attention  of  the  p  -cd 

and  kingdom,  ami  valuable  to  all  who  make  religious  sys- 

i  or  Inquiry. 
iy  knows  how  suddenly  I  was  snat 
■  m  the  dreamy  vagabond  sort  of  state  in  which  I 
found  myself  at  Granada.    Though  I  am  not  usually  cold- 

.  or  (juaker-li  wrongs  are  offered  i 

knew  at  once  that  resistance  was  hopeless;  and  I  trusted 
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rather  to  the  goodness  of  my  cause  than  the  vigor  of  my 
muscles.  For  I  had  no  terror  of  any  dangerous  result. 
The  charge  was  heresy — this  the  Bemblatice  of  my  captors 
at  once  signified — a  charge  which  [dismissed  with  scorn, 
and  which  I  had  no  doubt  I  could  easily  repel.  Had  they 
been  alguazils,  and  had  I  been  apprehended  for  murder.  W 
some  other  oflbacs  against  the  criminal  laws,  such  as  mv 
monks  might  easily  have  Invented,  I  should  probably  have 
been  not  a  little  nervous;  but  to  an  accusation  of  heretical 
opinion,  I  was  conscious  that  I  "as  in  no  way  liable;  and 
therefore  I  bore  my  fetters  without  complaint.  Strange 
and  absurd  it  will  appear  that  I  reasoned  BO.  I  ought  to 
have  known  that  it*  they  were  capable  of  inventing  a  crimi- 
nal charge  against  me.  they  were  equally  Capable  of  sus- 
taining one  whose  basis  Should  be  heresy — but  in  the  con- 
fusion of  the  moment.  I  did  not  reason  so,  but  in  the  other 
and  foolish  manner  that  I  have  mentioned;  and  I  went  my 
way  with  a  cheerfulness  of  demeanor  which  seemed  to  sur- 
prise the  grave  and  Mack-robed  lictors  of  the  church. 

1  was  carried  into  a  gloOTOJ  building  as  large  as  g  I i.-ir- 
rack,  with  vast  silent  courtyards,  d:nk  port  icos,  and  frown- 
ing arches;  and  through  stone  corridors,  along  winch  our 

were  painfully  and  sadly  echoed.  On  each  side  I 
saw  small  and  iron-Si udded  doors,  leading  to  cells  innu- 
merable;   but    evetrj   door   was   firmly   chained   and   locked, 

and  double  barred  with  msissive  ban,     I  was  then  led  into 

a  sort  rf dungeon,  and  having  been  stripped,  I  was  clothed 

in  a  long,  sad-colored  doublet,  and  a  man.  who  seemed  a 
clerk,  entered  in  a  book  an  inventory  of  my  clothes,  telling 
me.  at  the  same  time,  that  I  was  now  in  the  Holy  Inquisi- 
tion, and  that  there  was  nothing  lost  there,  but  that  every 
tiling  should  be  restored  to  mc  when  I  went  out,  WON  it 
even  of  the  value  of  the  hundredth  part  of  a  farthing.  I 
asked  him  why  I  was  brought  here,  ami  demanded  the, 
name  of  my  accuser;  but  he  answered  i 
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.  you  most  observe  I  strict  silence  here,  and  ask  no 
questions  w  You  mi  -till  a<  if  \ 

:nl  indeed,  while  yon   remain  within   these  walls, 
yon  an-  truly  dead  to  all  corporeal  things.     You  must  not 
mU.  nor  whistle,  nor  make  the  Least  n 
nl   by   any:    ami,  if  you   hear  anybody  cry  Of  Stale 

•  ii  must  Mill  Ik- silent,  upon   pain   of  two   hundred 

course  a  ill  ha  lo  raelint  upon  this 

-  all  the  day  until  yon   are   release!,  and   thus  y. >u 

will  eaeapo  all  eensofe."     1  Udd  him   I  eouU  not  al\> 

lie     there,     whereupon     he     a<i 
indeed  walk,  hut  it  must  he  softly,  so  that  -hall   he 

disturbed  in  the  least.     Tin-  pj  tee  i-  the  I' 
11  •  then  departed  with  the  apparitors,  and  I  was  h 

-  was  a  new  scene  in  mv  eventful  drama,  which  1  now 

began  to  contemplate  with  Jaalingi  any  thing  but  sati-' 

tor;.  tig  ai  I  was  in  I 

Mm.  and  breathed  upon  by  the  free  wind.  I  could  look  for- 
ward without  disma  i 
for  it             I  to  me  I 

I  now  baooti 
and  the  prospect  was  any  thing  hut  agreeable.     I  had 

n  of  nature,  and 
ip  over  her  hills  and  dales  like  some  wild,  free  crca' 
Of  i  I    hut  litt!  idinary  men 

M 
m\  in    my  thought  ;   hut 

liberty  w:is  a  priceless  gem,  to  which  nothi  onld  he 

.pared,  and  of  this  it  now  seemed  that   1  was  lik. 

deprived  for  some  unknown  pt  nknowa 

OfTeiK'*--      In    place   of  the                         rest,  or    I  une 

lonely  ttlOUnt                           i  B  little  cell  of  ten   01  feet 

in  extent  and  BO  dimly  lighted  wtedOW 

that,  if  you  had  a  bo                  OOOld  with  diUiculty  I 

pages.    I  was  sm  i  by  a  harrfbta  albjnari,  which  ate 
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into  the  very  essence  of  life  and  made  me  most  Intensely 
sad.  I  missed  the  rustle  of  the  trees  and  the  song  of  birds, 
the  merry  musie  of  the  rivnlet  and  the  sense  <>f  heavenly 
freedom,  which,  above  all  other  sensations,  is  perhaps  the 
most  rapturous  to  the  soul  and  heart  of  man. 

The  food  with  which  they  supplied  me  was  frugal  and 
monastic  or  rather  anti-monastic — for,  in  our  convent,  we 

fed  luxuriously  OS  all  the  dainties  that  can  gratify  hun 
and  thirst.  A  little  wine  and  bread  and  half-a-dozen  wal- 
nuts was  all  that  the  Holy  Office  supplied  daily  to  its  pris- 
oners; hut,  as  we  had  no  exercise,  our  appetites  were  not 
great,  :ind  we  remained  in  health  on  this  Blight  refection. 
A  week  passed  in  solitude,  during  which  I  Baw  no  one  but 
my  keeper.  At  the  end  of  thai  time,  he  hurried  one  morn- 
ing rapidly  into  mj  Cell,  tAd  told  me  to  make  ready  tO 
out.      I  hailed   this  as  ft    si-n  of  freedom,  and,  witli   Ix.yisli 

gladness,  asked  him,  Whither?     He  answered:  "You  must 

-  What  !"  I  asked,  "to  the  king?"    "  N 
I  he,  "hut  to  my  k>rdfl  of  the  Holy  Office."     This  reply 
damped  all  my  courage.     However,  1  prepared  myself, and 
was  conducted  to  the  pla 

It  was  i  large,  oblong  chamber,  not  very  well  lighted. 
On  the  wall,  at  the  extreme  end,  were:  on  the  right,  the 

Papal  anus — the  mitre  and  cross  keys— finely  carved  and 
gilt;    and,  on   the  left,  the   royal  arms  of  Spain   under   a 

naked  sword.     In  the  centre  was  :i  colossal  carving*,  repre- 

■enting  the  crucifixion;  and  as  it  was  finely  painted,  and 
all  the  deathliness  and  horror  of  the  event  were  plainly 
represented,  it  struck  the  eye  with  a  vividness  that  is  hut 
seldom  felt  at  mere  pictorial  Images.  In  front  of  this.  In- 
fore  a  Long  table,  was  a  chair,  in  which  sat  an  Inquisitor, 
and  near  him  was  a  small  crucifixion,  placed  upright,  so  as 
to  be  ever  in  his  eye,  doubtless  that  he  might  he  filled  only 
with  the  most  holy  thoughts.  At  the  end  of  this  table  was 
a  little  bench,  at  which  I  sat,  and  near,  at  a  small  table  at 
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my  v.  who  made  minutes  of  all  that 

v  ill  ace. 

>r  himself,  whose  -  learned 

was   I  >r.  Domingo  Abbad  V  Eluerta,  was  a  middle-: 

111:1 :  .  -at iirniii'  iiicwhat 

mouth,   a    l>i  Ifwd,  and    a 

sinUl  1    which   -  -.arch  you    through   ami 

tin.  fully  in   tlu-  I 

duri  ».     There  was  an  air 

.  habitual  to 

Life  and 
I,  harsh,  and  imperious*    lwa» 

.  t lint    I  f||   DOH    li:i\  II   wan 

manner  sit  out  in  the  legal 
Uich  is  SO  1; 

rot©  down  all  n> 
was  I  ility  about  both  himself 

quisltor,  as  if  th<  I  what  thi  I  as  u  mailer  of 

I  particli  1  in 

truth,  or 

.  . 
no  fear  at  all;  ami  though  I   had   seen  KM 
thing  of  iior  of  religious 

00  with  which  the  Inquisitor  illliuliatiil  me, 
so  sincere  and  well  it.  ally  any 

thin  less  agai:.  If,]  shot. 

>  so.     Bn(    I  thing  to  charge  mysi 

was  obi: 
ges — if, 
think  at  all  al 

The  ikod  my  keeper  how  long   I    ihoold  be 

I   told  him   thai   I   was  wholly  ignot 
could  lx 
and  that  it  was  useless  for  the  Inquisitor  to  ei 
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to  extort  a  confession  of  thai  of  which  I  was  wholly  inno- 
cent. Be  told  me  not  t<>  be  afraid;  that  the  Inquisitor  was 
b  most  liolj  anil  jii>t  man,  and  that  all  lie  did  was  intended 
for  my  benefit,  spiritual  and  earthly;  that  if  I  answered 
freely  to  the  questions  put,  I  should  receive  the  highest 
marks  of  favor  and  respect — the  Inquisition  never  exercis* 
log  Its  sovereign  powers,  except  over  those  who  were  eo 
obstinately   wicked   that   they   were   insensible  either   to 

prayers  or  commands,  lie  told  me  he  had  known  persons 
to  be  Confined  there   ten.  twenty,  and  even  thirty  \  ea  ■ 

refusing  to  make  that  full  and  open  confession  which  the 

Church  sought  -imply  for  their  own  benefit,  but  that  noth- 
ing could  be  more  honorable  or  expeditious  than  their 
mode  of  administering  justice,  when   the  accused   dealt 

fairly  with  them. 

A  day  or  two  after  this  I  received  a  visit  from  one  of  the 
reverend   Doctor!  of  the  place,  accompanied  by  his 

tary,  who,  with  an  air  of  intense  Undue--,  asked  me 
whether  1   was  well.'    whether    my  keeper  was    kind    to  inc  .' 

whether  my  food,  my  bed,  and  Lodging  were  plea-ant  and 
agrceabe>?  whether  I  had  any  complaint  to  make ?  for  if 
I  bad  it  should  be  speedily  Inquired  into  and  redref 
and,  finally,  if  there  was  any  thing  appertaining  to  my 

spiritual  welfare  to  wliirli  the  Holy  Office  could  in  the  least. 

contribute.-— I  bod  but  to  name  it,  and  it  should  be  at  once 
i  t<>;  for  tin*  Church  regarded  with  maternal  love  all 

its  children,  however  erring,  and  never  was  Blled  with  more 

nly.  j'>y  than  when  she  could  SCO  them  repent  and  live. 

To  all   these  fine   speeches  I  .simply  answered   that  I  had 

committed    no    offence    deserving    spiritual    chastisement  ; 

and  that  further,  the  loss  of  my  liberty  was  the  greatest 
punishment  which  could  be  imposed  upon  me.  Wherefore 
1  besought  him  that  I  mighl  have,  a  speedy  trial,  for  1  bad 

no  dOttbt  I  could  make  manifest  my  innocence  the  moment 
my  accuser.     The  reverend  doctor  parted  from  ntu 
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with  ■  "God  Mesa  you,  my  son."  which  miirht  have  melted 
the  hca;  unci  in  600th  I  MippOM  it  would   I 

mel*  ad   I  not   been   thoroughly  on  my 

lance  of  my  jailor.  I  iotad  a  ban- 
mptoms  that  I  was  in  a  |  1  oottkd 

..-  at  mi  d  li*mftj  groans,  whose  d\ 

i   I   was 
i  ill  Km  I  by  ■  paroxj  MB 

of  t  ii>h  ian  bo  tbroi 

range  passage  with  which  the  dun- 
with  mil 

say 

»ubt  also  win; lur  1   was 

nt*  of  t:  plot- 

noes  of  t  :i    1 

ask< 

-  shoulders,  ai  my- 

luqtf  tbe  chil 

I  passion,  an  I 

•re. 
i  I  was  again 

en  anotl 
eejfjd  on  led  as  unsat- 

my 

was  on  the  following  m 

forth   in  tin-  UgeJ   instrument,  and  it 

dse 
!  was  fun 

but   the  names 
were  carefully   suppress*  issessed 

ant!  that  will  be 

lained.     'I  iiices  of  the   Imiuisitora   ' 


498      EDWARD  WORTLEY  MONTAGU. 

grown  dark  and  angry  ;  and  that  accent  of  benevolence 
whieh  on  their  first  1  appearance  they  bad  used, 

-  now  changed   inl  harsh  and   imperious   terror, 

in  Which  was  developed   tlie  true  nature  of  the  men;    hard, 
1.  cruel  as  steel.      Bowever,  I  did  not    heed   them   much, 
ng  convinced   in   my  Own   mind  (against  all  reason  and 
is  I  now  know)  that   nothing  really  could 
done  to  me,  as  I  was  Innocent.     Some  other  formal  audi- 
ences being  had,  which  are  mentioned  in  the  document,  I 
was  visited  by  my  counsel,  Dr.  tfagrina,  who  told  me  that 
iir>t   inquisitor,  for  he  had  questioned  Adam 

and  Kve  in  the  garden,  Ac.,  which  precedent  clearly  proved 
the   heavenly    Origin    Of    the    II. Ay    Office,   and    the   BUbliUM 

nature  of  the  duties  imposed  on  its  ministers.     Be  used  i 

it    many  sophistical   arguments   to   induce   me  to   make 

full  ad  appeared  wholly  to  mock  my  p 

tions  of  innocence.     Bowever,  he  maintained  appearan 

well  as  he  could,  and  he  often  spoke  to  me  on  other 
matters,  on  which  we  could  converse  freely  without 
picion.     Be  eras  ptoi  iy  he  felt  the  deepest  inte 

in  my  welfare,  and  that  if  I  would  hut  embrace  the  pure 
and  holy  faith  of  the  Catholic  Church,  I  might  be  immedi- 
ately appointed  to  a  most  honorable  and  confidential  office 
in  Kngland  on  behalf  of  the  rightful  heir  to  the  Throne. 
My  connectioni  and  opportunities  were  hinted  at,  my  sup- 
ed  knov.  .   the  Court  and   Court   inti  ould 

beneficiaJ  to  the  illustrioui  family  most  deeply  biter* 
hand  I  might  be  dismissed  at  once  with  every  token 
of  dignity,  if  I  did  bat  prove  the  sincerity  of  my  heart,  and 
the  falseness  of  the  accusation,  b  ting  to  be  bap- 

tised in  the  Holy  Catholic  Faith.  My  answer  to  this  imper- 
tinence may  be  surmised.  1  had  not  abjured  slavery  to  a 
parent  in  order  to  assume  it  undei  a  priest. 

At    last    the  final    hearing  came  on.      Tin-   defence  of  J>r. 

Magrina,  ]  supp<  In  the  usual  style  of  these  proa 
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in^s.     The  result  the  reader  knows.     To  me  the  sentence 

came  like  a  sentence  of  death,  and  I  was  filled  with  horror. 

tain    I    should  have  infinite!  \  ike 

lioaa  i»ln 


SAPTEB  i. 

«  was  working  o  .e  walla 

alcnlated.     I 

two  bundle 

would  hare 
race  are  the  moot 
:   the  M  the  acci- 

mudcx  supplied  fiamc 
■ 

waa 

cu*c  the  laws  upon  thOM 

r  tboae  nsctcno 

rta,     It  would  seem  that  - 
I  received  an 
.1  transgrea* 
I  i   in   early   lift*  of  a 

or  a  nun — f<»r  which  i  t<» 

i.     Accoi 

I  rid  for 
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the  sole  purpose  of  securing  him  and  destroying  his  com- 
panions tin-  Holy  Office  with  that  air  of  superiority  over 

the  civil  tribunals  which  they  always  exhibited,  ami   never 
failed  to  carry  into  practice  where  they  COQld,  claimed  full 

power  over  Captain  Bermudas;  and  the  soldiers  of  the 
king,  after  several  ineffectual  attempts  to  get  Into  the 
stronghold  of  the  bandita,  ware  obliged  to  return  the  way 
came — the  gypsy  Duke  hinting  pretty  freely  that  their 
commandant  had  received  ■  large  sum  of  money  as  s  peace- 
offering — the  vulgar  would  call  it  a  bribe — from  .Julian 

Koinca,  wh<>  a<te. I  as  a  kind  of  confidential  clerk   to   Cap- 

tain  Bermuda*    The  bandits,  therefore,  being  wholly  un- 
molested, Boon  concocted   measures  with  the  Gitanos  for  a 
general  attack  on  the  Royal  Palace.    They  waited  tor  fully 
months,  until  all  laeaanres  of  precaution  bad  been  laid 
and  the  sohi;,  safelj  barracked  in  the  capital. 

Numerous   met  book   place,   and   the   Gitanos   were 

rapidly  instructed  in  t!  •  I  be  trabucho  and  the  pistol, 

though  I  I  iort  of  the  terrible  outrage  per- 

il them  could  have  Induced  those  people  to  lay 
their  peaceful,  timid  habits,  and  enter  on  a  course 
which  must,  -  ly,  terminate  in  carnage.     During 

It  bazar  arrived  from  a  distant 
quarter,  no  one  knew  where,  but  ni/ed  his 

to   command*      Balthazar,  as    we    have   seen,   wns   no 
i.      On  the  contrary,  he  was  :i  man  fully  equal  to  any 

emergency  of  this  nature.     His  recognized  position  among 

the  Gitanos  entitled  him  to  counsel, and  even  toc< land; 

and  the  gypsy  Puke  willingly  surrendered  up  to  another 

adersbip  of  an  at  •  which  was  wholly  repug- 

nant to  all  his  former  instincts  and  habits. 
of  the  bandits,  the  a  l  to  till  the  Captain's  place 

S  arch  but  bold  wag,  who  rejoiced  in  the  nickname 
Of  St.  .Joseph.  He  had  been  a  student  for  the  priesthood, 
but   having  got  a  young  Jewess  in  the  family-Wfl 
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into  the  mountains,  and  joined  himself  to  some  1 
who  with  tr  tan  philosophy  waged   war  alike 

upoi  an  and  Hebrew.     The  incident!  in  which  he 

had  '.gaged,  and  his  own  |  comparisons  of 

him  sage,  hail   <:«>t    hiin  the  name  in 

which  be  now  rej  ind  he  was  well  and  widely  known 

og  pillage  of  all  holy  mini  on, 

•lally  sh:  D  a  man- 

irdly  ludicrous  to  all  who  < 
tint  it's  from  r  of  the  ind  who 

quite  hold  that  every  monk  waa  a  deity  or  an  ar 

Jews  were  the  cddef  game  he  hunted ;  and  as 
11  Id  have  it,  I  BOOM  in  the 

bag*  were  full  of  r.  •'<»,  holy 

beads,  casso.  alia  of  ; 

•>nofbr«  jor- 

eh  he  el  rends  of 

Ittstowcd  unlimi' 
he  said  were  far  plea»nuter  than  the  mil 

appings  were  snbjected  to  unmerciful 
He   would   dress  himself  as  a  priest,  ■ 
s*  nil   t 

primed  and  Ion 
ry  anecdotes,  which  ho  r< 

Id  abstain   from 
the  fellow,  like  Mereutio,  Was 
as  brave  as  a  1 

•nths  psssed,  as  I  have  said,  before  the  banditti 

t  thems. 

and  the  event  was  fix  e  first  dark 

y  had  sn  emissary  within  the  Palac* . 
hhape  of  a  turnkey,  who  was  a  Gitano  by  blood,  and  whose 

>e  promise  of  a  pun>< 
gold  if  he  v,  he  gates  and  admit  them.     This 
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fellow  was  soon  persuaded.  He  had  originally  been  a 
robber  himself,  but  a  priest  whom  he  had  eased  of  some 
doubloons  wrought  a  miraculous  conversion  in  him,  and 
after  a  probation  of  piety  and  religious  exercises  he  was 
made  an  officer  of  the  Inquisition,  where  he  had,  up  to  tin; 
present  period,  performed  his  duties  with  fidelity  enough. 
But  the  fame  of  Captain  Bermudez  was  so  widely  spread 
through  the  provinces  thai  our  new  convort  felt  not  a  little 
inclined  to  seek  adventures  with  him,  and  the  old  vagrant 
humor  breaking  forth,  when  the  Captain  himself  was  in- 
carcerated, lu>  determined  to  confer  on  him  such  a  service  as 
would  insure  enrolment  in  his  band,  and  thorough  reliance 
on  his  future  trustworthiness.  Be  got  into  communication 
therefore  with  the  Captain,  and  an  amicable  negotiation 
was  entered  into  between  Bermudez,  Balthazar,  St.  Joseph 
and  Sylvetti.  (so  was  the  officer  called,)  which  was  satisfac- 
tory to  all  parties,  and  resulted  in  the  arrangement  which 
I  have  mentioned.  The  guard  over  Captain  Uciimidez 
was  to  be  knocked  on  the  head,  the  Captain  himself  was  to 
be  let  loose,  and  taken  into  the  (punters  were  the  young 
Gitanos  were  huddled  up,  and  where  a  party  of  the  gang 
were  to  meet   him,  and,  furnishing  the  urchins  with  torches 

and  flambeaux,  were  to  lire  the  Palace,  and  in  the  general 
confusion  sack  it  of  all  it  contained,  and  Liberate  the  im- 
prisoned heretics,  out  of  whom  they  anticipated  some  fresh 
and  desperate  recruits  to  their  ranks. 

Every  thing  succeeded  miraculously.  A  saint's  night 
was  chosen  for  the  siege,  when  half  the  officers  were  drunk; 
for  though  the  Spaniards  are  a  sober  people,  there  are  cer- 
tain holy  seasons  when  indulgence  is  permitted;  and  the 
festival  of  a  Saint  is  one  of  these.  Sylvetti  manfully  car- 
ried out  his  project;  and  Captain  Bermudez,  to  his  unmiti- 
gated delight,  found  himself  a  free  man — as  free  at  least  as 
he  could  be  within  the  walls  of  a  prison,  though  unconfincd 
within  any  cell.     He  proceeded  at  once  to  the  quarter  indi- 
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cited.  Sylvetti  opened  the  door,  and  lot  in  the  rabble; 
they  entered  silently,  and  then  burred  the  hnge  doors. 
Now  a  terrible  struggle  arose.  There  were  at  least  a  hun- 
dred officers  and  warden  within  this  vast  place)  and  they 
were  all  well  armed.     The  encounter  was  terrible,  but  nmn- 

prevailed;  and  the  Gitanos  ones  heated  by  the 
of  blood,  and  the  certainty  of  conqai  perfectly  wild 

and   furious.  -  applied   in  a  hundred   placea  at  the 

same  Instant  to  t!.<    I  :   the  most  fearful  hand-to-hand 

encounters   took    place;   the   work  of  pillage  outmneneed  ; 

and  though  there  was  not  much  .1  to  the  Gita- 

iv  thing  was  valuable,  though  the  gentlemen 

ptain  Bermudes  cared  only  for  gold  cups,  or  silver 

crucifixes.    Tl  m  In  the  great  phaptil, 

ami   ma&l  WCk   some  rich   n  of  wliich 

ously  worked  in  gold  1  for 

Ifj  and  having  carefully  packed  up  all  that  they  in- 
tended t<»  preparing  for  their  depar- 
ture  like    men    enliiel;.                   1    with    their  work. 

But  Captain  Bermudas  had  not  a  what  I 

me.     It   suddenly  I  to   him  that   I  also  was  in  the 

Inquisition,  and  as  lie  knew  it  would  be  tnaj  to  find 

me.  hi  sal  and  instant  liberation  of  all  the 

prisoners— a  part  of  thai  al    plan  which   in  the  hurry 

and  confusion  had  been  well  nigh  forgotten. 

>  happened  that  I  was  among  the  wry  Bsai  on  whom 
aptain  him-  lly  dropped.    I  had  heard 

the  horrible  uproar,  but  could  form  BO  QODCeptiM  as  to  its 

Cause ;   but  when    the    | 

the   groans  of  the   dying  and   wounded,  mingled  with  the 

shouts,  the  blasphi  owrattenw  of  the  exult- 

ant ri  gan  to  swell  Into  a  ten  ipled  with  the 

shrill  screams  of  the   children,  who  knew  whether 

they  wen-  in  the  hands  of  friends   or  fa  W   to  get 

alarmed  for  my  own  safety,  and  to  regard  the  chances  of 


504     EDWARD  WORTLEY  MONTAGU. 

being  roasted  alive  as  not  the  least  remote  from  possibility. 
I  kicked  against  my  prison  door,  and  did  all  I  could  to 
make  myself  heard — but  I  did  not  know  that  my  worthy 
keeper  was  then  lying  within  a  few  yards  of  me  with  his 
throat  cut  from  ear  to  ear,  and  his  pockets  rifled  of  the 
few  silver  coins  which  they  Contained.  And  now  on  all 
sid.s  arose  a  terrible  chorus  of  cries;  the  shriek  of  despair, 
the  shout  of  vengeance,  t he  accent  of  supplication,  the  howl 
of  frenzy— for  there  were  several  in  this  odious  place  whom 
their  wrongs  had  driven  into  madness.  Hastily,  at  the 
head  of  a  few  chosen  men,  all  of  whom  had  keys,  came 
Captain  r>eruiudez  along  the  arcades.  I  could  hear  each 
cell  unlocked,  and  I  was  in  an  agony  of  expectation  until 
my  turn  also  tame,  for  I  could  see  a  red  glare  now  imaged 
in  the  sky  which  told  me  that  this  mighty  prison  was  on 
fire.  The  Captain  saw  me,  but  could  scarcely  believe  his 
great  was  the  change  which  a  few  short  months 
had  wrought  in  my  appearance  j  nor  was  it  until  the  torches 
shone  full  over  me,  that  he  was  quite  certain  who  it  was. 
For  my  part  I  did  not  leave  him  long  in  doubt;  for  I 
rushed  upon  him  and  clasped  his  hand  with  thanks  for  my 
delivcranc.  ting  which  the  worthy  Spaniard  re  x 

with  his  accustomed  gravity. 

"Come  along.  St  :  1  he,  "  and  join  us  in  liberating 

the  rot." 

J  gladly  did  so,  and  we  went  wildly  from  cell  to  cell. 
The  vast  quadrangles  were  now  one  vast  Babel  of  confu- 
sion. In  every  place  were  men  and  women,  dressed  and 
undressed,  who  added  to  the  tumult  by  their  tears,  their 
terrors,  their  amazement,  and  their  joy.  The  subterra- 
nean dungeons  were  every  moment  disgorging  fresh  vic- 
tims. There  was  feeble,  querulous,  weather-beaten  old  age, 
and  youth  in  all  its  brightness;  dimmed  in  the  very  vigor 
of  its  hopes.  In  one  cell  we  found  a  Jew,  nearly  eighty 
years  of  age,  with  long  gray  neglected  beard  and  haggard 
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-.  who  told  us  he  had  been  taken  away  from  home  ami 
wife  ami  children  lift v  years  l»efore,  and  locked  up  in  this 
hell  ever  since,  enduring  a  living  death ;  for  he  had  never 
heard  the  least  tidings  of  his  family  from  that  time  to  the 

lent.     The  old  man  was  like  a  mummy;  it  could  be 

just  said  that  lie  lived,  but  nothing  more.     He  was  like  ■ 

embed   from  a  hard   rock,  where  he   had   lain 

buried  for  ten  thousand  year*;  the  sight  and  hope  Off  fi 

dom    was    tOO    much    for    him.      He    t<>ld    his    tale    brhly, 

ptd  for  air  at  the  end  of  it.  and  fell  down,  expiring  in  a 
momenta.      In    another   place  we    found   a    prfi 

had  been  originally  immersed  for  some  slight  eooieaJ 

:  but  wlun  he  waa  searched  in  the  prison,  a 
v    of  Bpi  -   found    in    his    |  ,d.    for  this 

itful  crime, he  «as  sentenced  to  ■  dungeon  for  life.    Efc 

I  a  tall  and   nolle  •loo k||g  man;   i. 

philosophic  calm  and  dignity  ;  he  seemed  to  treat  all  things 

:iy;   and  when  we  told  him  that  he  was 

•uier  in  whieh  it  had  been  brought  about, 

be  mild  sd  Beranmice  Ant  ao>  wicked  i  contrivance 

II  attack  00    the    citadel    of  the    Holy  Office,  and    a 

him  how  he  hoped  to  obtain  the  intercession  of  the  Virgin 

for  his  participation  In  this  blaapbemom  outrage  upon  the 

ted   temple  of    her  1  c-t  -beh>\  cd   miniate: 
the  force  Of  Custom  on  the  mind  that  I  have    DO  doubt   this 
man   w<»ul.l  ntly   surrender,  and   willingly   submit 

himself  to  his  allotted  punishment. 

And  now  a  loud  cry  of  the  wildest  exultation  was  | 
We  tamed  to  the   COrnei  from  whence   it    tame,  and   as  we 

had  nearly  emptied  the  who'.  this,  i  socompav 

i  Captain  Bermuda  to  Us  heat  whence  the  noise 

td. 

:ne."  he  said.  "  to   prepni.  t.      If  (1 

a  much  longef  we  may  he  surprised*" 

W  I  :     ind  among  the  liitanos,  who  were  dnnc- 
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ing  wildly,  like  so  many  mad  people:  tbeir  joy  knew  no 
bounds.  They  had  found  an  Englishwoman  who  knew 
their  Language,  and  there  were  loud  plaudits.  Waal  icy 
chill  was  it  that  suddenly  ran  through  my  heart  ?  1 
rushed  into  the  middle  of  the  crowd.  The  gypsies  made 
way  at   once,  when   they  saw  who   I   was;   nay,  they  began 

to  congratulate  me  <>n  the  joy  I  should  feel  at  being  thus  a 
party  in  the  liberation  of  my  countrywoman.  She  was 
Lying  on  the  ground,  tenderly  supported  bj  of  the 

Gitanos.  Her  hair  was  Loose  upon  her  Bhoulders,  and  her 
appearance  fair,  hut  fragile  in  the  extreme  Her  eyes  were 
closed;  hut,  as  I  Looked  at  her  tor  ■  moment,  she  opened 

tliein.  and  with  a  hound,  a   superhuman  exertion,  she 

and  flung  herself  in  my  arms. 

"0,  Worthy  !"  she  said,  "are  you  indeed  come  at  !; 

1  was  overpowered.     Could  this  hi-  Franceses?     Could 

this   he    my    innoeeiit     and    nolile   wife'/      It    was    so.      The 

sudden  surprise  had  bereft  me,  as  it  were,  of  nn 

son;  hut  1  knew  that  it  was  -she,  and  I  (bided  her  to  my 
heart. 

"She    is   my  wife."    I    said    to   the   people;   :ind    many  of 
them  melted  into  tears.      She  meanwhile  lay  upon  my  heart; 

bereft  of  sense  and  motion.  Captain  Bermudez  instantly 
ordered  ■  mattress  t<>  be  brought  forth,  and  when  she  was 
laid  on  it,  he  gave  her  over  to  the  charge  of  the  gypsies, 
and  ordered  a  retreat.  I  walked  by  her  side,  holding  her 
hand,  and  wondering  what    new  revelation  was  now  to 

come,  Even  at  the  moment  I  could  not  eonvinee  myself 
hut  that   I  was  playing  a  part  only  in  an  Incoherent  dream. 

With  some  difficulty  we  made  our  way  from  the  burning 
palace.    The  whole  city  was  now  aroused;  the  guards  and 

the  authorities  were  there ;  hut  seeing  a  determined  force 

of  sixty  men,  armed  with  knives  and  pistols,  and   upwards 

of  six  hundred  of  the  (Jitanos,  bearing  sledge-hammers, 
pikes,  guns,  and  swords,  as  they  guarded  their  liberated 
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spring,  who  clang  to  them  with  eager  limbs;  obc 

were  momentarily  reinforced  from  the  Albey- 

cin  by  crowds  of  the  female  gypsies,  who  gath  md 

v  it  h  frantic  cries  of  joy»  almof  armed  with 

i   implements  of  o  and  that,  amo 

bad  liberated,  there  was  a  large  Dumber 

prepared    i"   fighl    de9i>erately  for   freedom,   ihonld    soy 

nipt  be  made  <>n  the  part  of  the  n  i  detain 

them   '  they  thought   thai    moderation  was  the 

hundreds  among  the 
asseiuMt'd  ottlsei 

which  the    G 
the  downfall  rrll  !«•  as  instKotfon 

as  that  which  was  now  surrounded    by  the  fl 

. 
i  d,  was  aban  hen  our  num 

ing. 
we  ]  assed  in 

1  think    I    saw  a   BOY) 
l>laee  towards  Ca|  the 

I.  looked  ■    at  the 

without  wa> 
att. 

tha;  3  !•     Om 

•h  was    rapid   an 
thro 

lb  i.  ii. 
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CHAPT  i;  K     X  XXVII. 

Wi  now  mounted  upward  by  the  winding  road  of  the 
Alhsmbra.  The  moon  was  bright  in  heaven;  the  snowy 
mountain  peaks  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  were  one  sheet  of 
glittering  crystal  The  lonely  Tower  of  Comares  rose  be- 
fore ns  still  and  Stately;  the  bills  and  valleys  rich  with  tig 
and  pomegranite  lay  in  deep  repose  and  shadow;   bat  here 

and  there  we  could  see  the  soil  moonlight  imaged  <»n  many 
a  fairy  stream  thai  Sowed  in  silver  from  the  emerald  ulcus 
and  gorges  of  the  Alpuxaxras.  I  was  once  again  happy  — 
or  at  all  events  indulging  in  a  happy  dream.     Beside  me, 

with  her  hand  clasped  in  mine,  was  my  own  beloved  1'ian- 
CCSCa  beautiful  .  though  faint  and  thin;    while  in  her 

eyes  which  now  beamed  on  me  with  enthusiastic  fondness, 
I   read  a  world  of  love,  as  pure  as  snow;  as  undying  as 
ever  animated  the  heart  of  woman.     We  did  not  Bpei 
1  could  see  how  feeble  she  iraa,  and  I  was  satisfied  to  hold 

ami  press  her  band,  knowing  that  in  each  nmte  caress  she 
Undent 1  the  whole  of  what  my  spirit    felt       Ami  now  we 

had  passed  that   Moorish  palace,  and  were  ascending  the 

r  eminence  <>n  which  the  gypsy  tribe  have  male  their 

dwelling  for  so  many  centuries,  burrowing  in  the  locks  and 

.  and  Destling  amid    fruits  and    Bowers,  with  an  Aral) 

endence  of  the  mere  superfluities  of  life,  which  in  my 
judgment  is  the  surest  proof  of  high  organization.    Of 

two  men  —one  "1*  w  bom  i-  COntenl  Wit  h  Q  handful  of  dates. 
While   the   other   ran    do   nothing  without  a  heel'stakc — the 

Aral  is  certainly  the  greater.  Suddenly  there  was  a  loud 
disturbance  in  our  rear;    and  a  tall   horseman   rode  up, 

mounted  on  a  powerful  mule.  Our  eyes  met.  We  both 
knew  each  other  at  a  glance,  though  we  had  not  met  for 
sometime.  It  was  Pom  Balthazar.  Looking  at  the  litter 
and  at  myself,  he  rudely  demanded — 
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••  What  means  this?  and  what  brings  this  man  her 
I  returned  him  a  look  of  hate  ami  Mom,  but  I  disdained 
answer.     In  a  rough  voice  he  called  out  to  the  bea: 
of  tin-  litter  to  halt,  and  th.y  ili-1  so. 

"  Drag  away  that  man,"  he  said,  pointing  to  me. 
But  now  Captain   Bermudez  ram.'  fori 
•My  friend,"  he  sai<l.  "  I  dont  know  who  you  are,  or 
what  you  want,  hut  yon  bad  letter  go  home,  and  become 
sober.    You  have  no  business  with 

1  who  Balthazar,  with  an 

angr  e  of  hatred  and  rage. 

••  1  em  called  Bermudas,"  answered  Um  ,4who  are 

••  W  I  am,  it  matters  not 

inunand  of  n  and  this  woman 

is  in;. 

towards  bias,  u  how  d 
i  iiou  the  refuse  and  scum 
IT  t   me  with  ■  ate;  and   drawing  his 

dagger,  came  to  meet  me.    Bermndez  flung  himself  bet w  i 
us. 

me,  "are  you  mad  that  you  mind 
thifl  ii  who   hftTS  DUt  I    \--iir  I 

'  to  be  m 
u  I  tell  1  be 

Is  the  litter.    As  he  did  so.  Prancesoa  rose; 
tli  new  strength. 

<»t  all  my 
woes  and  t:  I   dons  I 

tin  -1  perset  'iiger?     Now  I  am  witli  him 

i,  an-1  all  thy  malice  shall 
looked  al  I  loving  heart 

in  her  e .  r  spirit  into  myself. 

ucesca,  fear  him  not.     But  my  hour 
is  com*-,  and  I  shall  have  vengeance  on  this  villa 
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thou  so?"  he  said,  ur  mule  still  towards 

me  r,s  I  supposed,  and  almost  trampling  down  Bermudea 
in  hi  The  <iitr»ii.»—  seemed  half  disposed  to  aid  him; 

they  looked  threateningly  at  me  and  the  Captain,  and  i 

or  1  wo  Of  them  divw  forth  their  long  knl 

•  \  o  man  shall  lift  his  hand  Dom   Balthi 

laid  ■  wr  all  owe  him  fealty,  and  he  has  but 

the  word  an-1  WS  shall  obey  him." 

■  Trne,  my  brotto 

knave  w  hO  I  law  of  t ! 

ian  is  my  wile,  and  I  Bhall  have  her,  or 
know  why.  in  his  heart's  M'»n|." 

The                            it  to  del  the  litter  and  its 

burthen  to  Dom  Bnlt  onl  of 

■ 
my  husband,"  and   Bhe  hnng  on   mj 

"that 

k>  It  Bermudei  ward 

and  he  called  to  ph, 

htm,  in  bis  usual  wild  v 
Little  whut  took  place,  so  long  as  there  writ-  !,: 
and  fun. 

it.     The  Git 
lently  die  Dom 

•  ben  the  latn  and  lifting 

hU  bich,  bnl    Pi 

g  herself  bef  am. 

Who  <an   (h 

this  diabolical  villain  at  length  accomplte 

of  his  soul v     He  raised  his  di  eking  with  her  bl 

and  shaking  it  in  the 

from  my  Stupor  he  f  d  of  the  pur- 

i   him,   but    he  warned   them   otr  with   som  loui 

gibl  ied  to  awe  them  all.    The  haudits  then 
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took  tli<  il  traces  of  Dom   Dahlinzrxr  wore  lost, 

my  part  I  was  •  I  with  deadly 

>D  the  earth  best  -  -mo 

nan  now  ran  up  to  us;  we  gently  1  on  the  I 

litter,  and  bore  her  to  the  A  —there  was  no  other 

r  or  me.    She  was  placed  in  a  cave 
wIm  \  as  trellised  ■ 

myrtle,  orange  and  other  odorin  : 

lie  wild  shades  over  and 

it  it.     The  'iitauos  seeux 
'  Ids  dread  catastr 
,  so  beautiful;  and  though  ll  thsjfe 

ned  babes  to  red  them  with  kisses 

'•arinent-  many  an  I 

c  upon  her  who  had  but  a  moment  ago  shone 
stream,  but  who  now,  with 
n,cn  stalk  and 

leath.      I  I  bad  eeaaed  to 

I  bM    the 
ears  who  knew  the  force  of  every  healing 
he  shook  his  head,  and  inline 
ill  vaa  o 

•st,  lately  found  Fran- 

leed  leaving  me  forever? 

: agony T 

md  all  that 

ea  to  ha*-  >u  who  art  the  spirit  of  my 

own  soul,  art  passing  away;  thou  knowcat  me  not,  thou 

can  ie  sign  or  token  th.v 

has  so  long  ee  from  thy  bus! 

a  me  once  again  teat 

t  hose  sacred  eyes  shine  upon  me,  and  speak ; 

aow  whal  >*sy 

wrongs.     Ah,  poor  child!  a  sad  and 
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wretched  destiny  has  thine  been.  Torn  in  earliest  youth 
from  all  that  could  make  thee  happy,  then  wert  brought 
up  alone,  and  far  away  from  all  t!  sympathies 

of  life.  For  a  brief  space  thou  badst  a  dream  of  light  and 
beauty — for  a  brief  space  tin-  hallowed  paradise  of  love  was 
opened  unto  thee,  and  we  did  walk  together  in  its  gardens; 
but  I  hand  and  sword  of  lire  expelled  us,  and  since  then 
our  wanderings  have  been  wide  and  many.  For  uh>  the 
glory  of  my  youth  and  hope  is  gone;  for  thee  thy  life  is 
ebbing  fast,  and  thoa  knowest  not  that  I  an  beside  thee. 
Speak,  speak)  vrakel  or  I  shall  go  mad— if  indeed  I  am 
not  already  so  with  many  woes— but  this,  the  dark. 
them  all."  ami  1  thing  myself  on  the  earth  beside  Fran- 
^,  nerveless  and  heart-broken. 
In  an  hour  my  sweet  wife  revived,  in  an  hour  the  soft 

and  star-like  light  pf  those  heavenly  eyes  was  again  cast 
upon  her  husbanddover.  But  death  was  in  their  mild 
beam.  Her  hours  were  numbered;  before  the  .Morning 
Star  glittered   0H   high,  she   would    be   far  away— far,   far 

away  in  the  I'nkuown  and  silent  Regions, whither  I  ooold 

While  she  was   here,  she  was   mine,  ami    DO   man, 
no  power  COUld  come   between   her  and   me;   in  a  few 

Ing  minutes  I  should  no  longer  have  dominion  over  her. 

She  WOUld  be  the  inhabitant  of  another  realm— the  subject 
of  another  sceptre,  the  lonely  denizen  of  another  sphere, 
IntO  which  no  mortal  foot  could  enter.  She  stretched  forth 
her  feeble  hand,  and  touched  my  brow,  and  head,  ami  cheek. 
The    magic   of  her   touch    penetrate. 1    me,  as   the   touch  of 

Alia  penetrated  his  apostle,  Ahmed,  the  Ambassador  of 

the  Most  High.  It  ran  through  my  being.  It  was  like 
the  hand  of  Heath— but  the  hand  of  Heath  guided  by  un- 
dying Love. 

"Oh,  Francesca!  Oh,  my  wife!  is  it  thus  that  we  meet 
again — meeting  but  to  be  separated  forever  ''.  Thou  knowest 
my  agony;  yet  see  it  not,  but  pass  in  peace." 
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"Wortley."  she  udd,  "my  own  love,  better  is  it  that  I 
aid   die   at   once,  than    live   Id  I    of 

■m  my  childhood  upward,  what  have  1  kn 
S?     lam  one  of  I  1  to  l>e  un- 

lucky- nay,  l"<»k  not  so,  f<>r  there  are  many  who  i 
whappy.    Weil  did  the  ^  i  of  the   I 

not  to  the  swift ;  nor  the  battli 
i tv  day  I  hai  !  have  felt  tl 

the  truth,     t  am  the  :  of  ill-luck.     It  i 

old  pa>- 

ca,  aayest  thou  so  ? 

one  the  happiness  which  it  within 
•rs?M 
•I   Iqiow  m>t."  she  answered:  w  I  cannot  te  the 

m  of  God.     I 
I  know  also  that  some  are  fortun 

DBhappj 

>»  of  mankind;  wl 

luaofha 
dge.     H«  al 
poor  Mind  m 

isslng  a"  I  am  of 

unli.  i    I  bring  to  others  that  whi> 

thou,  mine  own,  shalt  be  soon  K] 
from  her,  who 

not  so.    Thou  wert  my  joy,  my  life, 
ith.     Thou  also  - 

was  as  oi 
-  in  a  desert,  who  had  ire. 

that  it  was  not  chance,  but  a  -  irer  that 

le  thee  what  thou  art;  the  type  of  all  that  is  pun 

33 
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sacred  and  exalted;  and  knowing  thee,  I  first  began  to 
know  wiiMt  God  via  and  I 

;  aused,  and  seemed  buried  in  thought.    Perhaps  it 

w:i-  v 

uWortley,"  she  said,  M  I  run  dying.  In  an  hour  I  shall 
be  no  more.  The  dagger  has  pierced  me  to  the  heart  Wt 
shall  be  separate  r." 

'•oh!  doI  forever,"  1  cried,  "say  not,  that  it  Is  forever." 

She  faintly  smiled-     MNp,"  ihe  *n  irered,"not  forever 
ihall  meel  again  above.     Bui  hearken  now  to  what  I 
say.     Thon  wouldat   know  my  history  since  we  mi 
brief  have  it.  tor  I  cannot  hold  out  km 

I   begged  In  ard  her  strength;   I  endeavored  t«> 

.  to  comfort  her.  to  give  her  hope;  all  my  exertion! 
wriv  rain. 

••I  am  dying,  id, "  dying  fast     I  feel  ray  strength 

momentarily  going.    The  gate  that  Lets  my  .spirit  i 
open.     Hearken  to  mi 

inheres!  our  last  |  I  we  dreamed 

not  that   it  was  our  Ia-t .       1   -at   Dp  for  thee    kite  that   night. 

I  counted  tin-  slow  hours.     I  had  got   for  thee  the  little 
r  which  thon  -nt  to  have;  I  prepared  it  as  of 

old  with  my  own  bands,  and  -at  by  the  fire,  murmuring 
the  old  ballads  which  wi  11.    The  hours  p 

but  thou  <ii.lt  not  come.  I  heard  St  Paul's  strike  twelve 
— the  long  funereal  sound  went  into  my  soul  like  a  death- 
knoll.     Never  before  liadst  thou  been  absent   from  n 

■  I'-- iv  had  I  so  waited    for  thee  in  vain.      The 

fire  was  dying  out.  hut  I  heaped  fresh  !  .  and  Btrove 

to  sing,  a:  rhils  away  the  lonely  moment 

of  Tasso;  but  an  unknown  gloom  ne.     I 

conld  no  longer  read  or  sing,  OT  dp  otherwise  than  think  ; 
ami  all  my  thoughts  were  now  grown  dark  and  melancholy. 
One  o'clock,  and  thou  wort  not  returned.  The  sound 
entered  my  heart  like  a  knife.     Two — three — struck,  and 
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then   I  thought   thou   hadst   gone  home  with  one  of  thy 
and  so  I  .10  more  about  it,  bllt  retired 

to  bed.     To  bed — but   not   to  sleep.     I  tossed  all  the  re- 
ie  night  Queasily  '>n  my  pillow.     In  the  morn- 
is  up  by  six.     He  will  return  early  to  breakfast,  I 
1  all  f«>r  thee.     The  little  bird  sang  in 

•age:  the  little  geraniums  pot   forth  their  flowers  ;  hut 
1   hlossom  were  unheeded  when  thou  wert  av 

-eight  —  nine  —  ten  —  eleven  —  t  Oh! 

,  were  those  long  hours!     I  now  began  to  get 

alarmed.     It  was  e^  at   something   unusual   must 

ied.     Thou  wert  not  wont  to  lea'  oor 

i   of  time — thy  poor  lenely  I 

rtcesca,  that  always  pined  wl  i   wert  away.     I 

w-rt  my  thoughts  l.y  reading-  ild 

[  eeei  a  dark  cloud  ;  my  eyes  saw 

that  there  was  something 

!i  would  appal  me.     I  •trove  to  eat  a  morsel 

breakfast,  but   it  was  like  a  lump  of  Are  in  my  throat.     I 

•t  swallow,  so  I  went  into  a  corner  and  cried.     Yes, 

Wo*  for  a  whole  hour.     This  r  me.     At 

\  knock  at  n  Ige 

of  r  vas  a  message  from 

.  my  own  loved  one,  who  had  not  E 

•  »u  hadst  been  to  Twickenham — thou  hadst  sought 
and  seen  thy  father.     Thou  had-  -cd  all — he  had 

for^r  '   s'»n,  and  all  was  well.     Thy  mother 

ter  tears  with  his  and  thin  re  a 

more  happy  escnee  to  make 

all  |  is  to  com  .  didst  apologize 

uld 

with  the-  ifter  so  long 

an  absence  was  more  than   i  my 

he  heartfelt  transport  of  my  soul.     Nay, 
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Wortley,  my  own  darling  love,  blame  me  not  that  I  believed 
this  tale.  I  was  so  sad,  so  excited  at  thine  absence,  that  I 
would  have  believed  any  thing  that  purported  to  come  from 
thee.     In  a  few  minutes   I  was  ready.     A   hackney-coach 

,t  the  door.  I  kissed  the  bed  where  thou  ha<lst  slept  ; 
the  glass  that  thou  had.»t  touched.  I  am  going  to  him,  I 
said;  we  shall  he  happy  ami  united  for  evermore.  Away. 
wild  thoughts!  torment  me  not;  with  Worthy's  love,  my 
life  is  heaven  ;    earth  a  paradise. 

"I  gave  my  glad  uewi  to  the  woman  of  the  house,  and 
ided  the  stairs.  The  carriage  was  empty,  but  there 
was  a  man  with  the  driver.  The  latter  touched  his  hat. 
'He  is  a  friend,  my  lady,1  he  said, 'who  has  asked  me  to 
give  him  a  lift  on  the  roa&  May  1  do  so  ?  If  not,  he  shall 
gu  .town.' 

"I  was  so  happy  myself  that  I  could  not  deny  any  thing 
that  another  needed.  'By  all  means,'  1  said:  *l  shall  he 
glad  to  serve  him  in  !  .t\.      l>ri\e  on." 

"  We  went  on  rapidly.  1  did  not  know  the  road  to 
Twickenham,  nor  did    I    BUSpecl    any  thing.      1    lay  back   i" 

cd    in    happy,  golden   dreams.      I  w 
See  my  hushand;   to  euduace    my   new  parents;   to    l 

For   thj  sake,  my   Wortley,  I 

red  not  Cor  the  change  on  my  own  ac- 
count ;    I  was  happy  with  thee  in  a  garret,  or  any  win  I 

red  not  an\  thing  hut  thy  heart.  That  was  my  world  ; 
it  was  for  that  aione  I  lived.  We  stopped  at  a  house  on  a 
lone  heath.  It  was  a  large  b0U8e,  but  there  was  an  air  of 
d  attOU  about  it.  I  had  heard  of  thy  father's  parsi- 
mony, and    I    supposed    this   desolate,    wild    place  was    in 

lance  with  it.  But  I  wondered,  as  we  drove  up  the 
hare  avenue  that  led  to  it,  that  1  saw  thee  not.  I  hoped 
for  thy  welcome  presence.  I  thought  thou  wouldst  rush 
to  moot  me;  but  the  friendly  eye  and  smile  greeted  not  thy 
fond  wife.     Presently,  I  thought,  presently  I  shall  be  in 
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his  arras  and  shall  forget  all.     We  (topped  at  the  door, 
man  who  had  come  with  the  dl  aounu-d 

!.     It  seemed  a  long  w  hi  h- 
I  to  hear  tin.'  sound  of  bolt!  and  looks.     It  was 
•vlv  unbarred;    it  nosed  a  massi  I   moved 

U  hinges.     A  mi  iwed.     1 

I.      Aa  1  <li'l  su,  the   man   Mid,  '  1 
,'an<l   disappeared.     The  door  el< 
in  I  myself  in  ■  v«st  and  m  hall.*' 

iSed ;  exhaustiiMi  MSB 
was  half  fainting ;  wl  -  gate  her  a 

iial,  which  r-  llaet  her 

Id  see  the  damp  dewa  of  death  i 
Utal  I  nod  my  fate '     I 

y,  hut  I  repressed  a  g»  and  was  still.     I 

i  not  hurst    in   t«.i  :,.      W 
•  M  she  said,  "  I  add, 

1  wax 
person.     Wl  i.  I  was  lau- 

iterest  the  woman  who  wa  me  with 

dl  as  a  hopeless  lu- 
natie  who  was  not  to  be  ii 
wor  he  regarded  as  an  idle  raving*     I        ild  will- 

I   kn<>w  not  It  «as  w.  h  was 

all  oblivion  and  death  so  long  as  I  had  not  thee.     V 

lid 
I  go 

'  :  •  ■  •     I  I  -appose 

■  t  of  God  ion 

rtal 

I)  as  I  tread  the  d  Ige  that 

rnity,  I  Me  thee — only  thee.    Thoa  art  my  onh  star — 

hope— my  only  heav  il  me.     What  speak 
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I?  God  forgive,  me;  but,  Wortley,  thou  art  my  very  soul 
forever  and  ever." 

siic  revived  again,  and  resumed  ;  but  her  voice  was  now 
more  f':iint  and  sad  than  ever.  The  'lark  enemy  of  life  had 
made  rapid  approach  within  the  last  few  minuti 

'•dm-  night,  midnight  it  mnel  have  been,  1  was  suddenly 
called  np  and  forced  to  dress.     My  clothes  were  hnddled 

On;  in \  trunk  packed  with  the  little  that  it  Contained;  and 
I  WSJ  put  into  a  Carriage.      A   man  was  inside,  lmt   1    noted 

him  not.    We  drove  off  rapidly.    We  drove  for  several 

boms  until  tin  at    <>1*  the   heavens, 

and  the  morning  dawned,  bleak,  cold,  and  gloomy.     I  wa> 

utterly  weak  and  POryoloai.      A   feat  lier  would  have  knocked 

me  down,  l  now  scanned  my  companion.  He  had  re- 
mained silent  all  the  night,  inuiiled  up  in  a  large  cloak,  but. 
it  seemed  he  did  so  rather  for  warmth  than  to  conceal  him- 
self-, i  ii  observe  no  attempt  to  screen  his  (ace. 
Thou  wilt  wonder  who  lie  was.  It  was  Pom  Balthazar. 
Id  pang  shot  through  my  soul,  hut  I  remained  out- 
wardly unmoved.        I  ;it    him    long   and   earnestly 

before  I  could  be  positive  thai  it  i  At  length,  he 

looked  at  me  steadfastly,  savin 

••  ■  i>o  \  on  kn 

M*l  I  ;   'you  are  1 5nl t haCST,  1 1 1 ■ 

M  •  The  same,'  he  L      'Hast   any  tiling  to  say  to 


me 


444  Why  am  I  here?      Where  is  my  hiisl.and  V 

U( These  are  questions   I  cannot  answer  now.     But 

our  husl.and.     He  has  left  England  in  w 
I  only  beard  so  last  night.    The  moment  I  did,  I 

red  to  place  you  In  Ids  hands  without  further  di 

••  •  Balthazar,1  I  said.  •  this  is  a  lie.     You  do  not  mean  to 
take  me  to  my  husband.1 

"  lie  swore  that  he  was  telling  BBS  the  truth  ;    he  swore  it 
with  such  awful  oaths  that  1  half  believed  him.     Ala9 ! 
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what  "will  not  powerful  hope  persuade  the  heart  f     Even 
e  sink  into  the  abyss  of  waters,  and  all  aroun 

<iuite  despair  of  I   remained 

tation.       The    man    also    s]  \\  .■ 

I  horses,  and  got  to  the  river  side  ;  I  suppose  it  was 

1    was   now  in    his 

As  we  approached  the  place,  he  drew  a  pi 

••    You  know  me;    I  shall  have  no  ■ 

s  to  be  silent  ;  if  not.  1.     I  wi 

no  i  ill  shoot 

nstant,  au<l  I  ha\  ed  measures  so  that 

v  his  threat-.      I      i\ .»  sinee  known  that 
re  foolish,  and  that  1  OQghl  to  have  detpll 

tit  at  all  hazards;   hut,  dear 
was  gone.     I  ha  or  sleep.     I 

was    l*-si.|..    .1    r,     Ivl.-sf,-  .i.-adly    \ill:iin.  «!i.i    1    knew  w..uhl 

•pcd  to  fi 
in  t  who  would  defend  mo  from  him.     1 

on  board,  for  I  was  so  weak 
that  11  v  walk.      I  was  *  -wn  into  a  en 

me  with  a  woman;  hut  I   fainted,  and 

•  I  i   hut  little  more.     A  long  time  pass, 

long  and  gloomy  I  took  no  hoed  of  it.     Whether  it 

was  days,  or  mo:.  vas  all  the  same  to  roe. 

I  was  in  a  ©  1  by  women  who  be- 

ne to  tak  1,  and  spoke  smo< 

arts.     I: 

irkened  not  to  them.     T 
•hat  thou  i  that  it  was  thy 

Dg  command   that    I   should  take 

I  had  now  become  so  suspicious  in  all  things, 
that  I  ti  "iu\    Sou  by  hour  this  wretched  im] 
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t-nity  continued;  my  life  was  all  miserable.     At  length  T 

said:   'Why  should  I  bo  a  nun?      I    have  no  faith   in  your 

ton;  1  have  a  religion  <»f  my  own.     Your  creed  is  all 
show;  my  creed  is  of  the  heart  within/     What  more  I 
I  know  not,  hut  I  was  soon  after  taken  to  the  Holy  oilier, 
as  it  is  palled.     I  bid  spoken  blasphemy;  those  to  whom  I 
bad  spoken  it  i  il  in  confession,  as  they  were  hound 

to  do.  The  Inquisition  never  pardons  words  like  these;  I 
was  bronghl  before  them,  and  mildly  questioned.  Bui 
thou  knowcsl  their  manner — the  mildness  of  the  dove — the 
:        :i  of  the  serpent.     1  answered  little;  I  learned  that  I 

oiideinned.      I    found   by  their   qnestlOllB,  and    by  the 
papers  Which  I  I   uie  t<>  m  unknown  ; 

I  had  been  given  over  to  them  under  a  false  name.     Sad 
known  who  I  i  ent  me 

cold  scarcely  bav< 

near  thee.      II  1  tliat  they  did  so,  for  to  die  thus  in 

thine  amis,  my  husband,  i->  the  sole  pleasure  1  have  bad  for 
years.      Oh  I  bett  I   BO  to  pass  away  than  to  have  lived, 

a  prisoner  in  ;i  cell  alone," 

her  that   vivi- 
:al.  an- 1  lbs  stro'.  up,  l>ut    she   could    not. 

ilie   not. 
••  \\  y  husband,  wliere  ait  thou  ?"  she   said.      "1 

cannot  see  thee." 

"I  :i!n  heir.  Franceses;  here  by  thy  side,"  and  I  guided 
her  hand  to  my  face. 

••  <  >,  my  husband  !  bl  'bit  the  last 

minute  is  come.     Would  that  I  could  bc  ce  again.11 

stroked  my  face  with  her  jpoor/i  feeble  hand,  as  well 

as  she  could,  ami  fell  back  heavily  on  my  arm.      I  laid  her 
j    down  on  the  bed.      All  the  women  were  diw.lwd  in 
IIrre\  OlOSed.      We   thought    her   gOli 

ever.     But  it  was  not  so.     She  opened  them  in  a  little  time, 
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and  looked  at  me.     A  holy  and  immortal  light  beamed  out 
of  them. 

I  be  blessed,"  she  murmured.  "He  has  heard  my 
..r.     My   husband,  I  see  thee;    kiss  me  once  more — 
thou  knowest  not  how  I  have  loved  Um  a  smile 

came  over  that  innocent  I 

;  .-nil  as  I  pressed  my  lips  to  ho: 
\  bright  and  illuminated 

lur  Ikes  lor  a  moment.     Itwu  liK  iron  light  of  the 

northern  heaven.     It  gleamed  and  was  g<  :  was  no 

infinite  and  Eternal. 
What  more  i  1  know  not.      1    Ml  down  sti 

to  the  heart.    When  I  regained  m\  told  me 

that  1  been  buried  ■  week.     It  was  so. 

tncesco — mine  own — my  holjf  one — but  not 
y  we  shall  nn 


OH  I  i'Ti:  ii    I  x  I  \  1 1 1. 

but  one 

..id  sworn  to  have,  and    I   did  not  lik 
ik  a  vow  wh;  Pom 

had  not 
nada.     I  had  wpposed  that  he  was  far  away,  and  I 
1  all  but 

iin    my  i«  a  ;  to 

whenever  1  bit  UmUbi 
tnaft  >  ombat  with  this  wretch  was  not  I 

1  rest  .11  him  i. 

ment  I  eould  do  so.     On  further  Inqui 
that  although  he  had  not  indeed  left  < 
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eealed  in  the  Starr*  Nevada,  and  was  in  hourly  communi- 
cation with  the  Qitanos.  Some  business  of  the  last  impor- 
tance detained  him,  it  was  said:  he  was  hastening  to  con- 
chuk'  it  by  every  mean*  |  :uid  I  was  assured  by  my  informant 
— one  of*  the  hand  00  whom  I  could  rely — that  he  Mas  in 
ny  of  fear  le>t  he  should  fall  in  with  me.  for  his  con- 
science, perhaps  his  instinct,  told  him,  that  when  we  next 
met.  one  Of  both  of  M  nasi  foil,  and  that  our  encounter 
wa-  to  be  war  to  the  knife.  1  communicated  with  Bermu- 
dez,  and  BOttghl  hit  advice  and  assistance.  That  grave 
commander  mused  and  hesitated. 

••My    friend.*'    lie    Mid,   '"tliat    y<>u   are    right    in    killing 

Dom  Balthasar  cannot  admit  of  any  doubt.    All  the  Vati- 
can priests  frill  absolve  yon,  sad  even  the  Holy  Office  will 
re  you  absolution  tor  so  virtuous  a  deed.    T  he  re  arc  two 

ways   Of  killing  I   man — one   is   that   in  which  whilst    you 

destroy  him,  yon  perish  yourself;  the  other  is  that  in  which 
while  he  perishes, yon  yourself  get  off  scot  free.    If  you 

for  the  tir>t  of  these  you  will  have  no  trouble;  you 

have   only  to   denounce    him   tO   the   police  as  a    murderer, 

and    he  will   he  parroted,  hut   you  will   be  again   locked   up 

lift  in  the   inquisition,  or  probably  put   to  death  for 
having  been  mixed  up  in  our  littli  fTroy.     For  my 

own    part    I    don't    approve  Of  the   first    mode  at  all  ;   hut    I 

prefer  theaecond  oours%wbiofa  is  the  pleasantest  in  the 

end." 

-Captain,''  I  answered,  "I  have   no  desire  to  bring   my- 
self within  the  hands  of  the  priests  again,  and  time  | 
We  DUSt   all   depart    from   this   place,  ami   speedily,  OT  the 
whole  country  will  he  upon  ih  for  OUT  late  affair.      But  JUS- 
tice  imperatively  demands   that    the  man  shall   die;   and  if 

I  cannot  myself  fmd  him,  I  must  then  denounce  the  murder 
to  the  authorities;  so  that  I  destroy  him,  I  disregard  what 

happens  to    myself.      There   are    some   things    for   which    I 
wish  to  live,  and  I  will  live  if  I  can  ;  but  be  it  life,  or  be  it 
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death,  Balthazar  must  perish.     We  two  cannot  live  on  the 
same  earth." 

'•  I  think,"  replied  the  Captain,  M  that  it  is  always 
to  live  than   «_r"  into  the  Cold   and   lonely 

plaee ;  or  if  you  have  companion-  they  are  hut  a  poor  set 
1  applaud  your  resolution  t<>  keep  yourself  in 
hole  skin:  and  I  equally  think  that  Iialthazar  must  die. 
Indeed,  it  is  now  come  to  this  that  one  of  you  must  cease 
to  I  f  the  ot  iiher  of  you  .uu 

•;  i-.  H->w  he  must  -ll<  I 
know  :i  friend  who,  for  a  small  consideration,  will  stall  him 
when  you  Bay  tin-  word.  r  one  Hi.  will  do 

it  OUf  Of  ]>n: 

•  at  all,"  I   ni  "1    mean  to 

stah  him  : 

mndez  opened  his  eyos  nii'l  hushed.     Ho 
»k  m\  hand. 

•  ll.-w 
to  think  of  it  '.'      B  M  as  dull 

And  '.:int    fellow   !  1   his 

t  hands,  rind    lh:i  round  me.  and  ki-- . d  in.- 

iitircd — 

ii  you  r  to  the  place  s 

That  is  :ill  I  want."' 

•■ 

md 

con 

for  a  hundn  nd  not  find 

i   man.      But  a  doot  Open.      1  will 

put  one  of  n                          upon  l.i  ind  if  the  wit  of 

man  can  find  him,  hi-  shall  In- found.    Confide  in  rhe,6enor, 

and  all  will  be  well.     To  an  DM  d 

We  shall  our-.  lays  to 
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let  our  recent  little  pleasantry  blow  over;  but  here,  there 
and  everywhere  3011  may  command  us." 

1  thanked  the  Captain,  and  waited  eagerly  for  our  next 
meeting.  He  came  to  me  on  the  following  day  about  sun- 
set.    His  eyes  sparkled ;  I  knew  that  he  was  successful. 

"Seimr."  be  said,  ••  1  have  found  your  man;  he  is  hidden 
in  the  Mulhacen.  From  all  I  can  discover  he  leaves  Granada 
in  a  day  or  two,  never  to  return.  He  intends,  ire  are  told, 
il  over  to  Africa.  Now,  therefore,  is  your  time,  or 
never*  You  can  have  two  of  my  nun  as  guides,  and  my 
best  mules  or  horses  for  your  expedition.  But  you  had  best 
set  out  to-night."' 

I  thanked  him  with  all  my  heart,  and  immediately  got 
ready.  I  borrowed  a  pair  of  pistols  and  a  dagger,  of  finest 
keenest  steel,  from  Bermudez,  and  wrapping  myself  up  in 
a  large  cloak  I  started  with  niv  companion  for  the  bandits' 
quarter*.     We  reached  them  about  nine  o'clock,  and  Ber- 

mudez  added   to  the  scout,  who  had  discovered   the  retreat 

of  Balthazar,  our  old  friend  Julian  Etomea,  who  willingly 
joined  mc  in  my  holy  expedition.  They  put  up  a  quan- 
tity of  provisions,  ami  we  proceeded  OH  our  way  at  mid- 
night. We  took  several  mules,  and  three  noble  Andalu- 
sian  Steed*. 

I  was  now  going  on  the  most  just  and  honorable  expe- 
dition that  ever  man  had  taken.  The  career  of  Balthazar 
seemed  to  have  been  that  of  a  villain  from  his  cradle.  By 
his  own  account,  he  had  dealt  in  blood  and  murder  ever 
since  he  could  do  any  thing.  Poison  and  the  knife  were 
familiar  to  him.  He  was  in  truth  a  wild  beast  let  loose 
upon  society.  He  had  come  in  my  path,  and  crossed  me 
from  the  basest  and  most  mercenary  motives;  he  had 
vowed  enmity  against  me  without  a  single  act  of  provoca- 
tion, and  he  had  carried  out  that  enmity  by  driving  me 
from  the  gypsies,  where  I  had  so  long  been  domesticated, 
by  plotting  against  my  Francesca;  by  forcing  us  to  flight; 
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bj  procuring  my  own  confinement  and  her  abduction;  and 
finally  by  his  cruel  murder  of  my  innocent  wile  in  my  very 
•nee.  My  own  fate  would  doubtless  follow,  unless  1 
purged  the  earth  of  such  a  wreteh.  Ill—  destruction,  there- 
fore, became  my  duty.  I  thought  of  Akiba,  and  the  simi- 
larity between  this  portion  of  our  lives,  and  though  my 
moral  feeling  made  me  admire  that  astonishing  sacrifice  <>f 
himself  to  dutj,  Which  MintMm'fl  life  had  deveh>l»e<l.  my 
judgment  and  my  heart  rebelled  against  any  consideration 

operating  in  this  case  on  the  ••  1-  apt 

te  law  of  nature?"  I  asked.     And  I  thought  of  the 

1    sparrows    which    I    had    seen    and    noted    SO 
many  \ .  ben  the  guill  D  to 

the   death,  by  tin-   instinctive  in    the  \ 

birds.     uHad  Manasam  been  a  man,"  1  -aid.  uhe  should 

ha\  her  to  the  heart,  if  in  truth   he  knew 

that  his  brother  wrai  I  party  to  that  foul  and  cruel  irn 

like  th<  I  learned  Akiba,  who 

deal  U  his  foe-,  and  in  their  blood   appeared   the 

■ph  I. 

ipanion,  Jnlii  annae  me.  or  to 

•  n,  bnt   I   was  too  much    absorbed   in 
thought!  lihe  these  U)  attend   to  him.  Of  tO  U 

marks.     The    moon  as  an   orb  of   silver 

ndor,  and    lighted    Op  the  whole   mountain  with  a  soft 

and  is  loveliness;  bnt  ■  sad  and  melancholy  I 

seemed  to  wrap  all  things,  and  whan  I  gaaad  opt 

the    Mai's    (hi  1    to    glean    over   me    wit: 

proaeblul  glance,  which  penetrated  to  my  heart.     But  when 

Oked  before  me,  I  knew  that  in  the  mountain  dwelt  that 

fierce,  relent  r,  who  had 

lily  happinei  1  was  i  that  no  feeling 

■  inpunction   should   stay  my  hand   until   it  was 

;  with  his  lit'ed>lood.      We  pas-.  Isr  hills, 

tha'  as   suddenly  petrified,  and  reached  a 
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gentle  slope,  which  is  the  first  table  land.  We  rested  our 
males  beside  a  little  spring,  whose  waters  sparkled  like  dia- 
monds over  the  green  grass;  and  as  the  sun  now  began  to 
rise,  we  couhl  now  clearly  see  the  distant  peak  of  Mulhacen, 
where  I  knew  my  enemy  was  sleeping.  II'>w  calm  and  holy 
it  looked!  the  abode  of  innocence  Itself  could  not  be  more 
still.  While  we  refreshed  ourselves,  a  huge  viper  stole  out 
of  some  adjacent  brushwood.     He  fixed  his  dark  eves  upon 

us  and  hissed    fiercely,  a   greeting  whieh  our   guide   repaid 

by  thrusting  him  through  the  stomach  with  a  swordstick. 

Here  a  eurious  Incident  occurred.     A  little  bird  no  b 

than  my  finger  had  watched  our  proceedings  wry  atten- 
tively.     No  sooner  was  the  viper  disabled   than    it   Hew  up 

with,  the  feathers  of  its  neck  standing  on  end;  it  Happed 

its  Wing8j  and  piped  a  Strange  ami  shrill  note  of  exulta- 
tion. Kvery  time  that  any  portion  of  the  venomous  beast 
writhed  convulsively,  the  bird  shrank  hack  in  deadly  l'r:ir: 
soon,  however,  it   returned  to  the  charge,  and  peeked  the 

viper  with  its  Leak,  after  which  it  WOttld  rise  into  the  air 
three  or  four  feet,  chirping  loudly  again  and  again.  I  do 
not  know  what  the  serpent  could    have   done   in  its  lifetime 

to  the  little  bird,  or  what  was  the  feeling  of  hatred  we  had 

gratified  by  killing  the  viper:   l>ut  it  is  certain  thai    I  never 

beheld  such  an  amount  of  delight  in  any  thing  before. 

"  It  is  l  good  omen."  said  my  companion,  and  I  hailed 
it  as  sueh.  We  mounted  our  mules,  and  proceeded  onward 
in  silence. 

The  sun  had  now  fully  risen,  and  revealed  to  us  the  wild 
and  ragged  aspect  Of  the  mountain.  We  could  no  longer 
see  the  summit,  for  each  separate  table  land  hid  all  that, 
was  above  it ;  but  we  COUld  form  an  idea  of  t  he  vast  extent 
over    which    we    tra versed.       On    every    side    were    awful 

chasms,  deep  down   into  the  base  of  the  mountain.     I 

looked  into  them,  and  longed  to  fling  my  foe  headlong 
from  their  tops,  and  so  suspend  him  half-alive  ou  one  of 
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the  naked  crags  that  rose  up  out  of  the  bottom,  until  he 
was  devoured  by  snakes,  ox  cat;;,  or  vultures.     We  a 

BS    scarcely   two    feet    vide,   00   either    side   of   which 
yawned  one  of  these  frightful  a  reel;  pa* 

then).     On  and  onward  Beemed  to  be  the  only  though!  el 

my  heart,  and  I  believe    1    should    have  walked  with    Hiked 
•  1  hot  plank  of  iron  -  it   (beting 

f  I  had  but  beheld  I>om  Balthazar  at  the  ether  end, 
so  ardent  was  my  thirst  for  vengeance.     The  « 

creamed  above  onr  heads.     1  hailed  the  tntelarj 

with  joy.  and  in  their  shrill  clang  1  were, 

.  on. 

\\  <•  were  here  met  by  a  caravan  of  donkey  drivers,  de- 
scending from  the  higher  points  of  the  mountain  with  their 
panniers  of  snow.    We  stopped  and  questioi  My 

the  spokesman.     Lifting  bis  sombrero,  and  l.ow- 
i ii ix  profoundly,  be  asked  whether  they  bad  met  eaj  one 
morning  <>n  the  upper  hills.    They  answered  n 

on  the  day  before   they  had  tall,  dark    man  with  a 

Ing  the  distant  city  with  ■ 

1  was  so  InteBi  that  he  did  SOt  SVSS  see  them 

ie  (hem  good-bye,  and  rode  on.    Thi 
Balthazar;  1  knew  him  h\  tription.     Sewas  then 

evidently  alarmed.     Probably  he  on  the 

Speed  —in  rapiditj  of naovesnsat  was 

:dy   ehai,  B    OW   mules   im-re   <pwckly 

than  ever.      The  Andalusian    boites  which  up  to  this  were 

led  by  ■  youth  belonging  to  the  hand  wets  totJsrrod  here, 
.t  we  might  have  I  urn.     Th< 

1  with  them  to  watch. 

The  snowy  region  now  appeared.     We  had  got  t"  trs> 
terrible  wild  of  rooks  and  precipices,  Snag 

nd  of  some  Titan   upon  t 

fa  thousand  Stonehenges  were  here 

all  massed  int<  tun.     We  saw  innumerable 
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snakes  and  vipers,  and  disturbed  a  vast  variety  of  birds, 
whose  shrill  and  angry  cries  disconcerted  us  a  good  deal. 
They  protested  against  our  intrusion  on  their  domains. 
They  seemed  to  hate  the  face  of  man.  Had  they  but  known 
his  heart  as  intimately  as  I  have,  they  would  have  had 
bitter  reason  to  loathe  his  presence, 

From  this  place  we  could  see  an  immense  rock,  that  rose 
towering  to  the  right.     My  guide  pointed  it  out. 

"In  yonder  nook,"  he  said,  "the  man  you  seek  abides. 
If  you  speak)  let  it  be  in  whispers.  The  thin  air  carries 
the  voice  far,  and  your  approach  may  be  known  before  you 
are  quite  ready.  With  a  good  rifle  from  yonder  elevation, 
the  gypsy  thief  might  easily  shoot  you  to  the  heart.  He 
always  goes  m lined." 

With  what  a  fierce  exulting  joy  I  fixed  my  eyes  upon  the 
accursed  dwelling  of  my  foe.  In  an  hour  we  should  be 
there;  in  an  hour  I  should  grapple  with  the  destroyer  of 
Frances.:!.  :ind  rid  the  world  of  his  presence  forever.  Oh! 
that  I  had  done  it  on  that  well-rcmenihered  night,  when 
his  life  was  in  my  hands,  and  a  touch  of  the  trigger  would 
have  prevented  all  thete  miseries  I  had  undergone;  would 
have   preserved    the   life   that  was  dearer  to  me  than    mine 

own;  and  given  me  happiness  for  all  the  future.  It  was 
not  to  be;  and  it  was  now  too  late  to  repine.  We  dis- 
mounted again  under  the  covert  of  some  of  the  vast  firs 
with  which  the  plaOS  was  filled;  our  mules  were  sadly  tired  ; 
we  ourselves  also  were  in  need  <>!'  refreshment,  and  we  v. 
quite  sure  that,  if  Balthazar  had  not  already  escaped,  and 
were  in  the  mountain,  he  could  not  now  elude  us.  Wo  let  our 
mules  browse  freely,  and  gave  ourselves  up  to  the  necessary 
indulgence  of  food  and  rest.  The  sun  was  now  in  his 
zenith;  all  was  still  and  bright;  but  the  mountain  air 
cooled  the  beams  that  otherwise  would  have  struck  death. 
We  bathed  our  feet  and  brows  in  a  gushing  tarn,  and  were 
again  ready  for  the  saddle. 
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"It  seems  to  me,"  said  Julian, kl  that  the  greatest  caution 
is  now  requisite.  If  we  proceed  further  at  present,  we  shall 
one  and  all  of  us  be  picked  off  by  this  fellow's  bullets,  as 
easily  as  a  child  may  Uing  a  stone  against  a  wall.  With 
the  elevation  that  he  commands,  and  the  front  we  shall 
present,  escape  would  be  hopeless,  ami  from  what  we  awhile 
ago  heard,  it  is  evident  that  t!:<  will  not  be  caught 

napping.      Indeed,  I   should   not  wonder  if  he  has  already 
ered  our  approach  with  his  telescope,  and  only  waits 
until  we  are  wit  Lin  a  -  nee  for  his  rille,  to  rid  him- 

self of  all  further  apprehension  or  pursuit.     What  say  you, 

as  no  disputing  the  sagacity  of  my  companion's 
remark.     To    wait    was    evidently    the    wives!    and    - 
-  ;   lut  •  "aiii  that  while  W« 

so  dilatory,  t!  that   he  had'!  lour 

pursuit,  Would   not   make  off  by  some  other  route,  a: 

ill  further  trouble  about  him'    Beside*,  I  was  now  in 
te  of  wild  and  savage  excitement.     I  !  lound 

■rhen   he  scents  the  track  of  the  game.      I    longed  to 
see  his  Mood,  to  dabble   my  hands   in   it,  to  see  it   t!> 

•'«ncs.     1  was  become  a  |>erfect  arild  beast  in  my  thirst 
f>r  \(  While  my  judgment,  tl  .  for  a  mo- 

ment approved  of  the  counsel  of  Julian,  By  passions  stood 
up  against  it,  and  after  a  brief  pan*  e  I  t<>  pn 

••.Julian,-'  1  said,  ••  1  must  go  on.  I  should  drop  dead  if 
i  .nam   here    inactive   until   evening  j  the 

•  v  of  the  delay  would  kill  me.      Whatever  he  (he  ii-,lc 
1  shall  proceed.     I  feel  a  presentiment  that  I  shall  not  die, 
be  will   fall.     Meanwhile,  my  friend,  now   that   I 
bare  nyeyc  upon  this  Bar  me  to  po 

1  shall  rejoin  you  when  all  i*  over.-' 
Julian  shook  his  head. 

l'.\'u,"  sai  I  he,  "  I  will  not  consent  to  this.     How  know 
we  that  Halthazur  has  not  friends  with  him  who  would  over* 
34 
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power  you  with  their  numbers,  and  murder  you  in  cold 
blood  t  And  you  :\re  as  yet  only  twenty-two.  I  ]  ledge  my 
honor  to  you  that,  If  he  should  he  alone,  I  will  not  inter- 
fere with  your  just  revenge;  it  shall  be  a  fair  combat  be* 
en  man  and  man.  Dot  if  He  has  companion  .  I  and  my 
l.rot  will  aid  you  to  the  la^t  gasp,  :r.id  it  shall  not 

le  one  Ufa  that  they  shall  take,  but  tin 

lie  said  this  with  sue'.i  a  determined  resolution,  that  I 
raw  it  would  1  e  useless  to  irjtte  him  out  of 
him  1  v  the  hand  and  thanked  him.     Y>  .  I  ut 

got  Into  onf  saddles  and  pi 

ll  at  this  moment  as  |f  every  nerve  were  iron.      I   Sat 

>n  my  nude  stiff  as  a  statin-  of  cold  steel.     I  could  not 
feel  my  my  pnlse  throb,  so  calm  Ion- 

my  condition.    1  went  upon  this,  the  final  sti 

of  the  hum.  :is  a  Judge  goes  upon  the  Judgmcnl  a  :'.t  to  con- 

me  hi  leous  criminal  to  death  for  murder.    It  was 

rid  a  human  belli  :  but  to 

OUt  the  existence  of  some   noxious  and  pcstifcrotti 

!'  Qod   and    man,  whom    it   was  a   DOSl* 

;  to  slay.     I  could  now  no  Ion 
lodge  of  time  oi  I   knew  not  whether  I  rode  or 

walked;  I  only  fonnii  that  I  was  impelled  along  towards 
the  lair  when'  m 

by  a  sudden  cry  from 
my  companion,  and  looking  op  I  iaw  Dom  Balthazar,  who 

ep   precipice,  and 

ahnoet   before  I   had  seen   him,  my  !  pierced 

bullet,  and  in  a  moment  after,  my  mule  fell  dead  beneath 
me  from  a  second  shot.  Julian  instantly  dismounted  to 
give  me  Up  the  creature  which  he  himself  had  ridden,  hut 
before  he  could  do  s<>.  the  mule  reared  on  its  haunches,  and 
fell  shot  through  the  very  brain.  Balthazar  again  aimed  at 
us  the  fourth  time;  but  Julian  now  lired,  and  this  or  some- 
thing else  unnerved  him  for  the  moment,  for  his  sihot  passed 
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harr  .er  our  beads,  and  ho  retreated  behind  his 

rock.  itlv  for  the  purpose  cf  I  a.     We 

now  lost  do  time,  but  charged  up  the  -  To  our  sur- 

B,  no  tilth  shot  was  fired,  1-ut  w  ed   tho 

mounte  I  on 
a  splendid  m  fully  armed.     The  creature  I  to 

th  a  sui 
r  his  rider  to  get  int  ite 

. 
er  and  n< 

as  within    |  ;ho 

us  hit.     She  reared  ami  threw  hi. 

-  from  .  Wo  dow 

u  him,  and  wore  so  close  that  I. 

for- 
with  .1  and  dagg  ■•     He  iho 

eed  of  a  hu.. 

moat  aa 
all 

■ 

.t  him  s. 
•troi  'he 

e   was  a 
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creature;  but  I  1ml  made  it  mad,  and  it  scarcely  knew 
what  it  did,  or  whither  it  was  borne.  I  myself  was  per- 
fectly insane.  We  crossed  fearful  chasms,  an  1  rattle  1 
down  the  steep  mountain  side,  ss  yon  may  Bee  the  burning 
lava  dash  when  all  Mount  Etna  is  in  Dame  and  the  moon  is 
red  as  blood.  Tire  lashed  out  of  every  flint — dust  and 
sn;<>ke  were  mingled;  through  stream  and  underwood  we 
rushed.     The  whole  scene  before  me  seemed  to  wave  and 

roll   and   whirl.     The  distant  V,  Lched  out    like  one 

\ast    boiling  "cean.  and  was  now  near,  now  alar  off;   BOW 

owtttantling  with  sunny  light, 
a  hundred  mocking  fiends  between  myself  and  Balthazar; 
a  hundred  Bga  sout  of  the  very  stones,  and 

laugh  me  to  scorn,  and  struggle  to  impede  my  wild  pursuit. 
Methought  also  that  I  heard  home  haekward  by  the  ! 
the  disdainful  shouts  pf  my  (be,  as  he  nrged  on  his  Qiry 

courser,  and  lade  defiance  BO  si]  my  tin < 

Ho;  s itliin  my  l-.cart.     We  proaoliing the 

place  wltere Captaio  Bermudesand  his  friends  we 

and  I  douhted  not  that  a  bullet  from  BOmc  friendly  liand 
WOUld  stop  the  course  either  of  the  horse  OB  his  rider.      M y 

mule  was  now  getting  beat;  t!  f  Aral»  blood  had 

distaaeed  her;   and,  a!  lonally  1  caught  a  glimpse 

<f   BaHhaaar,  I  I   in   inv  pursuit    rather   by  the 

thunder  of  his  Oying  courser  than  by  snj  other  indication 

t!i  t  1  was  on  the  right  track.     Though  I  could  see  from 

alar  off  that  we  were  right  in  the   1  audit's  COUrSi 

of  stoppage  was  presented.    <)n  the  contrary,  Balthazar 

appeared  at  the  extreme  end, having  safely  passed  tin 

the  bandit's  I  ivonac.  1  urged  mv  wearied  mule  more  and 
more,  but  more  and  more  she  faltered  in  the  race.  At 
I  galloped  madly  down  a  narrow  bridle-road, 
through  which  I  could  still  hear  the  far-rctrea'ing  echoes 
of  the  Andalusian's  hoof's  and   iron  the  nude  stag- 

gered, groaned,  and  would  have  falicu  headlong  had  1  not 
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supported  her  with  a  tight  ren,  and  check  d  her  terrible 
-    ueelv  had  1  stayed   her  and  dismounted,  when 
lead  before  me;  her  heart  was  broken  in  t he  I 
fill  race,     I   lost  no  time   in  pressing  onward.     The  first 
-  Captain  Hcrmmlcz.     In  a  few  moments  I 
I    him    all.      lie  ilia!.  over   bit 

Is,  nor  was  he  less  enragt  that  which  Balthazar 

was  so   iineerem 

illion  he  possess'  -■•me  wii  . 

it,  he  mounted  n 
••  I  would  haw  -  m  as  he  pa*- 

know  revenge  is  sweet,  and  I  wouhl 
of  the  heavenly  morse!. W  aud  I  was  glad  ho  wouhl  i. 
i   I  was  i:  like  a   1.  was  a  nobler 

Steed   than   that  which   my    fiiend    Drrmtidez  owned.     H is 
b  I  loo* I  was  e,  so  bright,  so  calm,  so 

I   full   of  orient   t  it    haw 

.■ 
thunders  of  the  ti<>d  of  Truth,  and  gate  I 

it,  which  had  so  1 
and  son  «  steed 

was  lVgasus,  when,  with  wings  fin  thousand  *-|  km- 

ii  heaven,  and  . 

hull  how 
e  that  carried  A**^f*tf  to  conquest,  add  ion-  him 

lit  ; 
eoat  was  smooth  aud  glossy  as  opal  or  Venetian  glass; 
■sk  was  like  the  hors< 
with   thuixl.  strils  breathed  ethereal 

flan  >  not  exaggerate.  use 

lie  too  great  for  me  I  splendid  anim  il.     I 

hav.  •  be  hefM  ever  si:. 

bis  sake*  and  I  never  until  then  appreciated  the  deep  ■ 

i  sea, 
..c  had  M  vim  customs  of  so  many 
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strange  people,  yet  found  all  the  virtues  under  Leaven  only 
in  t.ie  horse.  In  a  lew  words  ljermudez  told  him  what  I 
meant — that  I  was  following  a  fiend,  and  must  perish  <>r 
destroy  him;  and  he  patted  his  neek  and  pinched  his  ears, 
and  bade  him  he  my  friend  in  all  I  did.  Bight  well,  0 
Doble  Slim,  didst  thou  understand  thy  master's  words. 
lie  pawed  proudly  ere.  I  mounted  him;  he  turned  upon  mc 
his  eyes  of  lull  and  bright  intelligence,  and  when  1  was 
Seated  on  his  back,  he  moved  forward  with  a  stately 

that  passed  almost  from  a  trot  into  the  speed  of  a  lightning 
flash.  A  moment  since  1  was  with  the  bandits — and  now 
where    vcre  tb< 

On,  on,  and  we  were  at  AU^yein.  The  perforated  cav- 
erns of  the  Gitanos,  crowned  with  Indian  fig-trees  and 
shrubs  of  emerald-green,  passed  before  my  eyes  like  a 
quickly-moving  panorama.  I  had  a  short  glimpse  of  hun- 
dreds and   hundreds  of  dark-eyed  children   rolling  before 

their  mothers'  doors,  or  crowning  each  other  with  Sowers; 
but,  like  a  gashing  meteor,  1  was  there  and  gone;   and, 

though  my  brethren  r  US  bed   in  crowds  to  see  me,  attracted 

by  the  thundering  noise  of  my  horse's  hoofs,  I  can  only 
recollect  all  that  then  occurred  like  a  nightmare  dream.  I 
l.ad  now  wholly  lost  Bight  of  DofU  Halt ha/.ar,  but  some  of 
the  (iitanos  had  pointed  out  the  road  that  he  had  taken, 
and  it  was  that  precisely  which  I  supposed  he  would 
pursue.  It  was  in  the  direction  of  San  11"  pie,  from  which, 
as  I  supposed,  he  mi- lit  possibly  obtain  a  passage  on 
board  snip,  and  thus  effectually  baffle  Ill(-'  ,ul'  the  l'! 
]\ow  I  had  got  outside  Granada, and  was  in  the  glorious 

.  over  which  I  passed  like  lire,  inquiring  of  every  pas- 
soager  whether  a  flying  horseman  was  in  front,  and  receiv- 
ing satisfactory  proof  in  every  answer  that  I  had  followed 
the  right  course,  and  must  soon  overtake  my  man.  The 
crops  were  in  full  perfection, and  miglit  easily  have  afforded 
h*ixi  a  hj«Upg  placx,  for  they  weie  full  seven  feet  hi-h;  hut 
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I  wn?  so  cnroful  in  my  inquiries,  and  t!:o   I  to  all 

tallied  so  well,  that  I  had  uo  dotibl  he  was  .still  in  the  high 

nd  he  had  already  slseked  his  hor>e*s 
so  confident  was  lie  that  my  mule  had  fa  11$  vdily 

must  do  so.    Now  I  passed  La  Mala,  and 

■  mv  country  which  lies  between  that   and 
Huclma,  passed   in  less  than  twenty  minutes,  cheering  my 
•  I,  :m<l  patting  him  <»n  neck  an  1  head,  until  I  felt 
that  in  e\  I  \e.u  he  I 

rider. 

rio-is  hmit.    I  Weened  nv 

.  tnon.     My 
lent — a  thousand 
ts  darted  scrost  eheld  t  e 

earth  ami  mountain  ami 

. 
thron  I  that  the 

my  pur> 

■.  Slid   1  w:is  l.y  to  1  and 

I  had    heard   Of   i  iffl  to 

following  the 

Titans  with  ai  thunderbolts,  and 

lightnings  <>f  was  Apollo  In  lus  stm* 

:i  j    now    1 

■  lion,  whi 
I 

or  the  is  .   when   he 

came  forth  like  a  tern]  rreak  re  i 

Patroclus;  again  1  to  the  Erynnes,  that 

n    his   gn 

•  n  having 
ng  l'\  the  son  <,i 
i  soared  he  li  through  tha 

en 
Away  ;  away  ;  aw«v  :  an  allant  steed  heard  the 
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word,  lie  seemed  to  fly  over  the  ground.  I  had  DO  need  to 
guide  him  with  the  rein,  or  urge  him  with  the  heel.  With 
the  quick  intelligence  of  his  kind,  he  thoroughly  under- 
stood my  motive  and  my  heart  Veil  thou  glorious  child 
of  the  desert,  I  see  in  thy  ihining  eyes,  end  haughty  neck, 

that  thou  also  dost  hate  this  accursed  wretch;  thy  Mood 
is  up  against  him;  thou  knowest  that  he  has  wronged  me, 
ami  that  he  merits  death.      ESvan  now  thy  brain  pants  wit h 

the  anticipated  rapture  of  m\  ■.    Thou  s'.ialt  be 

known  to  all  time;  thou  shalt  be  honored  as  the  most 
glorious  steed.     Away;   away:   away;  and  1  -t  wc 

were  1  orne,  scarcely  touching  the  Ignoble  earth,  but  anne  1, 
and  winded,  u  %  it li  exultant  joy  and  ho, 

outsliij  ;  a  imls  in  Speed* 

What  oijeit  stops  me  in  my  path?    It  is  o  woman  and 

a  child;   they  era  lying  straight   before  me.    Are  thef 

l>  or  dead?     Stay,  stay,  thou  nolle  tteed.     Lei  as  not 

trample  down  the  shin.  hap  the  fiery  heal  has 

stricken  them*  and  they  are  resting  btigued  after  a  hard 

wandering.     6U  .  and   I   reined  hiiu  in,  but 

gently,  gently,  for  his  Arab  blood  was  up,  and  it  was  with 

difficulty  that   be  could   even   stay  himself.      lint  when  the 
v  mv  object, end  thai  in  the  narrow 

path  we  must  crush  th<  roman  aud  her  l  ale  if 

1  not,  I  e  ■  no  furtl  from  me,  but 

gradually  subsided  into  a  gentle  trot,  and  from  that  into  a 
blow  lut  haughty  pace.     No.  not   even   for  i  1  ven- 

geance will  1  forget  the  rigbta  that  i  claim* 

She  was  lying  in  the  mid<il<  bridle-path — it  w< 

better.  A  deep  wound  w;is  in  her  head,  from  which  the 
blood  was  Bowing  ar — Uod  help 

her! — and  had  wandered  hither  from  Giliraitar  with  her 

bale.     She  told   mesh.  ;i  l>om  Balthazar,  and  had 

endeavored  to  get  out  of  his  way,  but  fail  I. ad  lifted 

her  hands  to  warn  him,  but  he  had  ridden  her  down  with 
the  relentless  fury  of  a  beast  of  prey.     (Jood  heaveus  !  bow 
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my  ra^o  ro~ 

■ 

»ut,  was  huil 
useless;  1  ut  I  be 

-but   I  «  I 

I    tO    84  I  fl»\Y 

I 

.  with  a  kind 

. 

us  stay  t!  e  m 

.  was  setilug  as  1  .  1  laitod 

f«<r 

women  some  wine  ami 

fur  his  i  -:ool.     U  ihe 

lie  was  n 

I 

.  I  whs  Lai  led  with  »h> 

I  tllCMI   I 

elf  is  on   the  Sti: 

azar  hail  but  K  : 
1 1  was  at  ' 
I  determined  to  go  or 
«  him.     There  was  a  steep  de*  Mil  of 

la  passes,  ami   siren   de»< 
•ne  side  \>y  the  sea,  ami  on  the  oil 

i  orgies.  »tars  wero 

r'.iead,  and  I  could  see  ljefore  roe  to  a  grvai 

Judge  of  my  joy  *hen,  aLout  luur  miles  ia  f;out,  and  in 
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an  open  path,  on  winch  the  light  descended  brightly,  I  saw 
Loin  15:  llhazar  riding  leisurely  down  the  incline,  as  if  t hero 
were  no  such  creatures  as  Arab  steeds  and  avenging 
Englishmen  in  existence.  The  sight  drove  me  mad  with 
excitement,  and  though  I  was  now  sorely  fatigued,  the 
hope  that  this  desperate  pursuit  was  drawing  to  a  close 
revived  me  with  new  vigor,  and  patting  the  neck  of  my 
glorious  horse,  he  rose  under  me  with  redoubled  energy 
and  power,  and  visibly  gained  On  the  retreating  enemy. 
Oh,  blessed  moon,  still  shine  on  me  as  now,  and  BOOS  shall 
I  overtake  this  Dying  SSSSSsln]  and  ye,  O  stars,  lend  mo 
st ill  your  Virgil]  light!  Fnncesca'i  name  crossed  my  lips, 
and  at  that  blessed  word  I  (bit  new  courage,  new  hope, 
new  certainty.    1  was  within  a  milo  of  Balthazar  beforo 

he  knew  that   I  w 

Oh  !  how  be  Ced  !  God  in  heaven,  there  is  indeed  a  con- 
science and  a  1'ear  even  in  the  most  I  ellish-hearted.  Aye, 
oye,  disguise  it  from  thee  as  thou  wilt,  <)  wicked  one,  thou 
l.nowcst  in  thine  inmost  soul  the  mighty  power  of  Heaven 
and  truth  and   innocence.     Thou   niave-t    laugh  their  holy 

j  to  scorn  in  thy  drunken  momenta  with  thy  mad  com- 
panions, hut,  when  thou  art  alone  at  midnight,  with  the 
ktara  of  light  above,  the  i  Bilcnoe  of  the  hour  around, 

the  risible  pn  f  the   infinite  and  Unknown  above 

thee,  Over  1   all-embracing,  then   indeed   thou  con- 

st their  power,  ami  art  constrained  to  how  before  their 

awful  sancti'.y.  Bo  felt  this  horrid  Wretch.  Casting  one 
quick  and  fearful  glance  backwards,  he  saw  the  Just 
Avenger  on  bis  track.    I  could  feci  magnetically  that  he 

shuddered  even  to  his  heart's  core.  I  could  feel  as  it 
in  my  own  vital  being  that  a  mighty  arrow  had  gone  forth 
from  me  and  smitten  him  with  icy  coldness.  He  fled,  but 
his  steed  evidently  flagged ;  and  when  my  glorious  Selun 
knew  that  the  hated  enemy  was  at  hand,  he  snorted  like  a 
mighty  spirit  of  thunder,  and  redoubled  his  fierce  pursuit. 
He  tore  up  the  earth,  he  Hung  the  stones  lencath  his  feet 


KDTTARD     W OUTLET     MONTAGU.  5C0 

like  so  many  »ti  ed  in  the  dark  1 

as  if  the 

The  rapidity,  the  dreadful  t 

sonietlii  rnatnraL     11 

wlii  ran 

;  it  whirled  in  ■  ufd  was  gone.     I  km  no 

. 
hone  entered  Into  and  beeame  part  i  I 

Wild  Hnntanao 

i,  and  1  fled  with  tlie  I  up 

■ 

ad.    I  I 

I   ill  It'-S  t  .  :UJil 

I  i  juiced  tl  was  so  n 

.  the  mo- 

.  lie 
nut 

of  t 

»r  some  time     f 

. 

t  to  him  ' 

courser's  fool 

bcliiml  I 

a  more  ru^ 

tented  than  I  was  nothing  but 
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a  modify  of  rocks  and  tors  and  hissing  mountain-stteams, 
With  Scarcely  any  IO0 — t lie  wry  place  that  :v  hravo 

Bolect  for  s  murder  or  ■  novelist  for  a  ghost  story. 

trself  seemed  to  have  heape  I  every  given  aocei 
it  that  could    lend  to  BOlituUe  and  desolation  their 
•  imposing  featoj 
4*  In  this  place,"  I  Bai  1.  "  shall  this  man  die;  and  fit  it  is 
iota  i  Bond*    The  rolture  an  l  the  wolf  shall  have  his 
body  ;  as  for  his  soul,  the  devil  will  t:; 

i  l  up,  an  1  coul  l  not 
moves  foot  farther.  All  further  tli:!it  was  useless.  He 
whirled  round  and  fa  was  deadly  pale;  hut 

In  his  has  I  lie  I 

I ,  he  had  no  firearm  y  for 

me;  hut  Satan  generally d<  iwsintheend, 

and  they  want  the  very  implement  of  devildom  which  would 

U  usual   unlliiK 

and  n  i  1  not  murder,  lie  t  m  ■.     lie 

I  on  his  steed  aw .  II. •  ha  I  not 

.  i  at  a  furious 

i  Bd  not    1  ,;m.       On  t'.ie  COttt 

1  ha  I  no  deal  I  i  whirlwind 

•  •  l,  1 
.  and  lian  I,  and 
•  him  ri  _-  iaz  ir.     I 

wet  Area  IfuL     lie  I  ■ 

foil  la  vhieh 

I  still  in  his  band  entered  his  heart,  and  be  was  de id 
in  an  Instant    Th  I  left  him 

to  the 

ficd  than  when  I  left  it.    1  was  i  <1  i  a  k  to 

Captain  U  wnudea 

Led   run  away  with;  an  1   we   i  <lcjd  marrUj   over 

many  a  lUak  of  sua:iy  Val  do  Pouas. 

THE    EN£>. 


What  the  Critics  say  of  our  Publications. 
[ADAMS  DeCHAMBLAY,  by  Alex'r  Dumas, 

m  the  finest  and  raciest  novel  of  this  great  author.  It  has  been 
translated  fluently,  expressly  for  the  publishers,  and  mutt  prove  a 
great  success. — Pki.j.  Ev*miuj  Bulletin,  Ftbrusry,  1869. 

2.  KATE   KENNEDY.     Bv   Mr>.  Q  J.  Newby. 

Freshness,  and    freedom    from    affectation,  an    interesting   plot, 
honest  and   earnest  thought,  and  graceful   language,   1 
all  her  novels. — L*n*Um  Exjmlntr. 

3.  COMMON   SENSE.     Bv  Mr>.  C.  J.  Newby. 

Tutsi*   Baoe.  at  Co.,  tot  Chcttnut  street,  have  jutt  issued  tht 
ne»  fit    -  class  and  v«  iovel,  named  "Common  8a 

en  by  the  authc  idrou»  Strange," 

and  other  valued  wo. ks  of  thu  class.      Our  reader)  are  aware  of 
the  interest  which  In- 
duced in  this  country,  and 

Common  Sense,  from  the  tame  pen,  is  not  inferior  in  r  I 
two,  or  style  of  sentiment  to  that  production — *V.  T.  Ht**J. 

4.  WONDROUS    SIR  A  C.  ). 

Newby. 

Another  book  by  this  charming  writer  comet  to  add  entertain 
■sent  to  the  holidays.     From  a  hsity  perusal,  we  art  forced  to  say 
that   it    not   only  r scree*  la   brilliancy   all  the  author  t  prcviooa 
works,  but  it  considerably  ahead   of  ant  work  of  net  ion  we  have 
re»d  for  many  a  day  — •  N.  T.  Dnfsttk 

5.  TRODI) 

-id  thu  novel  with  pltaawft.    It  it  a  bet 
ant)  interesting  atory.    The  title  1*  tot ' 

high  order  -    n  the  n*fi*tive.    The 

readers  at  the  novel  before  ut  ■• 

eating  this  matters'  -   can  be  made.     We  tongr- 

Mrs.  Newby  that  she  hat  >•  lenaattotsal  school  0/  writing, 

bat  made  use  of  ber  talents  to  give  a  story  which  may  be  find  win 
profit  at  wall  aa  wkh  pleasure. —  Tie  A 

6.  R  J.  Nj 

Though    ttr   are    not   generally    dupoaed   to    • 
London  repablicarione,  (  M  «e  huuld  have  flttf. 

r  welcome  thie  last  work  of  the  author 
of    ' 

well-told  author  happily  avoid* 

no j I  ri.iht  trtle  of  the  M  sensational  SK'  «  AmMtmm. 

[ILTOR      By   Mm.  (. 

NEWBY,  ik  without  doubt,  tltecompotsrion  of  *  mind. 

The  story 

re  is  a  natur tinea*  and  caay  Buw  in  the  • 
favorably   and   atrotti  sensational    school   of 

novels.    Xtadse  IV 


What  the  Critics  say  of  our  Publications. 

8.  ONLY  TEMPER.     By  Mrs.  C.  J.  Newby. 

Ano'hcr  delightful  novel  of  society.  The  author  of  "  Kate 
Kennedy"  has  won  a  host  of  admirers,  by  her  previous  literary 
efforts,  and  they  will  hail  with  pleasure  this  her  latest  and  by  fai 
the  best  of  her  productions.  It  is  issued  in  excellent  style  by  the 
enterprising  publishers,  and  deserves  to  be  read  by  all  lovers  of  pure 
an!  good  literature. — National  Tradet  Advocate. 

9.  MARRIED.     By   Mrs.  C.  J.  Newby. 

Ai  a  purely  domestic  novel,  this  work  is  quite  equal  to  anything 
else  that  Mrs.  Newby  has  written.  The  characters  are  drawn 
with  con  iderable  skill  and  delicacy.  "Married"  is  above  the 
average  ot  stories  that  are  published  these  days.  It  is  written  in 
a  charming  style,  and  deserves  to  be  read  by  all  who  take  pleasure 
in  light  literature. —  New  York  Herald,  June  14,  i860, 

BEAUTIFUL  SNOW,  AM)  OTHER  POEMS. 
Bj  J.  W,  NVatsoH,  Tinted  paper,  green  and 
wine  cloth.      £1.25. 

Full  of  poetic  pathos,  and  couched  in  the  most  beautiful  lan- 
guage, it  can  scarcely  fail  to  And  an  echo  in  the  heart.  The  sad 
wail  of  woe  from  the  lost  woman  in  the  poem,  so  true  to  the  life, 
should  rouse  us  up  to  deeds  of  pity  and  love  to  rescue  the  sinned 
again>t  and  sinning.  The  book  abounds  with  beautiful  poems, 
among  which  are  "A  Million,  all  in  G  ic  Oldest  Pauper 

in  the  Town."  The  poem  entitled  "  Give  me  Drink  "  is  one  or 
extraordinary  power,  and  shows  the  infatuation  of  the  drunkard  in 
giving  all  that  men  hold  dear  to  the  soul — consuming  appetite  for 
drink. — Monthly  Retord,  Pnila.,  June,  1869. 

ILLUSTRATh  >\s  OF  THE  POl 

8a*  the  Lift  of  Little  BILLY  VIDKINSj 

with  ori  n    b)  II    L.Stephens. 

All  boy*,  wbetber  "old  boy*''  or  "  lutle  boys,"  will  rejoice  in  thit  comical  book, 
at  once  h»fly  and  iiuiruc tire  It  lead*  our  young  friend  through  a  full  thare  of  (he 
imp'.  1  .  11  mnako  of  y  npuues  of  boyhood  bow  to  the  Arm 

I    ■fHll. 

Mmas.  TURNER  BROTH F.RS  tc  CO.,  in  addition  to  their  own 
publication;,  keep  on  hand  the  largest  stock  of  Miscellaneous  Books  in  the 
city  ;  and,  for  the  accommodation  of  readers,  will  send,  on  receipt  ot 
any  book,  no  matter  by  whom  published,  postage  paid ;  they  will  als< 
make  a  liberal  discount  to  purchasers  for  Public  Libraries  and  Charitable 
Institutions. 

TURNER   fi 

PUBLISHERS  and  BOOKSELLERS, 

No.  808  CHESTNUT  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 
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